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E'Ktr/utf/  .feu 


TO 


HER 
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MADAM, ; 


NCE  I  am  allow’d  the  honour,  and 
Privilege  of  fo  eafy  Accefs  to  Your 
Royal  Highnefs,  I  dare  lay,  I  fhall  not 
be  the  worfe  receiv’d  for  bringing  O-vid 
along  with  me. 
nifliment  to  the 


He 


fr 


from  the  Barbarous  to  the  Polite ;  and 

mend  him,  which  never  fails  with  a  Clemency 
He  is  Unfortunate. 


Fautrefs  of  Liberty 


A 


Your 


dedication. 

4* 

Your  Royal  Highnels,  who  feels  for  every  one,  has 

* 

lately  been  the  mournful  Occalion  of  a  like  Senfibility 


many  Others 


Eye,  that  did 


tell  the 


Danger  Y ou  were  in :  Even  Parties,  tho’  different  in  Prin¬ 
ciples,  united  at  that  time  in  their  grief,  and  affectionate 

» 

concern,  for  an  event  of  fo  much  confequence  to  the  In- 
tereff  of  Humanity,  and  Virtue;  whilft  Your  Self  was 
the  only  Perfon,  Then,  unmov’d. 

It  was  remarkable.  That  She,  who,  with  a  Manner 
molt  engaging,  taught  the  innocent  Pleafures  to  appear 
more  delirable,  than  the  criminal ;  who  was  every  day 
the  Life  of  lome  new  agreeable  Diverfion ;  fhould  be¬ 
have  Her  Self,  upon  that  cruel  Tryal,  with  a  Magnanimi¬ 
ty  fo  unfhaken,  that  thole  who  were  Witneffes  might 
have  imagin’d,  She  fcarce  ever  had  done  any  thing,  but 
ffudy  how  to  Dye. 

It  is  the  greatell  Happinels  can  attend  an  Age  un¬ 
der  a  long  depravation  of  Morals,  to  be  bleff  with  Ex¬ 
amples,  where  V irtue  is  let  off  by  the  advantage  of  Birth. 

Such  Qualifications,  when  united,  do  not  only  perfuade 

% 

an  Imitation,  but  Command  it.  Humane  Nature  is  al¬ 
ways  more  affeCted  by  what  it  fees,  than  what  it  hears  of: 

And  as  thole  Ideas,  which  enter  by  the  Eye,  find  the  fix- 

_  _  \ 

reff  pailage  to  the  Heart;  fo  the  more  the  ObjeCf  what¬ 
ever  it  be,  feems  delirable  to  the  One,  the  longer  it  con¬ 
tinues  in  the  Other. 

I 

fc 

4 

There  are  Perfections  fo  Ihining,  that  one  muff  be  the 
very  Worff  of  Mortals j  or  the  very  Belt,  not  to  admire 
in  all  Thofe  who  poffels  them.  To  be  b left  with  adilpo- 
fition  to  Charity,  not  confin’d  by  any  other  Limits,  than 
the  Modeffy  of  thofe  who  ask  It:  To  know,  and  be  rca- 


DEDICATION. 

dy  to  excufc  Faults ;  yet,  fo  Uriel  in  Life,  as  not  to  want 

*  % 

the  like  Indulgence;  To  have  a  >  Superiority  of  Genius 
capable  of  judging  of  the  higheft  Affairs,  and  an  Appli¬ 
cation  fo  obfervant,  as  to  penetrate  into  the  moft  Minute : 
To  be  eafy  to  lay  down  Grandeur  upon  familiar  Occafi- 
ons,  and  difeerning  to  take  It  up,  when  Dignity  of  Sta¬ 
tion  requires;  To  know  the  politer  Languages  of  the 
prelent  Age,  as  a  Native,  and  the  greater  Occurrences, 
and  Periods  of  the  Paff,  as  an  Hiftorian,  make  up  a  Cha¬ 
racter,  which  is  fo  obvious,  that  Every  one  will  know 
where  to  apply  it,  except  the  Perfon,  whofe  it  really  is : 
and  if  in  this  Y our  Royal  Highnefs  be  at  a  Lofs,  I  think 
it  is  the  only  thing  within  the  Province  of  Your  Sex 
You  are  ignorant  of. 

I  fhall  take  up  no  more  of  Your  time  in  this  Dedicati¬ 
on  ;  becaufe,  to  do  every  thing  that  may  be  moll  accep¬ 
table  to  Y ou,  fhall  always  be  the  Endeavour  of. 


MAD  A  Mi 


Tour  Royal  HighnjessV  moft  Humble , 


and  moft  Obedient  Servant , 


S.  G  A  R  T  II. 


JL  w  ' 

Notice  of  tome  of  the  Beauties  of  the  Met  amor phofes^  and 


hr- ^ 


hz&Mn 


neral  ,*  and  fhall  tove  a  fhort  Account  of 

'  O 


Method  I  propofe  in  writing  this  Preface,  is  to  take 
§1  Pi  Notice  of  tome  of  the  Beauties  of  the  Metamorphofes-  and 
m  a^°  ^1C  Faults,  and  particular  Affectations.  After  which. 

PKTJgf’  I  fliiill  proceed  to  hint  at  fome  Rules  for  Tranflation  in  ge- 

neral ,•  and  fhall  give  a  fliort  Account  of  the  following 
yerfion. 

I  fliall  not  pretend  to  impede  my  Opinion  on  others  with  the  magifterial 
Authority  of  a  Critic,-  but  only  take  the  Liberty  of  difeovering  my  own 
Take.  I  fliall  endeavour  to  fliow  our  Poet’s  Redundance  of  Wit,  Tuftnefs 
of  Companions,  Elegance  of  Defcriptions,  and  peculiar  Delicacy  in  touch¬ 
ing  every  Circumftan.ee  relating  to  the  Palhons,  and  Affections  ■  and  with 
the  fame  Impartiality,  and  Franknefs,  I  fhall  confels  the  too  frequent  Pueri¬ 
lities  of  his  luxuriant  Fancy,  and  the  too  great  Negligence  of  his  fome- 
times  unlabour’d  Verfification. 

I  am  not  of  an  Opinion,  too  common  to  Tranflators,  to  think  that  One 
is  under  an  Obligation,  to  extoll  every  thing  he  finds  in  the  Author  he  on- 

C3^  J  C?  ^ 

dertakes:  I  am  lure  one  is  no  more  oblig’d  to  do  fo,  than  a  Painter  is  to 
make  every  Face  that  fits  to  him  handtome.  3Tis  enough  if  he  lets  the 
bed:  Features  he  finds  in  their  full,  and  moil  advantageous  Liuht.  But  if  tlie 
Poet  has  private  Deformities,  tho’  Good-breeding  \\  ill  nui  allow  to  expofe 
him  naked,  yet  lu rely  there  can  be  no  R.  ‘.Ion  to  recommend  him,  as  the 
molt  finifli’d  Model  of  Harmony,  and  Proportion. 

Whoever  has  this  undiltinguifhing  Complailance,  will  not  fail  to  vitiate 
the  Tafte  of  the  Readers,  and  milguide  many  of  them  in  their  judgment, 
where  to  Approve,  and  where  to  Cenlure. 

It  mult  be  granted,  that  where  there  appears  an  infinite  Variety  of  ini¬ 
mitable  Excellencies,  it  would  be  too  harfli,  and  di (ingenuous  to  be  fevere  on 
liieh  Faults,  as  have  elcap’d  rather  thro’  want  of  Leifure,  and  Opportunity  to 
correct,  than  thro’  the  erroneous  Turn  of  a  deprav’d  Judgment.  How 
fenfible  Ovid  himfelf  was  of  the  Uncorreotnefs  of  the  MetamorphoJ'es ,  ap¬ 
pears  from  thefe  Lines  prefix'll  before  fome  of  the  Editions  by  rhe  Care  of 
his  Commentators  ; 


Orba  parent  e  Jho  pinctinqite  I  oh mu; ui  lanpis, 

/I,’s~  fall  cm  vcjlrci  del  in'  r,i  in  be  locus. 

Jdt/bq^  m  apis  faveas  •  non  J) nil  l.hcc  edit  a  ab  I/bp 
Sed  qna/t  de  do  mini  [mere  rapt  a  Jui. 
jghitcquid  in  his  ip/lnr  Vila  rude  carmen  habebtt, 
Kmeudaturus ,  Ji  /icui(fet ,  erat. 


Trill.  El.  vi 


Since 


11 


PREFACE. 

^  _  m,  _i  iv  -  -IL-Llf- - nr  ,,  ,  |,  ,  ,  , 

Since  therefore  the  Readers  are  not  lolemnly  invited  to  an  Entertainment, 
but  come  accidentally  ;  they  ought  to  be  contented  with  what  they  find  : 
And  pray  what  have  they  to  complain  of,  but  too  great  Variety  ?  where, 
tho'  fomc  of  the  Diflies  be  not  ferv'd  in  the  exa6teft  Order,  and  Politenels, 
but  haftvd  up  in  hade  •  there  are  a  great  many  accommodated  to  every  par¬ 
ticular  Palate. 

To  like  every  thing,  jfhows  too  little  Delicacy  *  and  to  like  nothing,  too 
much  Difficulty.  So  great  is  the  Variety  of  this  Poem,  that  the  Reader, 
who  is  never  pleas'd,  will  appear  as  monftrous,  as  he  that  is  always  fo.  Here 
are  the  Hurries  of  Battles  for  the  Heroe,  tender  Emotions  of  Soul  for  the 
Lover,  a  Search,  and  Penetration  into  Nature  for  the  Philofopher,  Fluency 
of  Numbers,  and  moll:  exprcflive  Figures  for  the  Poet,  Morals  for  the  Seri¬ 
ous,  and  Plailantries  for  Admirers  of  Points  of  Wit. 

3Tis  certain  a  Poet  is  more  to  be  fulpedted  for  laying  too  much,  than  too 
little.  To  add  is  often  hazardous  5  but  to  retrench,  commonly  judicious. 
If  our  Author,  inftead  of  laying  all  he  could,  had  only  faid  all  he  fhould ; 
Daphne  had  done  well  to  fly  from  the  God  of  Wit,  in  order  to  crown  his 
Poet  :  Thus  Ovid  had  been  more  honour'd,  and  ador'd  in  his  Exile,  than 
Augvftns  in  Iris  Triumphs. 

I  Dial!  now  attempt  to  give  fome  Inftanccs  of  the  Happinels,  and  vaffc  Ex¬ 
tent  of  our  Author's  Imagination.  I  {hall  not  proceed  according  to  the 
Order  of  the  Poem,  >but  rather  tranferibe  fome  Lines  here,  and  there,  as 
my  Reflection  fir  all  iuggelt. 

Nec  urci/mfnfo  pendebat  in  aere  tellies 
Po'ndenbns  libraia  fits- - - 


Thus  was  die  State  of  Nature  before  the  Creation:  And  here  it  is  obvi¬ 
ous,  that  Ovid  had  a  dilccrning  Notion  of  the  Gravitation  of  Bodies.  ’Tis  now 


demonitrated. 


of  Matter  tends  to  every  Part  of  Matter 
liredt  fimple  Proportion  of  the  Quanti 


the  Matter,  and  an  inverie  duplicate  Proportion  of  the  Di  fiance  •  which  Ten¬ 
dency,  or  Gravitating  is  conltant,  and  univcrial.  This  Power,  whatever  it  be, 
adting  always  proportionably  to  the  folid  Content  of  Bodies,  and  never  in  any 
Proportion  to  their  Superficies,-  cannot  he  explain’d  by  any  material  Impulfe. 
Fertile  Laws  of  Impulfe  are  phyficaily  ncceflary:  There  can  be  no 


/  l.  w  - - - -  ^ 

they  be  mov'd  ;  and  cannot  do  otherwile,  when  prels’d  on  by  other  Parts  in 
Motion-  and  therefore  tis  evident  from  the  following  Lines,  that  Ovid 
firietly  adher’d  to  the  Opinion  of  the  molt  dilccrning  Philoibphers,  who 
taught  that  all  things  were  form’d  by  a  wife,  and  intelligent  Mind. 

Jttffn  &  extendi  campus,  J'nb fide  re  voiles , 

/•/  unde  tegi  Jy/vas - 
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His  fit  per  impofuit  liquidumy  &*  gravitate  carentem 
JElhera  — - 

■  s 

Here  the  Author  fpreads  a  thin  Veil  of  /Ether  over  his  Infant  Creation  • 
and  th o’  his  alferting  the  upper  Region  to  be  void  of  Gravitation,  mav  not, 

4./  ».  _*_  ^  J  y 

in  a  Mathematical  Rigour,  be  true ;  yet  ’tis  found  from  the  Natural  Enqui: ' as 
made  fince,  and  efpecially  from  the  learned  Dr.  Hall/s  Difcourfe  on  the 
Barometer ,  that  if,  on  the  Surface  of  the  Earth,  an  Inch  of  Quickfilver  in. 
the  Tube  be  equal  to  a  Cylinder  of  Air  of  300  Foot,  it  will  be  at  a  Mile’s 
height  equal  to  a  Cylinder  of  Air  of  2700000  :  and  therefore  the  Air  at  hi 
great  a  Diitance  from  the  Earth,  muff  be  rarify’d  to  fo  great  a  Degree,  that 
the  Space  it  fills  muft  bear  a  veryfmall  Proportion  to  that  which  is  entirely 
void  of  Matter. 

I  think,  we  may  be  confident  from  what  already  appears,  as  well  as  from 
what  our  Author  has  writ  on  the  Roman  Feafts,  that  he  con’d  not  be  total¬ 
ly  ignorant  of  Aftronomy.  'Some  of  the  Criticks  wou’d  infinuate  from  the 
following  -Lines,  that  he  miftook  the  annual  Motion  of  the  Sun  for  the 
Diurnal. 


SeEius  m  ohhquum - 

4 

Tho’  the  Sun  be  always  in  one  or  other  of  the  Signs  of  the  Zodiack,  and 
never  goes  by  either  Motion  more  Northward,  or  Southward,  than  is  here 
deferib’d;  Yet  Phaeton  being  defign’d  to  drive  the  Chariot  but  one  Day, 
ought  to  have  been  directed  in  the  /Equator,  or  a  Circle  Parallel  to  it,  and 
not  round  the  other  Oblique  one  of  the  Ecliptick:  a  Degree  of  which,  and 
that  by  a  Motion  contrary  to  the  Diurnal,  he  was  obliged  to  go  in  that 
length  of  Time. 

I  am  inclin’d  to  think,  that  Ovtd  had  fo  great  an  Attention  to  Poetical 
Embelifhments,  that  he  voluntarily  declin’d  a  ftridt  Obfervance  of  any  Afirro- 
nomical  Syftem.  For  tho’  that  Science  was  far  from  being  neglected  in 
former  Ages •  yet  the  Progrefs  which  was  made  in  it,  by  no  means  oquall’d 
that  of  our  prefent  Time. 

Lucretius,  tho’  in  other  things  mod  penetrating,  deferibes  the  Sun  fcarce 
bigger,  than  he  appears  to  the  Eye. 

Nee  ntm'io  fohs  major  rota ,  nec  m/nor  ardor 
E(fe  potefi,  t/oftrts  quam  fenfihus  effc  vtdetttr. 


Met.  B. 


And  Homer .  imagining  the  Seats  of  the  Gods  above  the  fix’d  Stars,  re- 
pr dents  die  falling  of  1' itlcau  from  thence  to  the  Ifie  of  fenmosy  to  conti¬ 
nue  during  a  whole  Day. 

X\xv  S'  « jUCtp  CLfJLCL  S'  HcAlM  X.&'TllSCv'X  l 

K  j.'int<aw  iv  Afvco - 

The  Greek  Poet  aims  here  to  give  a  Inrprifing  Idea  of  theheight  of  the 
Celellial  Mansions:  but  if  die  Computation  of  a  modern  Ailronomcr  be 


f!  B.  1 . 


o  input 


true 
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true,  they  are  at  fo  much  a  greater  Diftance,  that  Fulcan  wou’d  have  been 

more  Years  in  falling,  than  lie  was  Minutes. 

But  lead:  I  Ihou’d  exceed  the  dual  Length  of  a  Preface,  I  fhall  now  give 
fome  Inftances  of  the  Propriety  of  our  Author’s  Similes,  and  Epithets  ,•  the 
PerJfpicuity  of  his  Allegories;  the  Inftrudive  Excellence  of  the  Morals;  the 
peculiar  happy  Turn  of  his  Fancy;  and  fhall  begin  with  the  Elegance  of  his 

Ddcriptions. 

— - - Madldls  Notus  evolat  alls , 

Terribilem  picea  tedlus  callgtne  vultum. 

Barba  gravis  nimbis ,  canls  fluit  undo,  cap  illls. 

Front  e  fedent  nebula. ?,  r or  ant  pennatque ,  Jinufque .  ! 

Sternuntur  fegetes ,  &  deplorata  colonl 
Vota  jacent ,  longiqm  labor  pent  Irrltus  annl. 

Thefe  Lines  introduce  thofe  of  the  Deluge,  which  are  alfo  very  Poetical, 
and  worthy  to  be  compar’d  with  the  next,  concerning  the  Golden  Age* 

- Sine  mihtis  71  ft 1 

MolJia  fecura  per agebani  otict  gentes . 

Ipfa  quoque  immums  rafiroque  intact  a ,  nec  u/lis 
Saucia  vomeribus, per  fe  dab  at  omnia  telhts „ 

Contentique  cibis ,  nullo  cogente,  credits, 

Arbuieos  foetus ,  monianaque  fraga  lege  bant , 

Rt  qua  decider  ant  patuld  Jovts  arbore  glandes . 

Per  erat  aternum ,  placidique  tepe?itibus  auris 
Mule eb ant  Zephyr  1  natos  fine  femine  flores. 

1/trgil  has  alfo  touch’d  upon  the  fame  Subject  in  the  end  of  the  Second 


Georg/ cL 


Aureus  hauc  vitam  in  terns  Saturnus  agebat, 

Nec  dum  eiiam  audierant  inflari  claffica ,  nec  clum 
hnpojilos  duns  crepitat  e  tnctidtbus  enfes . 

And  attain 

Pr units  ah  cV they  10  venit  Saturnus  Olyrnpo 


A  urea,  qua  per  hi  bent,  illo  fub  rege  fuerunt 
Scvatla :  fic  plan  da  populos  in  pace  rege  bat.  . 

Some  of  the  Lines,  a  little  foreignto  the  pre/ent  Subject,  arc  omitted ;  but 
I  fhall  make  the  molt  admirable  Author  amends  by  tranlcribing  at  length 
his  next  Ddcription.  Tis  of  a  Stan,  which  nave  the  iiift  Occalion  to  the 


gave 


War  betwixt  the  ’ Trojans  and  the  Rutuhans :  I  chide  this,  becaufe  my  Dc- 
lign  is  to  have  thefe  two  great  Poets  leen  together,  where  the  Subject  hap¬ 
pens  to  he  almoft  the  fame,  rho’  die  Nature  of  the  Poems  be  very  different. 


/I'm.  n.  7 
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(lervits  crat  forma  prajlaull,  &1  comlbus  Ingeus , 
lyi  j  cuLc  pu  a  7,  qttan  mat  ns  ab  ubere  rap  turn 


Nut)  7- 
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Nut  rib  ant  y  Tyrrheufque  pater y  cy)  reg 
Armentciy  &?  late  cufiodia  credita  cam ^ 
AJfuetum  imperils  foror  omni  Sylvia  a 
Mollibus  intexens  ornabat  cornua  fertis 
Peliebatque  ferumy  puroque  in  fonte  la 


i . 

Errabat  Jylvis 


# 


The  Image  wmcn  uvia  gives  or  me  ravounte  itag  nam  accidentally  by 
CypariJptSy  ferns  not  of  lels  Dignity. 

Ingens  cevvus  eraty  laieque  patentibus  alt  as 

Ipfe  fuo  capiti  pr<ebebat  cornibus  umbras : 

Cornua  fulgebant  aurOy  demiffaque  in  armos 

Pendebant  tereti  gemmata  momha  collo . 

Bidla  fuper  frontem  parvis  argentea  lor  is 

NinSa  movebatur :  p antique  ex  <ere  mtebant 

Auribus  in  ge  minis  circum  cava  temp  or  a  bacc/e* 

Ifque  metu  vacuus y  naturalique  pavore 

DepofitOy  celebrare  domoSy  mulcendaque  colla 

Ghiamlibet  ignotis  m  ambus  pr  cohere  foie  bat. 

Gratus  erat  Cypariffe  tibiy  Tii  pabula  cervurn 

♦r  '  Ad  novay  tu  liquidi  ducebas  font  is  ad  undam » 

■ 

^  ^  ^  ^  mmm  mm+  m f  +  n  M  ^ 

Tu  modo  texebas  varios  per  cornua  flores : 

Nunc ,  eques  in  tergo  reftdens ,  hue  latus  &  illuc 
Mollia  pur  pure  is  freenabas  ora  capifiris. 

In  the  following  Lines,  Ovid  deferibes  the  watry  Court  of  the  River  Pe- 
neus,  which  the  Reader  may  compare  with  Virgil’s,  Subterranean  Grott  of 
Cyrene  the  Naiad,  Mother  to  /drift ants. 

t 

Eft  nemns  HamonitCy pr /erupt  a  quod  nndique  cl  audit 
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Silva:  vo cant  Eempey  per  qiue  Pencils  ab  imo 
Effufus  Pindo  fpumojis  vohntur  midis : 

Deje&nque  gravi  tenues  agitantia  fumos 
Nub  da  conducity  fummafqiie  afpergme  fylvas 
Implnit  y  &  fonitu plus  quam  vie  in  a  fatigat. 

Hcec  domnsy  ha  fedesy  hece  f tint  penetralia  magni 
Arnnts:  in  hoc  re fidens  fa  Bo  de  caiitibus  antro. 
Undis  jura  dabaty  Nymphifque  colent/bus  mi  das . 
Conveniunt  illuc  popnlaria  jlumina  primwn  y 
Nefcia  gratentury  confolenturve  parentemy 
Popnhfer  SpercheoSy  &  irrequietus  Empeusy 
EridanuJ'que  JeneXy  lenifque  Amphryfos ,  &J  ALai. 
.Moxque  armies  alig  q/tg  qua  tuhl  impetus  dlcsy 
In  ware  dedneunt  fe/fas  erroribus  nndas . 

'Triflis  Arijlceus  Penei  genii  oris  ad  itudarn 
St  at  I  aery  mans - 

h 
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*Jamque  domum  rmrans  genetricisy  &  hum 

claufoSy  lucofque  fonante. 


.  mgenti  motu  ftupef alius 

Omma  fub  magna  labentiaflumma  terra 
Spe&abat  diverfa  locis7  Phaftmquey  Lycumque y 
Et  caput y  unde  altus  pr  'tmum  fe  erumpit  Empeusy 
Unde  pater  Tiberwusy  Of  unde  Aniena  fiuentay 
Et  gemma  auratus  taurmo  cornua  vultu 
Er  'idamiSy  quo  non  alius  per  pmguia  culta 
In  mare  purpureum  violentior  influit  amnis . 

The  Divine  Poet  goes  on  in  Pomp  of  Numbers,  and  ealy  Magnificence 
of  Words,  till  he  introduces  the  Story  of  Orpheus  and  Euridice in  the 
Narration  of  which,  he  is  as  much  fuperior  to  Ovid,  as  the  Reeds  of  his  own 
Mantuan  Shepherds  are  lefs  Mufical,  than  the  Lyre  of  Orpheus. 

That  I  may  not  be  too  long  on  this  Article,  I  (hall  recommend  to  the 
Met.  B.  1 1.  Reader yOvid’s  admirable  Defcription  of  Sleep - Eft  prope  Cimmerzos - 


B.  8. 


B.  12. 


That  of  Hunger 
That  of  the  Plagu 
That  of  Fame - 


Efi 


Dira 


efi- 


Eirpil  has  alio  touch’d  on  the  two  laft;  in  the  one  he  had  Eucretius  in 
View ;  in  the  other,  Homer :  and  I  think  it  will  not  be  to  the  D  ((advantage 
of  our  Author  to  appear  at  the  fame  time. 

There  are  many  other  Delcriptions  Icatter’d  in  the  MetamorphoJ'es,  which, 
for  juft  Exprellion  of  Nature,  and  Majeftick  Modulation  of  Words,  are  on¬ 
ly  Inferior  to  thole  already  tranlcrib’d,  as  they  are  (hotter ;  which  makes 
the  Objection,  that  his  Dibtion  is  commonly  loytring  into  Prole,  a  great 
deal  too  fevere. 

The  Metamorphofes  mult  be  confider’d,  as  is  oblerv’d  before,  very  un- 
corredt  •  and  Virgil's  Works  as  finifh’d  .*  tho’  his  own  Modefty  wou’d  not 
allow  the  JEneids  to  be  Co.  It  Jfeems  it  was  harder  for  him  to  pleale himlelf, 
than  his  Readers.  His  Judgment  was  certainly  great,  nor  was  his  Vivacity 
of  Imagination  lefs  j  for  the  firft  without  the  laft  is  too  heavy,  and  like  a 


Drels  without  Fancy ;  and  the  laft  without  the  firft  is  too  gay,  and  but  all 
•Trimming. 

Our  Author’s  Similitudes  arc  next  to  be  confidcr’d,  which  arc  always  re¬ 
markably  lliort,  and  convey  lome  pleafing  Idea  to  the  Imagination.  ’Tis 
in  this  Branch  of  the  Poem,  that  he  has  dilcover’d  as  juft  a  Judgement,  as  a- 
ny  of  the  Claflicks  whatever.  Poets,  to  give  a  Loole  to  a  warm  Fancy,  arc 
generally  too  apt,  not  only  to  expatiate  in  their  Simile’s,  but  introduce  them 
too  frequently ;  by  doing  the  firft,  they  detain  the  Attention  too  long  from 
the  principal  Narration  ;  and  by  thelatter,  they  make  too  frequent  Breaches 
in  the  Unity  of  the  Poem. 

Thole  two  Errors  Ovid  has  moft  dilcerningly  avoided.  Mow  lliort,  and 
fignificant  are  generally  his  Companions!  he  fails  not,  in  thole,  to  keep  a 
(till  Rein  on  a  High-mettled  Pe^afus  ■  and  takes  care  not  to  fiufeit  here,  as 
lie  has  done  on  other  Heads,  by  an  erroneous  Abundance. 

His 
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f-iis  oimiie  s  are  tmcj&cr  io\vn  oy  mucn  in  cue  raoie  or  o 
maphrodltus ,  than  in  any  other  Book,  but  always  fhort. 

V r\nf  U  r*1  K  Of*  T2  /l*  /i  . 


and 


cl  alp 


grow  one, 


- Pelut  fi  qms  conduBo  corti 

Crefcendo  jungt,  parlter que  adolefc 


Met.  B  4, 


Again,  as  Atalanta  reddens  in  the  Race  with  H  t pomenes,  0 

Inque  puellarl  corpus  candore  ruborem 

Traxerat  j  baud  ahter  quam  cum  fup  er  atria  velum 

Candida  purpureum  Jlmulatas  Inficlt  umbras. 

Philomela's,  Tongue  feem’d  to  move  after  it  was  cut  out  by  Tereus. 

Utque  falire  folet  mutilate  cauda  colubr ar 
Palpitate . . . . . — 

Cadmus  lows  the  Dragons  Teeth,  and  the  Sons  of  the  Earth  rife  gradually. 

Inde  fide  majus  gleba  cepere  moverl  - 
Pnmaque  de  Julcls  acles  apparult  hafla 
Tegmlna  mox  capitum  plBo  nutantla  conoy 

Mox  humeri ,  peBufque  — - 

Sic  ubl  tolluntur  feflls  aula  a  theatrls 

Surge  re  Jigna  folent,  prlmumque  oflendere  vultum. 

Cater  a  paulatlm, placldoque  edit'd  a  tenor e 
Tota  patent ,  Imoque  pedes  In  margine  ponunt. 

The  Objection  to  Ovid ,  that  he  never  knows  when  to  give  over,  is  too 
manifeft.  Tho’  he  frequently  expatiates  on  the  fame  Thought,  in  different 
Words ;  yet  in  his  Simile’s,  that  Exuberance  is  avoided.  There  is  in  them 
all  a  Simplicity,  and  a  Confinement  to  the  prefent  Objedtj  always  a  Fecun¬ 
dity  of  Fancy,  but  rarely  an  Intemperance:  nor  do  I  remember  ne  has  err’d 
above  once  by  an  ill-judg’d  Superfluity.  After  he  has  defcrib’d  the  Labyrinth 
built  by  Dadalus ,  he  compares  it  thus, 

Non  fiect/s  ac  llquidus  Phrygtis  Manandros  In  arvls 
Lndit. ,  &  amblguo  lapfii  reflultque,  flint  que  ■, 

Et  nunc  ad  forties,  nunc  ad  mare  verfits  apertum 
Incertas  exercet  aquas - 

He  fliould  have  ended  at  the  clofeof  the  Second  Line, as  Plrgd fbould  have 


Met.  B.  10 


B.  6 


B-  3 


B.  a. 


Dido 


Vi  w  l.AV-  - - * - - - - - - - -  -  J 

the  Temple  with  her  Court  about  her. 

Shiahs  In  Eurota  ripls ,  ant  per  jtiga  Cynthl 


J£n,  B.  4 


mi  lie  Ji 


adlevfque  dens  ftp 


^  — 

zll a  ph 


Latotnv  taciturn  patent  ant  gatulta  peth/s. 


Vlll 
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I  fee  no  Reafon  for  the  laft  Line:  Tho’  the  Poet  be  juftly  Celebrated  for  a 
in  oft  confummate  Judgment,  yet  by  an  Endeavour  to  imitate  "Homer's 
Simile’s^  he  is  not  only  very  long,  but  by  introducing  foveral  Circiimftan- 
ces  he  fails  of  an  applicable  Relation  betwixt  the  principal  Subject,  and 
hi/  new  Ideas.  He  lometimes  thinks  fit  to  work  into  the  Piece  fome  diffe¬ 
ring  Embroidery,  which,  tho’  very  rich,  yet  makes  at  beft  but  glorious  Patch- 
work.  I  really  believe  his  excellent  Poem  had  not  been  the  lefs  fo,  if,  in 
this  Article,  he  had  thought  fit  to  have  walk’d  on  in  his  own  regular  and 
Majeftick  Grace,  rather  than  have  been  hurry’d  forward  through  broken 

By-ways  by  his  blind  Guide. 

I  fir  all  tranferibe  one  of  his  Simile’s  which  ft  hot  cull’d  out,  but  exadtly  of 
the  fame  Texture  with  all  the  reft  in  the  four  laft  Books  of  the  JEneids. 

Tamils  leaps  in  Fury  from  his  Chariot. 

Ac  veliiti  month  faxum  de  vertice  pmceps 
Cum  rriit  avidfum  vento ,  feu  turbidus  imber 
Prohiit ,  aut  anms  folvit.fublapfa  vetuflas , 

Fertnr  in  abruption'  magno  mens  hnprobus  aclu 
Exultatque  folo,  fylvas,  armenta ,  virofque 
Involve  us  fecum 


Material 


Wind 


But  to  return  to  Ovid  $  the  Reader  may  take  Notice  how  unforc’d  his 
Compliments,  and  how  natural  his  Transitions  generally  are.  With  how 
much  Eafe  does  he  Aide  into  fome  new Circumftance,  without  any  Violation 
of  the  Unity  of  the  Story.  The  Texture  is  fo  artfol,  that  it  may  be  com¬ 
par’d  to  the  Work  of  his  own  Arachne ,  where  the  Shade  dyes  fo  gradually, 
and  the  Light  revives  fo  imperceptibly,  that  it  is  hard  to  tell  where  the 

one  ceafes,  and  the  other  begins. 

When  he  is  going  off  from  the  Story  of  Apollo ,  and  Daphne ;  how  hap¬ 
pily  docs  he  introduce  a  Compliment  to  the  Roman  Conquerors. 

_ Et  conittx  quoniam  me  a  non  poles  effty 


%  * 

Arbor  efts  certe - 

Tu  Ducibns  Letts  aderis ,  cum  Leta  triumphmn 

f/nx  cartel)  &  long <e  vifent  Capitolia  pornpec. 

Pojltbns  Auguflis  eadem  fidifjima  cujlos 

Ante  fores  Jlabis ,-  med'iamqne  inebere  qiiercttm. 

He  compliments  Auguflits  upon  tire  Affaftination  of  J alms  ■,  and,  byway 
of  Simile,  takes  the  Opportunity  from  the  Horror  that  the  Barbarity  of 

Lycaon  gave. 


■cfar 


ia  fev/t 

extmgutre  nomen , 


c. 


Julius  is  deify’d,  and  looks  down  on  his  adopted  Son 

Natique  vtdens  bene  fall  a ,  fatetnr 


E[fe  fuis  major  a,  &  vine/  gaudet  ab  illo 


Add 
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IX 


And  immediately  follows - - 

Hie  fua  praferrl  quanquam  vet  at  aBa  pater  ms.- 
Libera  fama  tamen,  nullifqtie  obnoxia  jufjis 
Invitum  prafert. - - 

The  Author  in  the  two  fir  ft  Lines  fhows  the  Affectionate  Condefcention 
of  the  Father  j  in  the  three  laft,  the  pious  Gratitude  of  the  Son. 

The  Compliments  to  Auguflus  are  very  frequent  in  the  laft  Book  of  the 
MetamorphoJ'es ;  as  thofe  to  the  fame  Emperor  are  in  the  Georgicks  of  Vir¬ 
gil,  which  alfo  ftrike  the  Imagination  by  their  agreeable  Flattery. 

If  me  fupcr  arvornm  cnltu  pecorumque  canebam, 

Et  fupcr  arbor  thus ;  Caefar  dum  magntts  ad  altum 
Fulminat  Euphratem  hello ,  victor  quo  volentes 
Per  populos  dat  jura,  vi  unique  aJfeBat  Olympo. 

Again  on  Julius, 

Impermm  Oceano,  famam  qut  termmet  aflns 
Julius - 

The  Compliments  have  a  g;eat  Sublimity,  and  worthy  of  the  Grandeur 
of  the  Heroes,  and  the  Wit  of  the  Poet. 

Ovid  as  much  deferves  Praife,  for  faying  a  great  deal  in  a  little,  as  Cen- 
fure  for  faying  a  litle  in  a  great  deal.  None  of  the  Claflick  Poets  had  the 
Talent  of  exprefling  himfelf  with  more  Force,  and  Perlpicuity. 

Phaeton  defires  fome  Pledge  of  his  Father’s  Tendernels,  and  asks  to  be 
trufted  witli  his  Chariot.  He  anfvers, 

Plgnora  certa  petis  do  plgnora  cert  a  tlmendo. 

However,  the  latter  complies  with  his  Importunity:  the  Conlcquencc  is 
fatal,  the  World  is  fet  on  Fire,  even  the  Rivers  feel  the  force  of  the  Con¬ 
flagration.  The  Tagus  boyls, 


G.  r. 
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Flint  i  pub  us  Aurttm. 


The  Nile  retreats. 


Ocadultque  caput ,  quod  ctdhuc  latet - 

'Acanthus  is  parch’d  up, 

Arfurufque  iteruvt  Acanthus - 

The  Poet’s  Fancy  is  here  full  of  Energy,  as  well  as  in  the  following  Lines. 
Apollo  courts  Daphne ,  and  promiles  himlelf  Succels,  but  is  dilappointed. 

Q/todque  cupli,  fperat  ■,  Jltaque  ilium  Oracula  falhrnt. 

And  again, 

The  River  Achelous combats  Hercules,  and  alhimes  leveral  Shapes  in  vain, 
then  puts  on  at  laft  that  of  a  Snake ;  the  Heroe  Imiies  in  Contempt. 

Cuuarum  labor  ejl  an  pies-  fuperare  niearmn. 

‘c  Ovid 


I 
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Ovid  never  excells  himfelf  lo  much,  as  when  he  takes  Occafion  to  touch 
upon  the  Palfion  of  Love all  Hearts  are  in  a  manner  fenfible  of  the  fame 
Emotions ;  and,  like  Inftruments  tun’d  Unifons,  if  a  String  of  any  one  of 
them  be  ftruck,  the  reft,  by  conlent,  vibrate. 

Proem  is  jealous  of  Cephalm  •  file  endeavours  to  be  confirm’d  in  her 

Fears,  but  hopes  the  contrary, 

- Speratque  miferrima  falli. 


The  next  is  not  lefs  Natural, 


Sed  cun&a  timemus  dmantes. 


Biblis  is  in  love  with  Gamuts.  The  Struggle  is  betwixt  her  unlawful 
Flame,  and  her  Honour. 

She’s  all  Confufion  at  the  Thoughts  of  difeovering  her  Palfion - 

- mijerere  fa  tent  ts  amorem. 


She  attempts  to  write, 

Incipit  dubitat:  fcnbit ,  damnatque  tabellas , 

Rt  not  at,  Of  delet :  mat  at,  adpatque  probatque 

In  the  End,  Inclination,  as  it  does  always,  gets  the  better  of  Diicretion. 

This  I aft  Fable  ftiows  how  touchingly  the  Poet  argues  in  Love  Affairs,  as 
well  as  thole  of  Medea,  and  Scylla.  The  two  laft  are  left  by  their  Heroes, 
and  their  lie  flections  are  very  Natural,  and  Affedting.  Ovid  leem’d  here  to 
have  had  T'irgd's  Palfion  of  Dido  in  his  Eye,  but  with  this  difference ■,  the 
one  had  convers’d  much  with  Ladies,  and  knew  they  lov’d  to  talk  a  great 
deal :  The  other  confider’d  no  lels  what  was  natural  for  them  to  lay,  than 
what  became  them  to  fay. 


Jud 


the  whole  Mana 

_  I 

JEneas.  !i. 


other  Men,  likes  for  Convenience, 

.A 


and  leaves  for  greater.  Dido,  like  other  Ladies,  relents  the  Negledt,  enu¬ 
merates  the  Obligations  the  Lover  is  under,  upbraids  him  with  Ingratitude, 
threatens  him  with  Revenge,  then  by  and  by  lubmits,  begs  for  Compani¬ 


on,  and  has  reccur le  to  Tears. 


It  appears  from  this  Piece,  that  Pirgil  was  a  dilcerning  Maftcr  in  the 
Palfion  of  Love:  And  they  that  confider  the  Spirit,  and  Turn  of  that  inimi¬ 
table  Line - ff/i  Bavi/tm  non  odit - cannot  doubt  but  he  had  an  c- 

t]ual  Talent  for  Satyr. 

Nor  does  the  Genius  of  Ovid  more  exert  on  the  Subject  of  Love, 
than  on  all  others.  In  the  Contention  of  Ajax,  UlyJJ'es  his  Elocuti¬ 
on  is  moll  nervous,  and  perlwading.  Where  he  endeavours  todifl'wade  Man¬ 
kind  from  indulging  carnivorous  Appetites  in  his  Pythagorean  Philolbphy, 
how  emphatical  is  his  Realbning! 


(implex ,  rialnm 

y/  demnmy  nee  / 


7  fine  f ranch 


&///  -pot  trit  cmvulempto  moclo  pond  ere  aratrr 
1 1  m  '/co  lain  mat  I  a;  ?  (hum - • 
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I  think  Agricolam  had  been  ftronger,  but  the  Authority  of  Manufcripts 
does  not  warrant  that  Emendation. 

Through  the  whole  Texture  of  this  Work,  Ovid  difcovcrs  the  highcft 
Humanity,  and  a  moft  exceeding  good  Nature.  The  Virtuous  in  Diitrcfs 
are  always  his  Concern;  and  his  Wit  contrives  to  give  them  an  Immortali¬ 
ty  with  himfelf 

He  feems  to  have  taken  the  moft:  Pains  in  the  firft,  and  jfecond  Book  of 
the  Met  amor phofes  ^  tho3  the  Thirteenth  abounds  with  Sentiments  moft 
moving,  and  with  calamitous  Incidents,  introduc’d  with  great  Art.  The 
Poet  had  here  in  View,  the  Tragedy  of  Hecuba  i n  Euripides ;  and  ’tisa  won¬ 
der,  it  has  never  been  attempted  in  our  own  Tongue.  The  Houle  of  Pri¬ 
am  is  deftroy’d,  his  Royal  Daughter  a  Sacrifice  to  the  Manes  of  him  that 
occafion’d  it.  She  is  forc’d  from  the  Arms  of  her  unhappy  Friends,  and  hur- 
ry’dto  the  Altar,  where  file  behaves  herlelf  with  a  Decency  becoming  her  Sex, 
and  a  Magnanimity  equal  to  her  Blood,  and  fo  very  affedting,  that  even  the 


Pricft  wept. 


Ipfe  etiarn  jlens ,  invitufque  facerdosy  c . 


She  {hows  no  Concern  at  approaching  Death,  but  on  the  Account  of  her 
old,  unfortunate  Mother, 

Mors  tanium  veil  cm  matrem  mea  fallere  pojfit . 

Mater  obefl ,  minuitque  necis  mea  gaud i  a •>  quamvis 
Non  'mea  mors  zlli:  verum  fua  vita  gemenda  eJL 

Then  begs  her  Body  may  be  deliver’d  to  her  without  Ranfom, 


Genetrici  cor  pits  inempium 

•  /  L  7*  .  •  * 


ijle  fepulcht 


Of 


al  Burial, 


Qy 


roy- 


■flt 


Then  takes  the  Body  in  her  decrepid  Arms,  and  halts  to  the  Sea  to  waft 


off  the  Blood, 


Ad  It  tins  paffti  procejjit  amlt 


Albentes  lama t a  comas. - 

The  animated  Thoughts,  and  lively  Images  of  this  Poem,  are  numerous. 
None  ever  painted  more  to  the  Life,  than  our  Author,  tho’  fevcral  Gro- 
tcfque  Figures  are,  now  and  then,  Icon  in  the  fame  Croupe.  The  molt 
plentiful  Scafon,  that  gives  Birth  to  the  finell  Flowers,  produces  alio  the 
rankelt  Weeds.  Ovid  has  Ihown  in  one  Line,  the  brightelt  Fancy  lbme- 
times  j  and  in  the  next,  the  poor  ell  Affectation. 

/  cm/s  makes  Court  to  Adonis , 

- - - Fa  ecce  / 


B.  IO.  1.  S’) 


Opponent  a  fad  bl 'audit  nr  Poptthis  umbra ; 

Fa  reefuievh  hitmo  •  prejjhqu e  &  gpamen  &  tpfum. 

PI.  > oebits  requells  Phaeton  to  delilt  from  his  Requell. 


Confilns 


• - Confihis ,  non  currihus  utere  noftris. 

Ctcneus  in  the  Battle  of  the  Centaurs  wounds  Latreus  in  fcveral  Places. 

- ■Jd'ulnufque  in  vulnere  fecit. 

Thde  are  lome  of  our  Poet’s  Boyifms.  There  is  another  Affectation, 
call’d  by  Ghiintil.  ’O Zy/j'^or,  or  a  witty  Folly,  which  wou’d  not  have  ap¬ 
pear’d  quite  fo  trifling,  had  it  been  lefs  frequent. 

Medea  perfhades  the  Daughters  of  Pelias  to  kill  their  Father,  in  order  to 
have  his  Youth  renew’d.  She  that  loves  him  beft  gives  the  firft  Wound, 

Rt ,  7ie  fit  feeler ata ,  facit  fcelus— - 

Althea  is  enrag’d  at  her  Son  Meleager ,  and  to  do  Juftice  to  the  Manes 
of  his  Brothers,  deftroys  him, 

hnpietate  pin  eft - 

Envy  enters  Athens ,  and  beholds  the  flourifhing  Condition  of  the  City, 

Rixque  tenet  l aery  mas ,  quia  ml  lacrymabile  cermt . 

Ovid  was  much  too  fond  of  fiich  Witticifms,  which  are  more  to  be  won¬ 
der’d  at,  becaufe  they  were  not  the  Fafhion  of  that  Age,  as  Punns,  and  Quib¬ 
bles  are  of  this.  Pirgil,  as  I  remember,  is  not  found  trifling  in  this  Man¬ 
ner  above  once,  or  twice. 


■1.0.1  1 .  C  . 


•i  ii  l: 


'  i 


i 


Deucalion  vacuum  lapides  jaclavit  in  orhem , 

Urule  homines  uati ,  durum  genus - 

Juno  is  in  Indignation  at  JRneas  upon  his  Arrival  in  Italy. 

Num  capti pot nere  capi’l  num  incenfa  cremavit 
Droj  a  viros  'l - - - 

The  Pact  is  fo  far  from  Affecting  this  fort  of  Wit,  that  he  rarely  ven¬ 
tures  on  fo  fpirited  a  Turn  of  Fancy,  as  in  thefe  following  Inftances. 


7 


one  weak  Woman, 
Alemorabifo  norne?iy 


Una  clolo  fee  mm  a  vi&a  cluorum  eft „ 

ftwyafaiSj  going  upon  an  Enterprifc,  exprefles  his  Concern  for  his  lurvi- 
ving  Mother,  if  he  jfhou’d  fall,  and  recommends  her  to  the  Care  ol -  Af cam- 


ns 


who  Aiifwers, 


Namqtte  erit  ft  a  mthi  gemtrix,  nomenque  Creiifce 
Soltnn  clef  net  it  - ■ 

/  runs  is  importunate  in  her  Solicitations  to  Vulcan >  to  make  Armour 
loi  her  Son:  lie  Anhvers, 


- Abjfte  precando 

l  mbits  i  mini?  it  are  tuts 


Ac 
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At  the  firlt  kindling  of  Dido\  Paflion,  he  has  this  mod  natural  Thought, 

• - Ilium  abfem  abfentem  auditque ,  videtque. 

But  to  return  to  Ovid ;  tho’  I  cannot  vindicate  him  for  his  Points,  I  fhali 
endeavour  to  mollify  his  Criticks,  when  they  give  him  no  quarter  for  his 
Didrion,  and  attack  him  fo  inflexibly  for  ending  his  Lines  with  Monofylla- 
bles,  as - -ft  quis - ft  non,  &c.  and  as  I  think  he  cannot  be  excus’d 


X1U 


hies,  as - fi  quis - -Ji 

more  advantagioufly,  than  by 

Virgil  has  twenty  times— - 

- St  quis - 

- Si  quam  — 

- Jam  bos  _ 


affirming  that  where  he  has  done  it  once, 
Rt  cum 


—  Nee  dam 

—  Si  quis  — 

—  Nunc  nun 


C. 


There  are  a  great  many  Endings  of  Lines  in  this  manner,  and  more  in¬ 
deed  than  feems  confident  with  the  Majefty  of  Heroick  Verfe.  When  Lines 
-  ^  1  •  •  •*_  _  .  « 


G.  i. 
G.  2. 
G.  2- 

ZEn.  i. 

ZEn.  7. 

ZEn. 12 


are  defign’d  to  be  fermom  propiores ,  this  Liberty  may  be  allowable,  but  not 
fo  when  the  Subject  requires  more  (onorous  Numbers.  Virgil  feems  to  en¬ 
deavour  to  keep  up  his  Verfification  to  an  Harmonious  Dignity  ■  and  there¬ 
fore,  when  fit  Words  do  not  offer  with  fome  caff,  he’ll  rather  break  off  in 
an  Hemiftick,  than  that  the  Line  fliou’d  be  lazy,  and  languid.  He  well 
knew  how  effential  it  was  in  Poetry  to  flatter  the  Ear  •  and  at  tire  fame  time 
was  fenfible,  that  this  Organ  grows  tir’d  by  a  conftant  Attention  to  the  fame 
Harmony  j  and  therefore  he  endeavour’d  now  and  then  to  relieve  it  by  a 
Cadence  of  Paules,  and  a  V ariation  of  Mealures. 

Arnphion  Dircaus  in  Aclao  Aracyntho. 

This  Line  feems  not  tuneful  at  the  firfb  hearing  ■,  but  by  Repetition,  it  re¬ 
conciles  it  felf,  and  has  the  fame  Effedt  with  fome  Compofitions  of  Mufick, 
which  are  at  the  firft  Performance  tirefome,  and  afterward  Entertaining. 

The  Commentators,  and  Criticks  are  of  Opinion,  that  whenever  Virgil 
is  lefs  Mufical,  it  is  where  he  endeavours  at  aa  Agreement  of  the  Sound 


Eel.  2. 


with  the  Scnfc,  as, 


Procnwbit  burnt  bos. 


It  wou’d  fhow  as  much  Singularity  to  deny  this,  as  it  does  a  fanciful  Faci¬ 
lity  to  affirm  it,  becaule  it  is  obvious,  in  many  Places  he  had  no  fuch  view. 


- hroenta  ftib  dictbus  fits. 

- Dentejque  fiabelhcus  exacuit  fits. 

- 'Jam  Jelis  obfita ,  jam  bos. 

- Furor  a clcl tins ,  hide  Lnpi  ceuy  . 

The  Places,  which  favour  moll  the  firft  Opinion,  are, 

Saxa  per  &  jcop/dosy  &  deprejjas  convalles. 

- Scpo  extgu/ts  nuts. 

Omnia  Jab  magna  labenlia  jhtmina  terra. 

The  laft  Line  is  the  only  Inftance,  1  remember  (except  one  in  Fad.  2.) 
where  the  Words  terminate  in  the  lame  Vowel,  and  lean  to  reprefent  the 
conftant,  and  uniform  found  of  a  Hiding  Stream, 

d  *  Thole 


ZEn . 3 . 1 . 390 

G.  3.  !.  2-r  y . 

ZEn.  7. 1. 790 

ZEn.  11. 

E  $SS- 


G .  3 .  1  2 


G.q. 
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Th  o fe,  that  are  moll  converfant  in  Claflrck  Poetry,  mull  be  fenfible,  that 
Virgil  has  been  much  more  folicitous,  than  Ovid.,  to  keep  up  his  Lines 
to  an  eafy,  and  a  Mufical  Flow ;  but  tho’  the  Criticks  charge  the  latter  with 
breaking  through  Profody  and  Grammar ,  and  allowing  himfelf  too  often 
the  Licence  of  Grxcifmsj  I  take  this  Cenfure  to  be  only  an  arrogant  Pe¬ 
dantry  in  the  Grammarians,  and  groundlefs  in  it  felf;  but  tho2  it  were 


E C.  s •  !•  29* 


true,  i  dare  be  confident  it  is  full  as  juft  upon  FirgiJ, 

.Curru  fubjungere  Fiores  y 


G  *  i . 


For  Currui ,  according  to  the  Grammarians. 

Often  Adjectives  for  Adverbs  -  and  the  contrary. 

Pinguia  culta }  an  AdjeCtive  for  a  Subftantive 


iEn.i  i  .1.69. 


■Denfo  dift 


1 

Hyacinth  i 


JE n.  4. 


Obfinpui  ft 


Title  runt faftidia  menfes ;  the  penultima  of  the  Verb  fhort 


the  fame. 


&fc 


G<  1. 

1.  2S3. 

JEn.  10. 
1.  29. 


Pampmeo  gravidas  autumno ;  an  Iambick  for  a  Spondee. 


ar  Daftyl,  or  a  Spondee. 


ipofq 


G.  x.  1.  4r<5. 


JVec  Clytio  ge  nit  ore  minor  nec  fratre  Mnefih 
the  two  Conlonaats  M  N  of  the  following  Word  b 

Fewer  e.  non  ilia  quifquam  ~ 


a  Trochee. 


G.  r.  1. 4^6. 
JEn. 12.6X0. 


fur  ere  ante  ft 

op 


Virgil ,  fo  fulgere,  Jlridere,  Qfc. 


lifion,  but  the  long  Vowel  before  another  made  fhort. 

The  learned,  and  Reverend  Dr.  Clark  has  obferv’d,  (as  he  tells  me)  that 


He 


fiance  on  the  contrary,  of  a  lone  Vowel 


4^/,  v 


in ticlc  flioi  tj  except  in  ii  Cyclic  cis  I  Itav e  ci- 


Word 


no  Rich  thing  as  a  Poetica  licentia ,  properly  fo  call’d. 

Certainly  no  body  can  imagine  but  thefe  two  celebrated  Authors  under¬ 
flood  their  own  Tongue  better,  than  the  fcrupulous  Grammarians  of  After- 
ages,  who  are  too  Dogmatical,  and  Sclf-lufficient,  when  they  prefume  to 
cenfure  Either  of  them  for  not  attending  ftrictly  enough  to  Syntax,  and  the 
Mcafurc  of  Vcife.  The  Latin  Tongue  is  a  dead  Language,  and  none  can 
decide  with  Confidence  on  the  Harmony,  or  Difbnance  of  the  Numbers  of 
thefe  Times,  unlcfs  they  were  thoroughly  acquainted  with  their  Paufes,  and 
Cadence.  They  may  indeed  pronounce  with  much  more  A  durance  on 
their  Didion ;  and  diflinguifh  where  they  have  been  negligent,  and  where 
more  finifh’d.  There  arc  certainly  many  Lines  in  Ovid,  where  he  has  been 
downright  Lazy,  and  where  he  might  have  avoided  the  Appearance  of 

being  obvioufly  fo  by  a  very  little  application.  In  recording  the  Succeflion 
of  the  Alban  Kings,  thus, 


Rjutus  cx  illo  eft ,  pofl  hum  CapetuJ'qne ,  Capyfque, 
Seel  Capys  ante  fait - 


There 


I 
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There  are  alio  feveral  Lines  in  Virgil ,  which  are  not  altogether  tunable 

to  a  modern  Ear,  and  which  appear  unfinifh’d. 

^  % 

Scilicet  omnibus  ejl  labor  impendendus3  &  omnes 

Cogendce  in  fulcum- - 

Priefertim  Ji  tempefias  a  vertice  fylvis 

Incubuit — - — - - 

.#  % 

fhiafue  referre  parem  ?  fed  nunc ,  efi  omnia  quart  do 
Ifie  animus  fupra  — — - 

Ifia  quidem  quia  nota  mihi  tua,  magne,  voluntas , 

Jupiter - - - 

But  the  Sun  has  its  Spots ;  and  if  amongft  Thou  finds  of  inimitable 
Lines,  there  fhou’d  be  fome  found  of  an  unequal  Dignity  with  the  reft,  no¬ 
thing  can  be  laid  for  their  Vindication  more,  than,  if  they  be  Faults,  they 
are  the  Faults  of  Virgil. 

As  I  ought  to  be  on  this  Occafion  an  Advocate  for  Ovid,  whom  I  think 
is  too  much  run  down  at  prelent  by  the  critical  Spirit  of  this  Nation;  I 
dare  lay,  I  cannot  be  more  effectually  fo,  than  by  comparing  him  in  many 
Places  with  his  admir’d  Contemporary  Virgil  ;  and  tho’  the  laft  certainly 
delerves  the  Palm,  I  {hall  make  ule  of  Ovid's,  own  Lines,  in  the  tryal 
of  Strength  betwixt  Achelous  and  Hercules ,  to  fhow  how  much  he  is  ho- 


XV 


Gil.  Ci. 


n 


a.  2.  1,  310 


JEn. ii 
1.  5-09. 

JEn.  12- 

i.  808. 


nour’d  by  the  Contention. 


Non  tam 


Tiirpe  fiat  vinci,  quam  contendiffe  decorum. 

P 

I  lhall  finifh  my  Remarks  on  our  Author,  by  taking  Notice  of  the  Juft- 
nefs,  and  Perlpicuity  of  his  Allegories ,-  which  are  either  Phyfical  or  Natural  ; 
Moral,-  dr  Hiftorical.  Of  the  full  Kind  is  the  Fable  of  Apollo ,  and  Python ; 
in  the  Explanation  of  this  all  the  Mythologifts  agree ;  Exhalations  and  Mills 
being  the  conftant  EffeCts  of  Inundations,  are  here  dilfipated  by  the  Rays 
of  the  Sun. 

Of  the  Second  Kind,  are  A&eon  torn  to  Pieces  by  his  own  Pack  of  Dogs, 
and  Erifclhon  ftarv’d  by  the  Difeafe  of  Hunger.  Thefe  two  Allegories 
leem  to  {Signify,  that  Extravagance  and  Luxury  end  in  W  ant. 

Of  the  Third,  is  the  Story  of  the  Rape  of  Europe.  Hiftory  lays,  lhe 
Was  Daughter  to  Agenor,  and  carry’d  by  the  Candians  in  a  Gaily,  bearing 
a  Bull  in  the  Stern,  in  order  to  be  marry’d  to  one  of  their  Kings  nam’d 
Jupiter. 

This  Explanation  gives  an  Occafion  for  a  Digrefhon  which  is  not  alto¬ 
gether  foreign  to  the  prelent  purpole,  becaufc  it  will  be  of  Ule  to  jultify 
Ovid  on  fomc  other  Occafions,  where  he  is  cenlur’d  for  being  too  free  with 
the  Characters  of  the  Gods.  I  was  once  reprelenting  the  Met  a  morphofes,  as 
an  excellent  Syftem  of  Morality  ;  but  an  illuftrious  Lady,  whole  leall 
Advantage  above  her  Sex,  is  that  of  being  one  of  the  greatell  Princeflcs  in 
Europe ,  objected,  that  the  loole  and  immodeft  Sallys  of  Jupiter  did  by 
no  means  confirm  my  Alfertion. 

One  mull  confider,  that  what  appear’d  an  Abfurdity  in  Ovid ,  is  not  fo 
much  his  own  Fault,  as  that  of  the  Times  before  him.  The  Characters  of 
the  Gods  of  the  old  Heroick  Age  reprclented  them  unjufl:  in  their  Actions; 
mutable  in  their  Defigns;  partial  in  their  Favours;  ignorant  of  Events ;  feur- 
rilous  in  their  Lanuuasie.  Some  of  the  luncrior  Hierarchy  treating  one  a- 


o  O 


Met.  B.  9. 


nother 
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mother  with  injurious  Brutalities,  and  are  often  guilty  of  fuch  Indecencies 
and  Misbehaviour  as  the  lowed:  of  Mortals  would  blufh  to  own.  Juno 

Hom.  ii.  i .  calls  Diana,  tire  God  clefs  of  Chaftity,  xJor  s’»w,  Brazen-fac’d  Bitch,  japi- 

0.2!.  1.48c  {er  jjifuits  his  Daughter,  the  Goddefs  of  Wifdorn,  for  Rafhnefs  and  Folly 

4i  b.  s.  from  bids  /;  is  tcll  For,  he’ll  maul  her  Goach-FIorfes  for  her,  like  a  Jfixrly  Bitch. 

as  fhc  is ;  d  ivc-Tctk  x-Jcv:  then  threatens  in  another  Place  to  beat  his  Wife,  that 

divine  Vixon,  the  immortal  Partner  of  the  Empyreal- Throne, 

* 

% 

II.  B.IJ-.I.I?. 

The  Commentators  may  endeavour  to  hide  thole  Abfurdities  under  the 
Veil  of  Allegories;  but  the  Reader  that  confiders  the  whole  Texture  of 
the  Hiad \  will  find,  that  the  Author’s  Meaning,  and  their  Interpretation  are 
often  as  unlike,  as  the  imaginary  Heroes  of  his  time,  are  to  the  real  ones 
of  Ours. 

Allegories  fhould  be  obvious,  and  not  like  Meteors  in  the  Air,  which  re- 
p relent  a  different  Figure  to  every  different  Eye.  Now  they  are  Armies  of 
Soldiers  ;  now  Flocks  of  Sheep ;  and  by  and  by,  nothing. 

Perhaps  the  Griticks  of  a  more  exalted  Tafte,  may  difoover  fuch  Beau¬ 
ties  in  the  antienf  Poetry,  as  may  efcape  the  Comprehenfion  of  us  Pigmies 
of  a  more  limited  Genius.  They  may  be  able  to  fathom  the  Divine  Senfe  of 
the  Pagan  Theology ;  whift  we  aim  at  no  more,  than  to  judge  of  a  little 


common  Senfe. 

It  is,  and  ever  will  be  a  Rule  to  a  great  many,  to  applaud  and  condemn 
with  the  general  Vogue,  tho’  never  fo  ill  grounded.  The  moft  are  affraidl 
of  being  Particular ;  and  rather  than  ftrive  againft  the  Stream,  are  proud 
of  being  in  the  wrong  with  the  Many,  rather  than  defirous  of  being  in  the 
right  with  the  Few :  and  tho’  they  be  convinc’d  of  the  Reafonablenefs  of 
diffenting  from  the  common  Cry,  yet  out  of  a  poor  fear  of  Cenfure,  they 
contribute  to  eftablifh  it,  and  thus  become  an  Authority  againft  others, 
who  in  reality  are  but  of  their  own  Opinion. 


Ovid  was  fo  far  from  paying  a  blind  deference  to  the  venerable  Name 
of  his  Grecian  Predeceffor,  in  the  Character  of  his  Gods that  when  Ju¬ 
piter  pum flies  Andromeda  for  the  Crimes  of  her  Mother,  he  calls  him  in- 
Mct.  B.  4.  jnjlm  Ammon ,  and  takes  commonly  an  honourable  care  of  the  Decorum  of  the 

Godhead,  when  their  Actions  are  confiftent  with  the  Divinity  of  their  Cha¬ 
racter.  His  Allegories  include fbme  Religious,  or  inftruClivc  Moral,  wrap’d  up 
in  a  peculiar  Perfpicuity.  The  Fable  of  Proferplna,  being  fometimes  in  Hell, 
andfbmetimcs  with  Ceres  her  Mother,  canlcarce  mean  anything  clfethan  the 
lowing  and  coming  up  of  Corn.  The  various  Dreffes,  that  Vertnnmus ,  the 
God  of  Seafons,  puts  on  in  his  Courtfhip  of  Pomona  the  Garden  Goddefs, 
feem  plainly  to  exprefs  the  different  and  moft  proper  times  for  Digging, 
Planting,  Pruning,  and  gathering  the  Inereafe.  I  lhall  be  fhorter  on  this 
Head,  becaufe  our  Countryman  Mr.  Sands  lias,  by  a  laborious  Search  a- 


mongftthc  Mythologifts,  been  very  full.  He  has  annex'd  his  Explanations  to 
the  end  of  each  Book,  which  deferve  to  be  recommended  to  thole,  that  are 
Curious  in  this  figurative  Learning. 

The  Reader  cannot  fail  of  obferving,  how  many  excellent  LefTons of  Mo¬ 
rality  Ovid  has  given  us  in  the  courfe  of  his  F  ables. 

The  Story  of  Deucalion ,  and  Pyrrho  teaches,  that  Piety  and  Innocence 

cannot  mils  of  the  divine  Protection,  and  that  the  only  Lois  irreparable  is 
that  of  our  Probity,  and  Juilice.  That 
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That  of  Phaeton ;  how  the  too  great  tendernels  of  the  Parent  proves  a 
cruelty  to  the  Child  ,-  and  that  he,  who  wou’d  climb  to  the  Seat  of  Jupiter , 
generally  meets  With  his  Bolt  by  the  way. 

The  Tale  of  Baucis  and  Philemon  is  raoft  inimitably  told.  He  omits 
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Firgil,  where  he  brings  in  his  contented  old  Man  Corycms.  Ovid  repre-  G 
fents  a  good  old  Couple ;  happy,  and  latisfy’d  in  a  cleanly  Poverty  ,-  holpi- 
table,  and  free  of  the  few  things,  that  Fortune  had  given  them  -  moderate  in 
Defires;  affectionate  in  their  conjugal  Relation,-  fb  religious  in  Life,  that 
when  they  oblerv’d  their  homely  Cabbin  rihng  to  a  Temple,  all  the  Boun¬ 
ty  they  ask’d  of  the  Gods  they  had  entertain’d,  was,  that  they  might  do 
the  Office  of  Priefthood  there and  at  their  Death,  not  liirvive  one  another. 

The  Stories  of  Lycaon ,  and  Pentheus,  not  only  deter  from  Infidelity,  and 
Irreverence  to  the  Gods  ;  but  the  laftallo  Ihows,  that  too  great  Zeal  produ- 
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try,-  and  teaches,  that  even  they  who  love  the  Crime,  abhor  the  Criminal. 

In  Cippus  we  find  a  noble  Magnanimity,  and  Heavenly  Self-denial:  he 
prefer’d  the  Good  of  the  Republick  to  his  own  private  Grandeur ;  and  chole 
with  an  exemplary  Generality,  rather  to  live  a  private  Free-Man  out  of 
Rome,  than  to  command  Numbers  of  Slaves  in  it. 

From  the  Story  of  Hercules  we  learn,  that  Glory  is  a  Lady,  who,  like  ma¬ 
ny  others,  loves  to  have  her  Admirers  fuffer  a  great  deal  for  her.  The 
Poet  enumerates  the  Labours  of  the  Heroe ,-  Ihows  how  he  conquer’d  eve¬ 
ry  thing  for  Others,  but  nothing  for  himlelf:  Then  does  him  the  Poe¬ 
tical  juftice  of  an  Apotheolis  j  thinking  it  mo  ft  fit  that  one,  who  had  born 
the  Celeftial  Orbs  on  his  Shoulders,  fhou’d  have  a  Manfion  amongft  them. 

From  the  Aftumption  of  Romulus  •  that  when  War  is  at  an  end,  the  chief 
Bulinels  of  Peace  fhould  be  the  enafting  good  Laws ;  that  after  a  People 
are  prelerv’d  from  the  Enemy  $  the  next  care  Ihou’d  be,  to  prcferve  them 
from  themlelves,-  and  therefore  the  beft  Legiflators  deferve  a  Place  amongft 
Fleroes,  and  Deities. 

From  Ariadne  being  inhumanly  deferred  by  Thefeus,  and  generoufly  re¬ 
ceiv’d  by  Bacchus  we  find,  that  as  there  is  nothing  we  can  be  lure  of,  lo 
there  is  nothing  we  ought  to  dclpair  of. 


From  Althea  burning  the  Brand  ;  that  we  Ihou’d  take  care  leaft  under  the 
Notion  of  Jufticc,  we  fhou’d  do  a  Cruelty,-  for  they  that  are  let  upon  Re¬ 
venge,  only  endeavour  to  imitate  the  Injury. 

From  Polyphemus  making  Love  to  Galatea  one  may  oblerve,  that  the 
raoft  deform’d  can  find  fomething  to  like  in  their  ownPerfon.  l  ie  examines 
his  Face  in  the  Stream,  combs  his  rufiil  Locks  with  a  Rake,  grows  more 
exabt,  and  ftudious  of  his  Drcls,  and  difeovers  the  firft  Sign  of  being  in 
Love,  by  endeavouring  at  a  more,  than  uliial  Care  to  pleale. 

The  Fable  of  Cephaltts,  and  Procrys  confirms,  that  every  Trifle  contri¬ 
butes  to  heighten  the  Difeale  of  Jealouly ,-  and  that  the  raoft  convincing 
Proofs  can  Icarce  cure -it. 

From  that  of  Plippomenes ,  and  Atalanta  we  may  dilcover,  that  a  gene¬ 
rous  Prelent  helps  to  perluade,  as  well  as  an  agreeable  Perion. 
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From  Medea's  flying  from  P elms’ s  Court  ■  that  the  offer’d  Favours  of  the 
Impious  fhould  be  always  fufpedted ;  and  that  they,  who  defign  to  make  eve¬ 
ry  one  fear  them,  are  afraid  of  every  one. 

From  Myrrh  a ;  that  Shame  is  fometimes  hard  to  be  overcome,  but  if 
the  Sex  once  gets  the  better  of  it,  it  gives  them  afterwards  no  more  Trouble. 

From  Cents ;  that  Effeminacy  in  Youth  may  change  to  Valour  in 
Manhood,  and  that  as  Fame  perifhes,  fb  does  Cenfure. 

From  Tereus ;  that  one  Crime  lays  the  Foundation  of  many ;  and  that 
the  fame  Perfon,  who  begins  with  Luft,  may  conclude  with  Murther. 

From  Midas ;  that  no  Body  can  punifh  a  Covetous  Man  worfe,  than 
he  punifhes  himfelf ;  that  fcarce  any  thing  wou’d  fometimes  prove  more  fa¬ 
tal  to  us,  than  the  Completion'of  our  own  Willies ;  and  that  he  who  has 
the  moil  Defies,  will  certainly  meet  with  the  moft  Difappointments, 

From  the  Pythagorean  Philofophy,  it  may  be  obferv’d,  that  Man  is  the 
only  Animal  who  kills  his  Fellow-Creature  without  being  angry. 

Frorrr  Proteus  we  have  this  Leffon,  that  a  Statefman  can  put  on  any 
Shape  j  can  beaSpaniel  to  the  Lyon,  and  a  Lyon  to  the  Spaniel  •  and  that 
he  knows  not  to  be  an  Enemy,  who  knows  not  how  to  feem  a  Friend  $  that 
if  all  Crowns  fhou’d  change  their  Miniftry,  as  often  as  they  pleafe,  tho’  they 
may  be  call’d  other  Minifters,  they  are  flill  the  fame  Men. 
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ms’s,  V oyage  to  Rome  in  form  of  a  Snake, 
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feems  to  exprefs  the  neceffary  Sagacity  requir’d  in  Profeffors  of  that  Art, 
for  the  readier  Infighfinto  Diftempers  :  This  Reptile  being  celebrated  by 
the  ancient  Naturalifts  for  a  quick  Sight. 

Cur  m  amicorurn  vithtm  tam  cernis  acutnm 

Ghiarn  aut  aqutlte ,  aut  ferpens  Eptdaiirim  ? - — 

The  venerable  Epidanrian  affirm’ d  the  figure  of  an  Animal  without 
Hands  to  take  Fees;  and  therefore,  grateful  Pofterity  honour’d  him  with 
a  Temple.  In  this  manner  fhou’d  wealthy  Phyfitians,  upon  proper  Oc- 
cafions,  pradtife ;  and  thus  their  furviving  Patients  reward. 

If  the  Metamorphofes  be  attended  to  with  a  juft:  Application,  and  with¬ 
out  Prepoffeffion ;  One  will  be  the  lefs  furpriz’d  at  the  Author’s  Prophc- 
tick  Spirit,  relating  to  the  Duration,  and  Succefs  of  the  Work; 

Jamque  opus  exegi,  &c. - 

This  Predidtion  has  fb  far  prov’d  true,  that  this  Poem  has  been  ever 
fince  the  Magazine,  which  has  furnifli’d  the  greateft  Poets  of  the  following 
Ages  with  Fancy,  and  Allufions;  and  the  moft  celebrated  Painters  with  Sub- 
jedts,  and  Defigns.  Nor  has  his  Poetical  PredecefTors,  and  Contemporaries 
paid  lefs  Regard  to  their  own  Performances. 

Infignemque  meo  capiti  pet  ere  inde  coronam , 

Unde  prim  nulli  velarint  temp  or  a  Mitjie. 

Nemo  me  lacrume’ts  decoret ,  nec  [utter a  fletn 

Facfit ;  quur  volt  to  vtvd  per  ora  vintm. 

- - Tentanda  via  eft,  qua  me  qnoqtte  pojjim 

Tollere  humoy  viBorque  vtrurn  volitat  e  per  ora „ 
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Me  do&arum  Rdene  premia  front  'mm 
Diis  mtjcent  fuperis - 


I  lor  Od.  x 


Again, 

Rxegt  momimentum  <ere  perenntus,  gor.  b.  j. 

Regahque  fitu  Pyramiaum  altius,  '  3°' 

Ghiod  non  imber  edax ,  non  Aquilo  tmp'otens 
PoJJit  diruerey  aut  innumerabtlts 
Annorum  fertes ,  &  fuga  temporum. 

Non  omms  mortar. - 


The  whole  Ode  is  in  a  manner  a  continu’d  Compliment  to  his  own  W ri- 
tings  j  nor,  in  Imitation  of  this  celebrated  Author,  want  we  Poets  of  our 
prelent  Age,  who  have  been  pleas’d  to  rank  themfelves  amongft  their  own 

Admirers. 

I  have  done  with  the  Original,  and  {hall  make  no  Excufe  for  the  length 
of  the  Preface,  becaufe  it  is  in  the  power  of  the  Reader  to  make  is  as  Ihort 
as  he  pleafes.  I  fhall  now  conclude  with  a  Word  or  two  about  the  Ver¬ 
fion. 

Tranflation  is  commonly  either  Verbal,  or  Paraphrale,  or  Imitation ;  of 
the  firft  fort  is  Mr.  Sand? s,  which  I  think  the  Metamorphofes  can  by  no 
means  allow  of.  It  is  agreed,  the  Author  left  it  unfinifh’d  ,•  if  it  had  under¬ 
gone  his  laffc  Hand,  it  is  more  than  probable,  that  many  Superfluities  had 
been  retrench’d.  Where  aPoem  is  perfectly  finifh’d;  the  Tranflation,  with 
regard  to  particular  Idioms,  cannot  be  too  exadf  ■,  by  doing  this,  the  Senfe 
of  the  Author  is  more  entirely  his  own,  and  the  Call:  of  the  Periods  more  faith¬ 
fully  prefer v’d :  But  where  a  Poem  is  tedious  through  Exuberance,  or  dark 
through  a  hafty  Brevity,  I  think  the  Tranflator  may  be  excus’d  for  doing 
what  the  Author  upon  reviling,  wou’d  have  done  himfelf. 

If  Mr.  Sands  had  been  of  this  Opinion,  perhaps  other  Tranflations  of 

the  Metamorphofes  had  not  been  attempted. 

A  Critick  has  obferv’d,  that  in  his  Verfion  of  this  Book,  he  has  fcrupu- 
loufly  confin’d  the  Number  of  his  Lines  to  thofe  of  the  Original.  ’Tis  fit 
I  fliould  take  the  Summ  upon  Content,  and  be  better  bred,  than  to  count 

after  him. 

The  Manner  that  feems  molt  fuited  for  this  prefent  Undertaking,  is  nei¬ 
ther  to  follow  the  Author  too  clofe  out  of  a  Critical  Timoroufnefs,-  nor  aban¬ 
don  him  too  wantonly  through  a  Poctick  Boldnefs.  The  Original  fliould  always 
be  kept  in  View,  without  too  apparent  a  Deviation  from  the  Senfe.  Where 
it  is  otherwife  j  it  is  not  a  Verfion,  but  an  Imitation.  The  Tranflator  ought 
to  be  as  intent  to  keep  up  the  Gracefulnefs  of  the  Poem,  as  artful  to  hide 
its  Imperfections  $  to  copy  its  Beauties,  and  to  throw  a  Shade  over  its  Blemi- 
flies ;  to  he  faithful  to  an  Idolatry,  where  the  Author  excells  j  and  to  take 
the  Licence  of  a  little  Paraphrale  j  where  Penury  of  Fancy,  or  Drynefs  of 
JIxprcffion  feem  to  ask  for  it. 

The  Ingenious  Gentlemen  concern’d  in  this  Undertaking  feem  to  be  of 
this  Opinion  j  and  therefore  they  have  not  only  confulted  the  Reputation 
of  the  Author,  but  their  own  alio.  There  is  one  of  them  has  no  other 
Share  in  this  Compliment,  than  by  being  the  Occafion  of  engaging  them 
that  have,  in  obliging  the  Publick.  He  has  alfo  been  lo  jutl  to  the  Memo- 
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ry,  and  Reputation  of  Mr.  Dryden ,  as  to  give  his  incomparable  Lines  the 
Advantage  of  appearing  lo  near  his  Own. 

I  cannot  pals  by  that  Admirable  Englifh  Poet,  without  endeavouring  to 
make  his  Country  lenlible  of  the  Obligations  they  have  to  his  Mule.  Whe¬ 
ther  they  confider  the  flowing  Grace  of  his  Verlifi cation  -  the  vigorous  Sal¬ 
lies  of  his  Fancy,-  or  the  peculiar  Delicacy  of  his  Periods;  they’ll  dilcover 
Excellencies  never  to  be  enough  admir’d.  If  they  trace  him  from  the  fir  ft 
Productions  of  his  Youth,  to  the  laft  Performances  of  his  Age,  they’ll  find, 
that  as  the  Tyranny  of  Rhyme  never  impos’d  on  the  Peripicuity  of  the 
Senle  $  lo  a  languid  Sen le  never  wanted  to  be  let  off  by  the  Harmony  of 
Rhyme.  And  as  his  earlier  Works  wanted  no  Maturity  j  lo  his  latter  want¬ 
ed  no  Force,  or  Spirit.  The  falling  off  of  his  Hair,  had  no  other  Con¬ 
fluence,  than  to  make  his  Lawrels  be  feen  the  more. 

As  a  Tranllatorhe  was  juft;  as  an  Inventer  he  was  rich.  His  Verfions  of 
fome  parts  of  Lucretius ,  Horace ,  Homer ,  an  &  Hirgil  throughout,  gave  him 
a  juft  pretence  to  that  Compliment  which  was  made  to  Monjieur  d’  Ablan- 
court ,  a  celebrated  French  Tranflater,-  It  is  uncertain  who  have  the  great- 
eft  Obligations  to  Him ,  the  Head  or  the  Living . 

With  all  thele  wondrous  T alents.  He  was  Libell’d  in  his  Life-time  by  the 
very  Men,  who  had  no  other  Excellencies,  but  as  they  were  his  Imitators. 
Where  he  was  allow’d  to  have  Sentiments  luperior  to  all  othei-s,  they  charg- 
.  ed  him  with  Theft:  But  how  did  he  Steal?  no  otherwile,  than  like  thole,  that 
fteal  Beggars  Children,  only  to  cloath  them  the  better. 

’T is  to  be  lamented,  that  Gentlemen  ftill  continue  this  unfair  Behaviour, 
and  treat  one  another  every  Day  with  moft  injurious  Libels.  The  Mules 
fhould  be  Ladies  of  a  chafte  and  fair  Behaviour :  when  they  are  otherwile, 
they  are  Furies.  ’Tis  certain  that  Parnajfus  is  at  belt  but  a  barren  Moun¬ 
tain,  and  its  Inhabitants  contrive  to  make  it  more  lo  by  their  un-neighbour- 
ly  Deportment the  Authors  are  the  only  Corporation  that  endeavour  at 
the  Ruin  of  their  own  Society.  Every  Day  may  convince  them,  how  much  a 
rich  Fool  is  refpedted  above  a  poor  Wit.  The  only  Talents  in  Efteem  at 
prelent  are  thole  of  Exchange-Ally ,-  one  T ally  is  worth  a  Grove  of  Bays 
and  ’tis  of  much  more  Confluence  to  be  well  read  in  the  Tables  of  Inte- 
reft,  and  the  Rile  and  Fall  of  Stocks,  than  in  the  Revolution  of  Empires. 

Mv.  Dry  den  is  ftill  a  lad, and  Ihameful  Inftance  of  this  Truth :  The  Man,  that 
cou’d  make  Kings  immortal,  and  raife  triumphant  Arches  to  Heroes,  now 
wants  a  poor  Icjuare  Foot  of  Stone,  to  Ihow  where  the  Allies  of  one  of  the 

greateft  Poets,  that  ever  was  upon  Earth,  are  depofited. 
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BOOK  I. 

Tranflated  by  Mr.  JOHN  DrydeN. 

■ 

1?  Bodies  chang’d  to  various  Forms  I  ling: 
Ye  Gods,  from  whom  thefe  Miracles  did 
fpring, 

Infpire  my  Numbers  with  Coeleftial  Heat  5 
.Till  I,  my  long  laborious  Work,compleat : 
And  add  perpetual  Tenour  to  my  Rhimes, 

Deduc’d  from  Nature’s  Birth,  to  Cafers  Times. 

Before  the  Seas,  and  this  Terreftrial  Ball, 

And  Heav’ns  high  Canopy,  that  covers  ail, 

One  was  the  Face  of  Nature  ;  if  a  Face, 

Rather  a  rude  and  indigefted  Mafs : 

A  lifelefs  Lump,  unfalliion’d,  and  unfram’d. 

Of  jarring  Seeds  5  and  juftly  Chaos  nam’d. 

No  Sun  was  lighted  up,  the  World  to  view  5 
No  Moon  did  yet  her  blunted  Horns  renew  ; 

Nor  yet  was  Earth  fufpended  in  the  Sky ; 

Nor  pois’d,  did  on  her  own  Foundations  lye; 

Nor  Seas  about  the  Shoars  their  Arms  had  thrown  5 
But  Earth  and  Air  and  Water  were  in  one. 
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Thus  Air  was  void  of  Light,  and  Earth  unftable, 

s 

And  Waters  dark  Abyfs  unnavigable. 

No  certain  Form  on  any  was  imprefts 

All  were  confus’d,  and  each  difturb’d  the  reft. 

For  hot  and  cold  were  in  one  Body  fixts 
And  foft  with  hard,  and  light  with  heavy  mixt. 

But  God  or  Nature,  while  they  thus  contend. 

To  thefe  inteftine  Difcords  put  an  end: 

Then  Earth  from  Air,  and  Seas  from  Earth  were  driv’n. 
And  grofler  Air  funk  from  JEtherial  Heavn. 

Thus  difembroil’d,  they  take  their  proper  place; 

The  next  of  kin,  contiguoufly  embraces 
And  foes  are  funder’d,  by  a  larger  jfpace. 

The  force  of  Fire  afcended  fir  if  on  high. 

And  took  its  dwelling  in  the  vaulted  Sky  .* 

Then  Air  fucceeds,  in  Lightnefs  next  to  Fires 
Whofe  Atoms  from  unacftive  Earth  retire. 


Earth  finks  beneath,  and  draws  a  numerous  throng 
Of  pondrous,  thick,  unwieldy  Seeds  along. 

About  her  Coafts?  unruly  Waters  roars 
And,  rifing  on  a  ridge,  infult  the  Shoar. 

Thus  when  the  God,  whatever  God  was  he. 

Had  form’d  the  whole,  and  made  the  parts  agree. 
That  no  unequal  Portions  might  be  found. 

He  moulded  Earth  into  a  fpacious  Round  : 

Then  with  a  breath?  he  gave  the  Winds  to  blow ; 


And  bad  the  congregated  Waters  flow. 

He  adds  the  running  Springs,  and  Banding  Lakes ; 
And  bounding  Banks  for  winding  Rivers  makes. 


Some  part,  in  Earth  arc  fwallow’d  up,  the  moft 
In  ample  Oceans,  difembogu  cl,  arc  loft. 
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He  {hades  the  Woods,  the  Vallies  he  reftrains 
With  Rocky  Mountains,  and  extends  the  Plains. 

And  as  five  Zones  th’  /Eltherial  Regions  bind. 
Five,  Correfpondent,  are  to  Earth  afilgnd  : 

The  Sun  with  Rays,  dire£Uy  darting  down. 

Fires  all  beneath,  and  fries  the  middle  Zone : 

* 

The  two  beneath  the  diftant  Poles,  complain 
Of  endlefs  Winter,  and  perpetual  Rain. 

Betwixt  th’  extreams,  two  happier  Climates  hold 
The  Temper  that  partakes  of  Hot  and  Cold. 
The  Fields  of  liquid  Air,  inclofing  all. 


Surround  the  Compafs  of  this  Earthly  Ball  : 

The  lighter  parts  lye  next  the  Fires  above  j 
The  grofler  near  the  watry  Surface  move  : 

Thick  Clouds  are  fpread,  and  Storms  engender  there 
And  Thunder’s  Voice,  which  wretched  Mortals  fear. 


And  Winds  that  on  their  Wings  cold  Winter  bear. 
Nor  were  thofe  bluftring  Brethren  left  at  large. 

On  Seas  and  Shoars,  their  fury  to  difcharge : 
Bound  as  they  are,  and  circumfcrib  d  in  place. 
They  rend  the  World,  rcfiftlefs,  where  they  pafs  5 
And  mighty  marks  of  mifchief  leave  behind  > 

Such  is  the  Rage  of  their  tempeftuous  kind. 

Firft  Eurus  to  the  riling  Morn  is  fent, 

<D  * 

('The  Regions  of  the  balmy  Continent  ;) 


And  Eajicm  Realms,  where  early  Ferfans  run. 


To  greet  the  blefl:  appearance  of  the  Sun. 

Wcfhvard,  the  wanton  Zephyr  wings  his  flight; 
Pleas’d  with  the  remnants  of  departing  light: 
Fierce  Boreas ,  with  his  Off-fpring,  ifliics  forth 
T’  invade  the  frozen  Waggon  of  the  North. 
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While  frowning  Aujler  feeks  the  Southern  Sphere; 

And  rots,  with  endlefs  Rain,  th’  unwholfom  Year. 

4 

High  o’er  the  Clouds  and  empty  Realms  of  Wind, 
The  God  a  clearer  {pace  for  Heav’n  defign’d; 

Where  Fields  of  Light,  and  liquid  iEther  flow; 

Purg’d  from  the  pondrous  dregs  of  Earth  below. 

Scarce  had  the  Pow’r  diftinguifh’d  thefe,  when  ftreight 
The  Stars,  no  longer  overlaid  with  weight. 

Exert  their  Heads,  from  underneath  the  Mafs 
And  upward  (hoot,  and  kindle  as  they  pafs. 

And  with  diffuflve  Light,  adorn  their  heav’nly  place 
Then,  every  void  of  Nature  to  fupply. 

With  forms  of  Gods  he  fills  the  vacant  Sky: 

New  Herds  of  Beafts,  he  fends  the  Plains  to  fhare : 

New  Colonies  of  Birds,  to  people  Air: 

And  to  their  Oozy  Beds,  the  finny  Fifll  repair. 

A  Creature  of  a  more  exalted  Kind 
Was  wanting  yet,  and  then  was  Man  defign’d : 

Confcious  of  Thought,  of  more  capacious  Breaft 
For  Empire  form’d,  and  fit  to  rule  the  reft  : 

W hether  with  particles  of  heavenly  Fire 
The  God  of  Nature  did  his  Soul  infpire, 

Or  Earth,  but  new  divided  from  the  Sky, 

And,  pliant,  ftill,  retain’d  th’  iEtherial  Energy: 

Which  wife  Prometheus  temper’d  into  pafte. 

And  mixt  with  living  Streams,  the  Godlike  Image  caft 

Thus,  while  t he  m utr 


Creation  downward  bend 


Their  Sight,  and  to  their  Earthy  Mother  tend 
Man  looks  aloft;  and  with  cre6ted  Eyes 
beholds  his  own  hereditary  Skies. 

From  fiich  rude  Principles  our  Form  began; 
And  Earth  was  Metamorphos’d  into  Man. 
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The  Golden  Age  was  firft  j  when  Man  yet:  New, 
No  Rule  but  uncorrupted  Reafon  knew : 

And,  with  a  Native  bent,  did  Good  purfue. 
Unforc’d  by  Punifhment,  un-aw’d  by  Fear, 

His  Words  were  Ample,  and  his  Soul  fincere: 
Needlefs  was  written  Law,  where  none  opprell: 
The  Law  of  Man  was  written  in  his  Breaft: 

No  fuppliant  Crowds  before  the  Judge  appear’d. 
No  Court  created  yet?  nor  Caufe  was  heard: 

But  all  was  fafe,  for  Confcience  was  their  Guard. 
The  Mountain-Trees  in  diftant  profpeR  pleafe. 
E’er  yet  the  Pine  defcended  to  the  Seas : 

E’er  Sails  were  fpread,  new  Oceans  to  explore ; 
And  happy  Mortals,  unconcern’d  for  more. 
Confin’d  their  Wifhes  to  their  Native  Shoar. 


No  Walls  were  yet?  nor  Fence?  nor  Mote,  nor  Mound 
Nor  Drum  was  heard,,  nor  Trumpet’s  angry  found: 
Nor  Swords  were  forg’d  5  but  void  of  Care  and  Crime 
The  foft  Creation  flept  away  their  time. 

The  teeming  Earth,  yet  guiltlefs  of  the  Plough, 

And  unprovok’d?  did  fruitful  Stores  allow  : 

Content  with  Food,  which  Nature  freely  bred. 

On  Wildings,  and  on  Strawberries  they  fed  ; 

Cornels  and  Bramble-berries  gave  the  reft. 

And  falling  Acorns  furnifl.lt  out  a  Feaft. 

The  Flow’rs  unfown,  in  Fields  and  Meadows  rciun’d: 


And  Well  cm  Winds 


Spring  maintain’d 


In  following  Years,  the  bearded  Corn  enfu’d. 
From  Earth  unask’d,  nor  was  that  Earth  renew’d. 
From  Veins  of  Vallies,  Milk  and  Nc£tar  broke 3 
And  Honey  fwcating  through  the  pores  of  Oak. 
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The  Silver  Age. 

* 

But  when  Good  Saturn ,  banifh’d  from  above, 

W as  driven  to  HellJ,  the  W orld  was  under  Jove. 
Succeeding  times  a  Silver  Age  behold. 

Excelling  Brafs,  but  more  excell’d  by  Gold. 

Then  Summer,  Autumn,  Winter  did  appear: 

And  Spring  was  but  a  Seafon  of  the  Year. 

The  Sun  his  Annual  Courfe  obliquely  made. 

Good  days  contra died,  and  enlarg’d  the  bad. 

Then  Air  with  fultry  heats  began  to  glow; 

The  wings  of  Winds  were  clogg’d  with  Ice  and  Snow 
And  fhivering  Mortals,  into  Houfes  driv’n. 

Sought  fhelter  from  th’  inclemency  ofHeavn. 

Thofe  Houfes,  then,  were  Caves,  or  homely  Sheds ; 
W ith  twining  Oziers  fenc’d  ;  and  Mofs  their  Beds. 
Then  Ploughs,  for  Seed,  the  fruitful  Furrows  broke. 
And  Oxen  labour’d  firft,  beneath  the  Yoke. 

The  Brazen  Age. 

To  this  came  next  in  courfe,  the  Brazen  Aee : 

O 

A  Warlike  Offspring,  prompt  to  Bloody  Rage, 

Not  Impious  yet - 


The  Iron  Age. 

- — Hard  Steel  fucceeded  then : 

And  flubborn  as  the  Mettal,  were  the  Men. 
Truth,  ModcBy,  and  Shame,  the  World  forfook 

Fraud,  Avarice,  and  Force,  their  places  took. 
Then  Sails  were  fpread,  to  every  Wind  that  blew. 
Raw  were  the  Sailors,  and  the  Depths  were  new : 
Trees  rudely  hollow’d,  did  the  Waves  fuffcain; 
E’er  Ships  in  Triumph  plough’d  the  watry  Plain. 


Then  Land 


limited  to  each  his  Rig! 


For  all  before  was  common,  as  the  Light 
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Nor  was  the  Ground  alone  requir’d  to  bear 
Her  annual  Income  to  the  crooked  Share, 

But  greedy  Mortals,  rummaging  her  Store, 

Digg’d  from  her  Entrails  fir  ft  the  precious  Oar ; 
Which  next  to  Hell,  the  prudent  Gods  had  laid  5 
And  that  alluring  Ill,  to  fight  difplaid. 

Thus  curled  Steel,  and  more  accurfed  Gold 
Gave  mifchief  Birth,  and  made  that  mifchief  bold ; 
And  double  Death  did  wretched  Man  invade. 

By  Steel  aftaulted,  and.  by  Gold  betray’d. 

Now  (brandifh’d  Weapons  glittering  in  their  Hands) 
Mankind  is  broken  loofe  from  moral  Bands ; 

No  rights  of  Hofpitality  remain  : 

The  Gueft  by  him  who  harbour’d  him,  is  fiain. 

The  Son  in  Law  purlues  the  Bather’s  Life ; 

The  Wife  her  Husband  murders,  he  the  Wife. 

The  Step -dame  Poyfon  for  the  Son  prepares  > 

The  Son  inquires  into  his  Bather’s  years. 

Baith  flies,  and  Piety  in  Exile  mourns ; 

_ _  __  I 

And  Juftice,  here  oppreft,  to  Heav’11  returns. 

The  G  y  A  N  T  S  W  A  R. 


Nor  were  the  Gods  themfelves  more  fafc  above  5 
Againft  beleaguer’d  Hcav’n,  the  Gyants  move. 

Hills  pil’d,  on  Hills,  on  Mountains,  Mountains  lie. 
To  make  their  mad  approaches  to  the  Skie. 

Till  5 rove,  no  longer  patient,  took  his  time 
T’  avenge  with  Thunder  their  audacious  Crime  5 
Red  Lightening  plaid  along  the  Pirmamcnt, 

And  their  dcmolifh’d  Works  to  pieces  rent. 

Sing’d  with  the  Blames,  and  with  the  Bolts  transfixt. 
With  Native  Earth,  their  Blood  the  Monitors  mixt 
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The  Blood,  indu’d  with  animating  heat. 

Did  in  tli  impregnant  Earth  new  Sons  beget : 

They,  like  the  Seed  from  which  they  fprung,  accurft, 
Againfc  the  Gods  immortal  Hatred  nurft. 

An  impious,  arrogant,  and  cruel  Brood ; 

Exprcfling  their  Original  from  Blood. 

Which  when  the  King  of  Gods  beheld  from  high, 
('Withal  revolying  in  his  Memory, 

What  he  himfelf  had  found  on  Earth  of  late. 


Lycaon  s  Guilt,  and  his  inhumane  Treat,) 

He  figh’d ;  nor  longer  with  his  Pity  ftrove  » 

But  kindled  to  a  Wrath  becoming  Jove : 

Then  call’d  a  General  Council  of  the  Gods; 
Who  Summon’d,  ilfue  from  their  Bleft  Abodes 
And  dll  th’  Aflembly  with  a  Chining  Train. 

A  way  there  is,  in  Heav’n’s  expanded  Plain, 
Which,  when  the  Skies  are  clear,  is  feen  below 
And  Mortals,  by  the  Name  of  Milky,  know. 
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Ground-work  is  of  Stars  ;  through  which  the  Road 
open  to  the  Thunderer’s  Abode : 

Gods  of  greater  Nations  dwell  around. 


And 


Right  and  Left 


The  Commons  where  they 


Palace  bound  j 
The  Nobler  fort 


■'•>.7 


W  i 


l 


Winding-doors  wide  open,  front  the  Court 
Place,  as  far  as  Earth  with  Heav’n  may  vie. 


of  the  Skie 


When  all  were  plac’d,  in  Scats  diftin&ly 


A 


Eat  her,  had  aflfiim’d  the  Thi 


Upon  his  Iv’ry  Sceptre  firffc 


5 


Then  ihool 


r“ 


Head,  that  fhook 


I 


Air,  Earth,  and  Sc 


A  nd 


Cj 


I 


ey’d  tlf  Almighty  Nod 
,  confefs’d  the  God. 
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At  length  with  Indignation,,  thus  he  broke 
His  awful  filence,,  and  the.Pow’rs  befpoke. 

I  was  not  more  concern’d  in  that  debate 
Of  Empire,  when  our  Univerfal  State 
Was  put  to  hazard,  and  the  Giant  Race 
Our  Captive  Skies  were  ready  to  imbrace : 

For  tho’  the  Foe  was  fierce,  the  Seeds  of  all 
Rebellion  j  fprung  From  one  Original  5 
Now,  wherefoever  ambient  Waters  glide. 

All  are  corrupt,  and  all  mu  ft  be  deftroy’d. 

Let  me  this  Holy  Proteftation  make. 

By  Hell,  and  Hell’s  inviolable  Lake, 

I  try’d  whatever  in  the  God-Head  lay : 

•  • 

But  gangren’d  Members  muft  be  lopt  away, 
Before  the  Nobler  Parts  are  tainted  to  decay. 
There  dwells  below,  a  Race  of  Demi-Gods, 

Of  Nymphs  in  Waters,  and  of  Fawns  in  Woods 
Who,  tho’  not  worthy  yet,  in  Heav’n  to  live. 

Let  ’em,  at  leaft,  enjoy  that  Earth  we  give. 

Can  thcfe  be  thought  fccurely  lodg’d  below, 

W  hen  I  my  felf,  who  no  Superior  know, 

I,  who  have  Heav’n  and  Earth  at  my  Command 
Have  been  attempted  by  Tycoon  s  Hand  ? 

At  this  a  Murmur  through  the  Synod  went. 
And  with  one  Voice  they  vote  his  Punifhment. 
Thus,  when  confpiring  Tray  tors  dar’d  to  doom. 
The  fall  of  Cafar ,  and  in  him  of  Rome, 

The  Nations  trembled  with  a  pious  fear; 

All  anxious  for  their  Earthly  Thunderer: 

Nor  was  their  Care,  O  C*far,  lefs  cftccm’d 
By  thee,  than  that  of  Heav’n  for  fove  was  deem’d 

D 


IO 


OVID’S  Metamorphoses. 


Book  I. 


Who  with  his  Hand  and  Voice,  did  firft  reftrain 
Their  Murmurs,  then  refum’d  his  Speech  again. 

The  Gods  to  filence  were  compos’d,  and  fate 
With  reverence,  due  to  his  Superior  State; 

Cancel  your  pious  Cares  j  already  he 
Has  paid  his  Debt  to  Juftice,  and  to  m6 
Yet  what  his  Crimes,  and  what  my  Judgments  Were, 
Remains  for  me  thus  briefly  to  declare. 

The  Clamours  of  this  vile  degenerate  Age, 

The  Cries  of  Orphans,  and  th’  Opprelfor’s  Rage 
Had  reach’d  the  Stars:  I  will  defcend,  faid  I, 

In  hope  to  prove  this  loud  Complaint  a  Lye. 
Dilguis’d  in  Humane  Shape,  I  travell’d  round 
The  World,  and  more  than  what  I  heard,  I  found. 
O’er  Manalus  I  took  my  fteepy  way. 

By  Caverns  infamous  for  Beafts  of  Prey : 

Then  crofs'd  Cyllene ,  and  the  piny  Shade 
More  infamous,  by  curft  Lycaon  made. 

Dark  Night  had  cover’d  Heav’n  and  Earth,  before 
I  enter’d  his  Unhofpitable  Door. 

Juft  at  my  entrance,  I  difplay’d  the  Sign 
That  fomewhat  was  approaching  of  Divine. 

The  proftrate  People  pray  3  the  Tyrant  grins  3 
And,  adding  Prophanation  to  his  Sins, 

I’ll  try,  Lid  he,  and  if  a  God  appear. 

To  prove  his  Deity  fhall  cofl:  him  dear. 


Twas  late  ;  the  gracclcfs  Wretch  my  Death  prepares. 
When  I fhou’d  foundly  deep,  opprefl:  with  Cares: 

I  his  dire  Experiment  he  chofc,  to  prove 
If  I  were  Mortal,  or  undoubted  fove: 


Boo  K  I. 
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Some  Legates,  fent  from  the  MoloJJian  State, 
W^ere  on  a  peaceful  Errand  come  to  treat  : 
Of  thefe  he  murders  one,  he  boils  the  Flefh 


And  lays  the  mangl’d  Morfels  in  a  Difh  : 

Some  part  he  roads ;  then  ferves  it  up,  fo  dred. 
And  bids  me  welcome  to  this  humane  Feaft. 


Mov’d  with  difdain,  the  Table  I  o’er-turn’d ; 


And  with  avenging  Flames,  the  Palace  burn’d. 

The  Tyrant  in  a  fright,  for  fhelter  gains 

The  neighb’ring  Fields,  and  fcours  along  the  Plains. 

Howling  he  ded3  and  fain  he  wou’d  have  fpoke  ; 

But  humane  Voice  his  Brutal  Tongue  forfook. 


About  his  Lips  the  gather’d  Foam  he  chums. 

And,  breathing  daughters,  dill  with  rage  he  burns. 
But  on  the  bleating  Flock  his  fury  turns. 

His  Mantle,  now  his  Hide,  with  rugged  Pairs 
Cleaves  to  his  Back;  a  famifh’d  Face  he  bears ; 


His  Arms  defeend,  his  Shoulders  fink  away 
To  multiply  his  Legs  for  chace  of  Prey. 

He  grows  a  Wolf,  his  hoarinefs  remains. 

And  the  fame  Rage  in  other  members  reigns. 

His  Eyes  dill 
His  Jaws  retain  the  grin,  and  violence  of  his  Face. 

This  was  a  Jfingle  ruin,  but  not  one 
Deferves  fo  jud  a  Punidlment  alone. 

Mankinds  a Mondcr,  and  th’  Ungodly  times 
Con  led ’rate  into  Guilt,  are  fworn  to  Crimes. 

All  arc  alike  involv’d  in  ilf  and  all 
Mud  by  the  fame  relentlcfs  Fury  fall. 

Thus  ended  he;  the  greater  Gods  alfent; 

By  Clamours  urging  his  fcvcrc  intent ; 

The  lefs  fill  up  the  Cry  for  Punifhment 


fparkle  in  a  narr’wer  fpace  : 
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Yet  {till  with  pity  they  remember  Man; 

And  mourn  as  much  as  heav’nly  Spirits  can. 

They  ask,  when  thofe  were  loft  of  humane  Birth, 
What  he  wou’d  do  with  all  this  wafte  of  Earth: 

If  his  difpeopfd  World  he  would  refign 
To  Bealls,  a  mute,  and  more  ignoble  Line; 
Mcgledted  Altars  mud  no  longer  fmoke. 

If  none  were  left  to  worlhip  and  invoke. 

To  whom  the  Father  of  the  Gods  reply ’d^ 

4 

Lay  that  unnecelfary  fear  alide : 

Mine  be  the  care,  new  People  to  provide. 

I  will  from  wondrous  Principles  ordain 
A  Race  unlike  the  firft,  and  try  my  Skill  again. 

Already  had  he  tofs’d  the  flaming  Brand ; 

And  roll’d  the  Thunder  in  his  Ipacious  Hand ; 
Preparing  to  difcharge  on  Seas  and  Land : 

But  flopt,  for  fear,  thus  violently  driven. 

The  Sparks  fhould  catch  his  Axle-tree  of  Heaven. 
Remembring  in  the  Fates,  a  time  when  Fire 
Shou’d  to  the  Battlements  of  Heav’n  afpire. 

And  all  his  blazing  Worlds  above  Aloud  burn; 

And  all  th’  inferior  Globe  to  Cinders  turn. 

His  dire  Artill’ry  thus  dilmift,  he  bent 
His  thoughts  to  fome  fecurer  Punifhment: 

Concludes  to  pour  a  Watty  Deluge  down; 

And  what  he  durft  not  burn,  refolves  to  drown. 

The  Northern  Breath,  that  freezes  Floods,  he  binds; 
With  all  the  race  of  Cloud-difpelling  Winds: 

The  South  he  loos’d,  who  Night  and  Horror  brings; 
And  Foggs  arc  fhaken  from  his  flaggy  Wings. 

From  his  divided  Beard  two  Streams  he  pours, 

Flis  Head  and  rhumy  Eyes  diftill  in  Showers. 


With 
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With  Rain  his  Robe  and  heavy  Mantle  flow: 
And  lazy  Mills  are  lowring  on  his  Brow  5 
Still  as  he  fwept  along,  with  his  clench’d  Fill 


He  fqueez’d  the  Clouds,  th’ 
The  Skies  from  Pole  to  Pole 


prifon’d  Clouds  refill 
vith  peals  refound ; 


And  Show’rs  inlarg’d,  come  pouring  on  the  Ground 
Then,  clad  in  Colours  of  a  various  Dye, 

Junonutn  Iris  breeds  a  new  flip  ply 

To  feed  the  Clouds  :  Impetuous  P^ain  defcends  5 
The  bearded  Com  beneath  the  Burden  bends  : 
Defrauded  Clowns  deplore  their  perifh’d  Grain 
And  the  long  Labours  of  the  Year  are  vain. 

Nor  from  his  Patrimonial  Heaven  alone 

t 

Is  Jove  content  to  pour  his  Vengeance  down  ; 


Aid  from  his  Brother  of  the  Seas  he  craves. 

To  help  him  with  Auxiliary  Waves. 

The  watry  Tyrant  calls  his  Brooks  and  Floods, 
Who  rowl  from  moffie  Caves  (their  moift.  abodes  ;) 
And  with  perpetual  Urns  his  Palace  fill  : 

To  whom  in  brief,  he  thus  imparts  his  Will. 

Small  Exhortation  needs;  your  Powrs  employ: 
And  this  bad  W orld,  fo  Jove  requires,  deflroy. 
Let  loofc  the  Reins  to  all  your  watry  Store  : 

Bear  down  the  Damras,  and  open  every  door. 

The  Floods,  by  Nature  Enemies  to  Land, 

And  proudly  fwclling  with  their  new  Command, 


Remove  the  living  Stones 


flopt  their  way 


And  gu filing  from  their  Source,  augment  the  Sea. 
Then,  with  his  Mace, their  Monarch  fhuck  the  Ground 
Willi  inward  trembling  Earth  receiv’d  the  Wound: 

And  riling  Streams  a  ready  pafliigc  found. 
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Th*  expanded  Waters  gather  on  the  Plain  : 

They  float  the  Fields,  and  over-top  the  Grain? 

Then  milling  onwards,  with  a  fweepy  fway. 

Bear  Flocks  and  Folds,  and  lab  ring  Hinds  away. 

Nor  fafe  their  Dwellings  were,  for.  Tap’d  by  Floods, 
Their  Houfes  fell  upon  their  Houlehold  Gods. 

The  folid  Piles,  too  ftrongly  built  to  fall. 

High  o’er  their  Heads,  behold  a  watry  Wall: 

Now  Seas  and  Earth  were  in  confufion  loll  ? 

A  World  of  Waters,  and  without  a  Coaft. 

One  climbs  a  Cliff  5  one  in  his  Boat  is  born ; 

And  ploughs  above,  where  late  he  fow’d  his  Corn.1 
Others  o'er  Chimney-tops  and  Turrets  row. 


And  drop  their  Anchors  on  the  Meads  below  : 
Or  downward  driv’n,  they  bruile  the  tender  Vine 
Or  toll  aloft,  are  knock’d  againft  a  Pine. 

And  where  of  late  the  Kids  had  cropt  the  Grafs, 
The  Monllers  of  the  deep  now  take  their  place. 
Infulting  Nereids  on  the  Cities  ride. 


And  wond’ring  Dolphins  o’er  the  Palace  glide. 

On  leaves  and  malls  of  mighty  Oaks  they  brouze ; 
And  their  broad  Finns  entangle  in  the  Boughs. 

The  frighted  Wolf  now  fwims  amongll  the  Sheep 
The  yellow  Lion  wanders  in  the  deep: 


His  rapid  force 


longer  helps  the  Boar 


The  Stag  fwims  falter,  than  he  ran  before. 

Flic  Fowls,  long  beating  on  their  Wings  in  vain, 
Dcfpair  of  Land,  and  drop  into  the  Main. 

Now  Hills  and  Vales  no  more  dilfin<5lion  know? 
And  lcvell  d  Nature  lies  opprefs’d  below. 

The  moll  of  Mortals  perifh  in  the  Flood  : 

The  final  1  remainder  dies  for  want  of  Food. 


Book  I. 


OVID’s  Metamorphoses. 


A  Mountain  of  Hupendous  height  there  Bands 

♦ 

Betwixt  th’  Athenian  and  Boeotian  Lands, 

The  bound  of  fruitful  Fields,  while  Fields  they  were* 
But  then  a  Field  of  Waters  did  appear: 

Famajfus  is  its  name  ;  whofe  forky  rife 

Mounts  through  the  Clouds,  and  mates  the  lofty  Skies 

High  on  the  Summet  of  this  dubious  Cliff, 

‘Deucalion  wafting,  moor’d  his  little  Skiff. 

Fie  with  his  Wife  were  only  left  behind 
Of  perifh’d  Man ;  they  two  were  human  Kind. 

The  Mountain  Nymphs  and  Themis  they  adore. 

And  from  her  Oracles  relief  implore. 

The  moffc  upright  of  Mortal  Men  was  he ; 

The  moft  fincere  and  holy  W oman,  fhe. 

When  Jupiter,  furveying  Earth  from  high, 

Beheld  it  in  a  Lake  of  Water  lie. 

That  where  fo  many  Millions  lately  liv’d, 

But  two,  the  belt  of  either  Sex,  furviv'd ; 

He  loos’d  the  Northern  Wind;  fierce  Boreas  flies 
To  puff  away  the  Clouds  and  purge  the  Skies : 
Serenely,  while  he  blows,  the  Vapours,  driv’n, 
Difcover  Heav’uto  Earth,  and  Earth  to  Heav’n. 

The  Billows  fall,  while  Neptune  lays  his  Mace 
On  the  rough  Sea,  and  fmooths  its  furrow’d  Face. 
Already  Triton ,  at  his  call,  appears 
Above  the  Waves ;  a  Tyrian  Robe  he  wears  j 
And  in  his  hand  a  crooked  Trumpet  bears. 

The  Sovcraign  bids  him  peaceful  founds  infpire  ; 

And  give  the  Waves  the  fignal  to  retire- 
His  writhen  Shell  he  takes ;  whofe  narrow  vent 
Grows  by  degrees  into  a  large  extent. 
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hen  gives  it  breath;  the  Blaft  with  doubling  found, 
Runs  the  wide  Circuit  of  the  World  around: 

The  Sun  firft  heard  it,  in  his  early  Eaft, 

And  met  the  rattling  Eccho’s  in  the  Weft. 

The  Waters,  liftningto  the  Trumpets  roar, 

Ob  y  the  Summons,  and  forfake  the  Shoar. 

A  thin  Circumference  of  Land  appears,* 

And  Earth,  but  not  at  once,  her  Vifage  rears. 

And  peeps  upon  the  Seas  from  upper  Grounds; 

The  Streams,  but  juft  contain’d  within  their  bounds, 
By  flow  degrees  into  their  Channels  crawl ; 

And  Earth  increafes,  as  the  Waters  fall. 

In  longer  time  the  tops  of  Trees  appear, 

Which  Mud  on  their  difhonour’d  Branches  bear. 

At  length  the  W orld  was  all  reftor’d  to  view  5 
But  dcfolate,  and  of  a  fickly  hue : 


N  a 


fare  beheld  her  felf,  and  ftood  aghaft. 


A  difmal  Defert,  and  a  filent  Wafte. 

Which  when  Deucalion,  with  a  piteous  look 
Beheld,  he  wept,  and  thus  to  Pyrrho,  {poke  : 

Oh  Wife,  oh  Sifter,  oh  of  all  thy  kind . 

The  belt  and  only  Creature  left  behind. 

By  Kindred,  Love,  and  now  by  Dangers  joyn’d  5 
Of  Multitudes,  who  breath’d  the  common  Air, 

We  two  remain ;  a  Species  in  a  Pair  : 

The  reft  the  Seas  have  fwallow’d  5  nor  have  we 
Ev’n  of  this  wretched  Life  a  certainty. 

The  Clouds  are  ftill  above  ;  and,  while  I  fpcak, 

A  fecond  Deluge  o’er  our  heads  may  break. 

Shou’d  I  be  {hatch’d  from  hence,  and  thou  remain. 
Without  relief,  or  Partner  of  thy  pain, 

How  cou’dft  thou  fuch  a  wretched  Life  fuftain  > 


Shou’d 
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Shou’d  I  be  left.,  and  thou  be  loft,  the  Sea 
That  bury’d  her  I  lov’d,  fhou’d  bury  me. 
Oh  cou’d  our  Father  his  old  Arts  infpire. 
And  make  me  Heir  of  his  informing  Fire, 
That  fo  I  might  abolifht  Man  retrieve. 

And  perifht  People  in  new  Souls  might  live 


But  Heav’n  is  pleas’d 


ght  we  to  compl 


That  we,  th’  Examples  of  Mankind,  remain- 
He  faid;  the  careful  Couple  joyn  their  Tears: 

And  then  invoke  the  Gods,  with  pious  Prayers. 

Thus,  in  Devotion  having  eas’d  their  Grief, 

F  rom  facred  Oracles  they  Peek  Relief ; 

And  to  Cepbyfiis  Brook  their  way  purfue  : 

The  Stream  was  troubled,  but  the  Foord  they  knew; 

With  living  Waters,  in  the  Fountain  bred. 

They  fprinkle  firft  their  Garments,  and  their  Head,  ^ 
Then  took  the  way,  which  to  the  Temple  led.  f 

The  Roofs  were  all  defil’d  with  Mofs  and  Mire, 

The  defart  Altars  void  of  Solemn  Fire. 

Before  the  Gradual,  proftrate  they  ador’d? 

The  Pavement  kifs’d,  and  thus  the  Saint  implor’d. 

O  Righteous  Themis ,  if  the  Pow’rs  above 
By  Pray ’rs  are  bent  to  pity,  and  to  love; 

If  humane  Miferies  can  move  their  Mind ; 

If  yet  they  can  forgive,  and  yet  be  kind ; 

Tell,  how  we  may  reftore,  by  fecond  birthj 
Mankind,  and  people  defolated  Earth. 

Then  thus  the  gracious  Goddefs,  nodding,  faid; 

Depart,  and  with  your  V'cftmcnts  veil  your  head  i 
And  Hooping  lowly  down,  with  loofen’d  ZoneSj  j-]$ones 
Throw  each  behind  your  backs,  your  mighty  Mother’ 
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Amaz’d  the  Pair  and  mute  with  wonder  Band, 

Till  Tyrrha  firft  refus’d  the  dire  Command. 

Forbid  it  Heav’n,  faid  fhe,  that  I  fhou’d  tear 
Thofe  Holy  Reliques  from  the  Sepulcher. 

They  ponder’d  the  myfterious  words  again. 

For  fome  new  fenfe  j  and  long  they  fought  in  vain : 
At  length  Dentation  clear’d  his  cloudy  brow. 

And  faid,  the  dark  JEnigma  will  allow 
A  meaning,  which  if  well  I  underftand. 

From  Sacrilege  Will  free  the  God’s  Command  : 

This  Earth  our  mighty  Mother  is,  the  Stones 
In  her  capacious  Body,  are  her  Bones: 

Thefe  we  mull  call  behind.  With  hope  and  fear 
The  Woman  did  the  new  Solution  hear: 

The  Man  diffides  in  his  own  Augury, 

And  doubts  the  Gods  5  yet  both  refblve  to  try. 
Defcending  from  the  Mount,  they  fir  It  unbind 
Their  Veits,  and  veil’d,  they  caft  the  Stones  behind: 
The  Stones  (a  Miracle  to  Mortal  View, 

But  long  Tradition  makes  it  pafs  for  true) 

Did  firft  the  Rigour  of  their  Kind  expel. 

And  fuppled  into  foftnefs,  as  they  fell  5 

Then  fwell’d,  and  fwelling,  by  degrees  grew  warm ; 

And  took  the  Rudiments  of  Humane  Form. 


Imperfect  Shapes :  in  Marble  fuch  are  feen. 
When  the  rude  Chizzcl  does  the  Man  begin ; 
While  yet  the  roughnefs  of  the  Stone  remains, 

s 

Without  the  riling  Mufclcs,  and  the  Veins. 
The  fappy  parts,  and  next  refembling  juice, 
’Were  turn’d  to  moifturc,  for  the  Bodies  u^e: 
Supplying  humours,  blood,  and  nourifhment  j 
The  reft,  too  folid  to  receive  a  bent. 
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Converts  to  Bones;  and  what  was  once  a  Vein, 

Its  former  Name  and  Nature  did  retain. 

By  help  of  Pow’r  Divine,  in  little  fpace. 

What  the  Man  threw,  alTum’d  a  Manly  Pace; 

\ 

And  what  the  Wife,  renew’d  the  Female  Race. 
Hence  we  derive  our  Nature  5  born  to  bear 
Laborious  Life;  and  harden’d  into  Care. 

The  ref:  of  Animals,  from  teeming  Earth 
Produc’d,  in  various  forms  receiv’d  their  birth. 

The  native  moifture,  in  its  clofe  retreat, 

Digefted  by  the  Sun’s  iEtherial  Heat, 

As  in  a  kindly  Womb,  began  to  breed  : 

Then  fwell’d,  and  quicken’d  by  the  vital  Seed. 

And  fome  in  lefs,  and  fome  in  longer  fpace. 

Were  ripen’d  into  form,  and  took  a  fev’ral  face. 
Thus  when  the  Nile  from  Tharian  Fields  is  fed. 

And  feeks,  with  Ebbing  T ides,  his  Ancient  Bed, 

•» 

The  fat  Manure  with  Heav’nly  Fire  is  warm’d; 
And  crufted  Creatures,  as  in  Wombs,  are  form’d; 
Thefe,  when  they  turn  the  Glebe,  the  Peafants  find 
Some  rude  and  yet  unfinifh’d  in  their  kind : 

Short  of  their  Limbs,  a  lame  imperfed:  Birth : 

One  half  alive ;  and  one  of  lifelefs  Earth. 

For  heat  and  moifture,  when  in  Bodies  joyn’d. 
The  temper  that  refults  from  either  Kind 
Conception  makes  5  and  fighting  till  they  mix. 
Their  mingled  Atoms  in  each  other  fix. 

Thus  Nature’s  hand  the  Genial  Bed  prepares 
With  friendly  Difcord,  and  with  fruitful  Wars. 

From  hence  the  furfacc  of  the  Ground  with  Mud 
And  Slime  befmear’d,  (the.  fasces  .of  the  Flood) 
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Receiv’d  the  Rays  of  Heav’n  ;  and  fucking  in 
The  Seeds  of  Heat,  new  Creatures  did  begin: 
Some  were  of  fev'ral  forts  produc’d  before. 

But  of  new  Monfters,  Earth  created  more. 
Unwillingly,  but  yet  foe  brought  to  light 
Thee,  Python  too,  the  wondring  World  to  fright. 
And  the  new  Nations,  with  fo  dire  a  fight  : 

So  monftrous  was  his  bulk,  fo  large  a  fpacc 
Did  his  vaft  Body,  and  long  Train  embrace. 
Wrhom  Phoebus  basking  on  a  Bank  efpy’d; 

E’er  now  the  God  his  Arrows  had  not  try’d 
But  on  the  trembling  Deer,  or  Mountain  Goat  5 
At  this  new  Quarry  he  prepares  to  fooot. 

Though  every  Shaft  took  place,  he  fpent  the  Store 
Of  his  full  Quiver;  and  ’twas  long  before 
Th’  expiring  Serpent  wallow’d  in  his  Gore, 


Then,  to  prefervethe  Fame  offuch  a  deed 
c-r  Py tier  (lain,  he  Pythian  Games  decreed. 


Where  Noble  Youths  for  Mafterfoip  foou’d  ftrive, 

!  o  Quoit,  to  Run,  and  Steeds  and  Chariots  drive, 
f  ne  Prize  was  Fame:  In  witnefs  of  Renown 
An  Oaken  Garland  did  the  Vidtor  crown. 

The  Lawrel  was  not  yet  for  Triumphs  born:;  n 

But  every  Green  alike  by  Thcebus  worn,  f 

Did,  with  promifeuous  Grace,  his  flowing  Locks  adorn. ^ 

*  • 

The  T ranxformation  (/Daphne  into  a  Lawrel. 
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The  fir  ft  and  faireft  of  his  Loves,  was  file 
Whom  not  blind  Fortune,  but  the  dire  decree 
Of  angry  Cupid  forc’d  him  to  defire  : 

Daphne  her  Name,  and  Peneus  was  her  Sire. 


S  well’d 
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Swell’d  with  the  Pride,  that  new  Succefs  attends. 
He  fees  the  Stripling,  while  his  Bow  he  bends. 
And  thus  infults  him;  Thou  lafcivious  Boy, 

Are  Arms  like  thefe  for  Children  to  employ  > 
Know,  luch  Achievements  are  my  proper  claim ; 
Due  to  my  vigour,  and  unerring  aim  .* 

Refidlefs  are  my  Shafts,  and  Tjthon  late 
In  fuch  a  feather’d  Death,  has  found  his  fate. 
Take  up  thy  Torch,  (and  lay  my  Weapons  by) 
With  that  the  feeble  Souls  of  Lovers  fry. 

To  whom  the  Son  of  Venus  thus  reply’d, 

Phoebus,  thy  Shafts  are  fure  on  all  befide. 

But  mine  on  Phoebus ,  mine  the  Fame  (hall  be 
Of  all  thy  Conqueds,  when  I  conquer  thee. 

He  faid,  and  foaring,  fwiftly  Wing’d  his  flight : 
Nor  ftoptbut  on  Tarnajfus  airy  height. 

Two  difFrent  Shafts  he  from  his  Quiver  draws ; 
One  to  repel  Defire,  and  one  to  caufe. 

One  Shaft  is  pointed  with  refulgent  Gold ; 

To  bribe  the  Love,  and  make  the  Lover  bold: 
One  blunt,  and  tipt  with  Lead,  whofe  bafe  allay 
Provokes  Difdain,  and  drives  Defire  away. 

The  blunted  Bolt  againft  the  Nymph  he  drcd: 
But  with  the  (harp  transfixt  Apollo’s  Bread. 

Th’  enamour’d  Deity  purfues  the  Chace; 

The  {cornful  Damfel  fhuns  his  loath’d  Embrace  : 
In  hunting  Beads  of  Prey,  her  Youth  employs > 
And  Thcebe  rivals  in  her  rural  Joys. 

With  naked  Neck  file  goes,  and  Shoulders  bare ; 
And  with  a  Fillet  binds  her  flowing  Hair. 

By  many  Suitors  fought,  die  mocks  their  pains. 
And  dill  her  vow’d  Virginity  maintains, 
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Impatient  of  a  Yoke*  the  name  of  Bride 
She  fhuns,  and  hates  the  Joys  fhe  never  try ’d. 

On  Wilds  and  Woods  (he  fixes  her  defire : 

Nor  knows  what  Youth  and  kindly  Love  infpire. 
Her  Father  chides  her  oft;  Thou  ow’ft,  fays  he, 

A  Husband  to  thy  felf,  a  Son  to  me. 

She,  like  a  Crime,  abhors  the  Nuptial  Bed  : 

She  glows  with  Blufhes,  and  fhe  hangs  her  Head. 
Then  calling  round  his  Neck  her  tender  Arms, 
Sooths  him  with  Blandifhments,  and  filial  Charms 
Give  me,  my  Lord,  fhe  faid,  to  live  and  die 
A  fpotlels  Maid,  without  the  Marriage  Tye. 

’Tis  but  a  fmall  Requeffc;  I  beg  no  more 
Than  what  Diana  s  Father  gave  before. 

T he  good  old  Sire  was  foften’d  to  content ; 

But  faid  her  Wifh  wou’d  prove  her  Funifhment: 
For  fo  much  Youth,  and  fo  much  Beauty  joyn’d. 
Oppos’d  the  State,  which  her  defires  defign’d. 

The  God  of  Light,  afpiring  to  her  Bed, 

Hopes  what  he  feeks,  with  flattering  Fancies  fed ; 
And  is,  by  his  own  Oracles,  mif  led. 

And  as  in  empty  Fields,  the  Stubble  burns. 

Or  nightly  Travellers,  when  day  returns. 

Their  ufelefs  Torches  on  dry  Hedges  throw. 

That  catch  the  Flames,  and  kindle  all  the  row  ; 

So  burns  the  God,  confirming  in  defire. 

And  feeding  in  his  Bread  a  fruitlefs  Fire : 

Her  well-turn  d  Neck  he  view’d  (her  Neck  was  bare) 
And  on  her  Shoulders  her  difhevel’d  Hairj 
Oh  were  it  comb’d,  faid  he,  with  what  a  grace 
Wou’d  every  waving  Curl  become  her  Face! 
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He  view’d  her  Eyes,  like  Heavenly  Lamps  that  Alone 
He  view’d  her  Lips,  too  fweetto  view  alone. 

Her  taper  Fin  gets,  and  her  panting  Breaft  > 

He  praifes  all  he  lees,  and  for  the  reft 

w 

Believes  the  Beauties  yet  unfeen  are  belt : 

Swift  as  the  Wind,  the  Damfel  fled  away. 

Nor  didforthefe  alluring  Speeches  flay: 

* 

Stay  Nymph,  he  cry’d,  I  follow,  not  a  Foe. 

T hus  from  the  Lyon  trips  the  trembling  Doe ; 

Thus  from  the  Wolf  the  frighten’d  Lamb  removes. 
And,  from  purfuing  Faulcons,  fearful  Doves ; 

Thou  fhunn’ft  a  God,  and  fhunn’fl  a  God  that  loves. 
Ah,  left  fome  Thornfhou’d  pierce  thy  tender  Foot, 
Or  thou  fhou’dft  fall  in  flying  my  purfuit 
To  fharp  uneven  Ways  thy  fteps  decline ; 

Abate  thy  Speed,  and  I  will  bate  of  mine. 

Yet  think  from  whom  thou  doft  fo  rafhly  fly  j 
Nor  bafely  bom,  nor  Shepherd’s  Swain  am  I. 

Perhaps  thou  know’ll  not  my  fuperior  State  j 
And  from  that  Ignorance  proceeds  thy  Hate. 

Me  Cl aros ^  Delphos ,  Tenedos  obey  j 

Thefe  Hands  the  Tatareian  Scepter  fway. 

The  King  of  Gods  begot  me  :  What  fhall  be. 

Or  is,  or  ever  was,  in  Fate,  I  fee. 

Mine  is  th’  invention  of  the  charming  Lyre  ; 

Sweet  Notes,  and  Heavenly  Numbers  I  infpire- 
Sure  is  my  Bow,  unerring  is  my  Dart; 

But  ah  more  deadly  his,  who  pierc’d  my  Heart. 
Mcd’cinc  is  mine ;  what  Herbs  and  Simples  grow 
In  Fields  and  Forrcfts,  all  their  pow’rs  I  know; 

And  am  the  great  Phyfician  call’d,  below. 
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Alas  that  Fields  and  Forrefts  can  afford 
No  Remedies  to  heal  their  Love-fick  Lord ! 

T o  cure  the  pains  of  Love,  no  Plant  avails  : 

And  his  own  Phyfick,  the  Phyfician  fails. 

She  heard  not  half ;  fo  furioufly  fhe  flies ; 

And  on  her  Ear  th’  imperfedfc  Accent  dies- 
Fear  gave  her  Wings :  and  as  fhe  fled,  the  Wind 
Xncreafing,  fpread  her  flowing  Hair  behind ; 

And  left  her  Legs  and  Thighs  expos’d  to  view: 
Which  made  the  God  more  eager  to  purfue. 

The  God  was  young,  and  was  too  hotly  bent 
To  lofe  his  time  in  empty  Compliment: 

But  led  by  Love,  and  fir’d  with  fuch  a  fight, 
Impetuoufly  purfu’d  his  near  delight. 

As  when  th’  impatient  Greyhound  flipt  from  far 
Bounds  o’er  the  Glebe  to  courfe  the  fearful  Hare, 
She  in  her  fpeed  does  all  her  fafety  lay ; 

And  he  with  double  fpeed  purfues  the  Prey  ; 
O’er-mns  her  at  the  fitting  turn,  and  licks 
His  Chaps  in  vain,  and  blows  upon  the  Flix : 

She  fcapes,  and  for  the  neighb  ring  Covert  ftrives. 
And  gaining  fhelter,  doubts  if  yet  fhe  lives : 

If  little  things  with  great  we  may  compare. 

Such  was  the  God,  and  fuch  the  flying  Fair. 

She  urg’d  by  Fear,  her  feet  did  fwiftly  move. 

But  he  more  fwiftly,  who  was  urg’d  by  Love. 

He  gathers  ground  upon  her  in  the  chace : 

Now  breaths  upon  her  Hair,  with  nearer  pace; 
And  juft  is  faft Ling  on  the  wiflh’d  Embrace- 
The  Nymph  grew  pale,  and  in  a  mortal  fright. 
Spent  with  the  labour  of  fo  long  a  flight ; 


And 
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And  now  defipairing,  calx  a  mournful  Look 
Upon  the  Streams  of  her  Paternal  Brook : 

Oh  help,  file  cry’d,  in  this  extreameft  need. 

If  Water  Gods  are  Deities  indeed: 

Gape  Earth,  and  this  unhappy  Wretch  intomb; 

Or  change  my  form,  whence  all  my  forrows  come. 
Scarce  had  Hie  finifh’d,  when  her  Feet  fhe  found 
Benum’d  with  cold,  and  fallen’ d  to  the  Ground: 

A  filmy  Rind  about  her  Body  grows  5 

Her  Hair  to  Leaves,  her  Arms  extend  to  Boughs  : 

The  Nymph  is  all  into  a  Lawrel  gone: 

The  fmoothnefs  of  her  Skin  remains  alone. 

Yet  Pbcebus  loves  her  Hill,  and  calling  round 
Her  Bole,  his  Arms,  fome  little  warmth  he  found 
The  Tree  flill  panted  in  th’  unfinifh’d  part: 

Not  wholly  vegetive,  and  heav’d  her  Heart. 

He  fixt  his  Lips  upon  the  trembling  Rind ; 

It  fwerv’d  afide,  and  his  Embrace  declin’d. 

To  whom  the  God,  Becaufe  thou  canfl  not  be 
My  Miflrefs,  I  efpoufe  thee  for  my  Tree: 

Be  thou  the  prize  of  Honour  and  Renown  ; 

The  deathlefs  Poet,  and  the  Poem  crown. 

Thou  fhalt  the  Roman  Feflivals  adorn. 

And,  after  Poets,  be  by  Vidlors  worn. 

1  hou  fhalt  returning  Cafars  Triumph  grace ; 

W  hen  Pomps  {hall  in  a  long  Proccflion  pals- 
W  rcath’d  on  the  Polls  before  his  Palace  wait ; 

And  be  the  facrcd  Guardian  of  the  Gate, 

Secure  from  Thunder, and  unharm’d  by 
Unhiding  as  th’ immortal  Powts  above: 

And  as  the  locks  of  Phoebus  are  unfhorn, 

So  1  h all  perpetual  Green  thy  Boughs  adorn. 
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The  grateful  Tree  was  pleas’d  with  what  he  faidj 
And  Ihook  the  fhady  Honours  of  her  Head. 

¥  he  J ransformation  of  lo  into  a  Hey  far. 

An  ancient  Forrefi:  in  Thejfalia  grows; 

Which  Tempi s  pleafing  Valley  does  inclole: 

Through  this  the  rapid  Peneus  takes  his  courfe; 

From  P Indus  rowling  with  impetuous  force ; 

Mills  from  the  Rivers  mighty  fall  arife ; 

And  deadly  damps  inclofe  the  cloudy  Skies : 

Perpetual  Fogs  are  hanging  o’er  the  Wood; 

And  founds  of  Waters  deaf  the  Neighbourhood. 

Deep,  in  a  Rocky  Cave,  he  makes  abode  : 

(A  Manfion  proper  for  a  mourning  God.) 

Here  he  gives  Audience ;  ilTuing  out  Decrees 
To  Rivers,  his  dependant  Deities. 

On  this  occalion  hither  they  refort ; 

To  pay  their  homage  and  to  make  their  Court. 

All  doubtful,  whether  to  congratulate 
His  Daughter’s  Honour,  or  lament  her  Fate. 

Sperchceus ,  crown'd  with  Poplar,  firffc  appears ; 

Then  old  Apidanus  came  crown’d  with  Years: 

Enipeus  turbulent,  Awphryfos  tame  ; 

And  TEas  lalt  with  lagging  Waters  came. 

Then,  of  his  Kindred  Brooks,  a  numerous  throng 
Condole  his  lols  ,•  and  bring  their  Urns  along. 

Not  one  was  wanting  of  the  watry  Train, 

That  fill’d  his  Flood,  or  mingled  with  the  Main: 

But  Inac hus ,  who  in  his  Cave,  alone. 

Wept  not  another  s  Loffes,  but  his  own. 

For  his  dear  /<?,  whether  llray’d  or  dead. 

To  him  uncertain,  doubtful  Tears  he  filed. 
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He  fought  her  through  the  YCorldj  butfougl 
And  no  where  finding,  rather  fear’d  her  flain. 


Her,  jLifh  returning  from  her  Father’s  Brook, 
Jove  had  beheld,  with  a  defiring  look  : 

And,  Oh  fair  Daughter  of  the  Flood,  he  faid. 
Worthy  alone  of  Jove's  Imperial  Bed, 

Happy  whoever  fhall  thole  Charms  poflefs ; 
The  King  of  Gods  (nor  is  thy  Lover  lefsj 
Invites  thee  to  yon  cooler  Shades  5  to  Alun 
The  fcorching  Rays  of  the  Meridian  Sun. 

ISior  fhalt  thou  tempt  the  dangers  of  the  Grove 
Alone,  without  a  Guide  5  thy  Guide  is  Jove. 
No  puny  Pow’r,  but  he  whofe  high  Command 
Is  unconfin’d,  who  rules  the  Seas  and  Land ; 
And  tempers  Thunder  in  his  awful  hand. 

Oh  fly  not:  For  (he  fled  from  his  Embrace 
O’er  Lemas  Paftures  :  he  purfu’d  the  Chace 
Along  the  Shades  of  the  Lyrcaan  Plain ; 

At  length  the  God,  who  never  asks  in  vain. 


Involv’d  with  Vapours,  imitating  Night, 

Both  Air  and  Earth  5  and  then  fupprefs’cl  her  flight. 
And  mingling  Force  with  Love,  enjoy’d  the  full  delight 
Mean  time  the  jealous  Juno9  from  on  high. 

Survey’d  the  fruitful  Fields  of  sir  catty : 

And  wonder’d  that  the  Mill  fhou’ci  over-run 
The  face  of  Day-light,  and  obfeure  the  Sun. 

No  Nat’ral  Caufe  fhe  found,  from  Brooks,  or  Bogs, 

Or  marfhy  Lowlands,  to  produce  the  Fogs: 

Then  round  the  Skies  flic  fought  for  Jupiter ; 

Her  faithlcfs  Husband  5  but  no  Jove  was  there : 
Sufpc&ing  now  the  worfl,  Or  I,  flic  laid. 


Am  much  miflakcn,  or  am  much  betray’d. 
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With  fury  fhe  precipitates  her  flight: 
Difpels  the  fhadows  of  diffembled  Night; 
And  to  the  Day  reftores  his  native  Light. 


Th’  Almighty  Leacher ,  careful  to  prevent 
The  confequence,  forefeeing  her  defcent. 
Transforms  his  Miftrefs  in  a  trice ;  and  now 


In  Ios  place  appears  a  lovely  Cow. 

So  fleek  her  Skin,  fo  faultlefs  was  her  Make, 

Ev’n  Juno  did  unwilling  pleafuretake 
To  fee  fo  fair  a  Rival  of  her  Love ; 

And  what  fhe  was,  and  whence,  enquir’d  of  Jove  : 

Of  what  fair  Herd,  and  from  what  Pedigree  > 

The  God,  half  caught,  was  forc’d  upon  a  lye : 

And  faid  (lie  fprung  from  Earth.  She  took  the  word. 
And  begg’d  the  beauteous  Heyfar  of  her  Lord. 

What  fhould  he  do>  ’twas  equal  flhame  to  Jove 
Or  to  relinquish,  or  betray  his  Love  : 

Yet  to  refufe  fo  flight  a  Gift,  wou’d  be 
But  more  f  increafe  his  Confort’s  Jealoufie: 

Thus  fear  and  love,  by  turns,  his  heart  affail’d; 

And  ftronger  love  had  fure,  at  length,  prevail’d: 

But  fomc  faint  hope  remain’d,  his  jealous  Queen 
Had  not  the  Miftrefs  through  the  Heyfar  feen. 

The  cautious  Goddcfs,  of  her  Gift  poffeft. 

Yet  harbour’d  anxious  thoughts  within  her  Breaft ; 

As  flic  who  knew  the  falfhood  of  her  Jove; 

And  juftly  fear’d  fome  new  relapfe  of  Love. 

W  hich  to  prevent,  and  to  fecure  her  care, 

Totrufty  Argus  flic  commits  the  fair. 

1  he  head  of  Argus  (as  with  Stars  the  Skies) 

Was  compafs’d  round,  and  wore  an  hundred  Eyes. 

But 
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But  two  by  turns  their  Lids  in  Slumber  fteep  5 
The  reft  on  duty  ftill  their  ftation  keep ; 

Nor  cou’d  the  total  Conftellation  fleep. 

Thus,  ever  prefent,  to  his  Eyes  and  Mind, 

His  Charge  was  ftill  before  him,  tho’  behind. 

In  Fields  he  fuffer’d  her  to  feed  by  Day, 

But  when  the  fetting  Sun  to  Night  gave  way, 

The  Captive  Cow  he  fummon’d  with  a  call ; 

And  drove  her  back,  and  ty’d  her  to  the  Stall. 

On  Leaves  of  Trees  and  bitter  Herbs  fhe  fed, 
Heav’n  was  her  Canopy,  bare  Earth  her  Bed: 

So  hardly  lodg’d,  and  to  digeft  her  Food, 

She  drank  from  troubled  Streams,  defil'd  with  Mud 
Her  woeful  Story  fain  fhe  wou’d  have  told. 

With  hands  upheld,  but  had  no  hands  to  hold. 
Her  Head  to  her  ungentle  Keeper  bow’d. 

She  ftrove  to  fpeak,  fhe  fpoke  not,  but  fhe  low’d : 
Affrighted  with  the  Noife,  fhe  look’d  around. 

And  feem’d  f  inquire  the  Author  of  the  Sound. 

Once  on  the  Banks  where  often  file  had  play’d, 
('Her  Father’s  Banks)  fhe  came,  and  there  furvey’d 
Her  alter’d  Vifage,  and  her  branching  Head; 

And  Halting,  from  her  felf  fhe  wou’d  have  fled. 
Her  fellow  Nymphs,  familiar  to  her  Eyes, 

Beheld,  but  knew  her  not  in  this  difguife. 

Ev’n  Inachus  himfelf  was  ignorant ; 

And  in  his  Daughter,  did  his  Daughter  want. 

She  follow’d  where  her  Fellows  went,  as  flic 
Were  ftill  a  Partner  of  the  Company : 

They  ftroak  her  Neck,  the  gentle  Hey  far  Hands, 
And  her  Neck  offers  to  their  ftroak ing  Hands. 
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Her  Father  gave  her  Grafs;  the  Grals  fhe  took; 

And  lick’d  his  Palms,  and  call  a  piteous  Look; 

And  in  the  language  of  her  Eyes,  fhe  fpoke. 

She  wou’d  have  told  her  Name,  and  ask’d  relief, 

But  wanting  Words,  in  Tears  fhe  tells  her  Grief 
Which,  with  her  Foot  fhe  makes  him  underhand ; 
And  prints  the  name  of  Io  in  the  Sand. 

Ah  wretched  me,  her  mournful  Father  cry’d. 

She,  withafigh,  to  wretched  me  reply ’d ; 

About  her  Milk-white  Neck,  his  Arms  he  threw ; 

And  wept,  and  then  thefe  tender  Words  enfue. 

And  art  thou  Hie,  whom  I  have  fought  around 
The  World,  and  have  at  length  fo  fadly  found? 

So  found  is  worfe  than  loft :  with  mutual  Words 
Thou  anfwer’fl  not,  no  Voice  thy  Tongue  affords : 
But  Sighs  are  deeply  drawn  from  out  thy  Breaft  ,* 

And  Speech  deny’d,  by  Lowing  is  exprefs’d. 
Unknowing  I,  prepar’d  thy  Bridal  Bed ; 

With  empty  hopes  of  happy  Iffue  fed. 

But  now  the  Husband  of  a  Herd  muft  be 
Thy  Mate,  and  bell’wing  Sons  thy  Progeny. 

Oh,  were  I  mortal.  Death  might  bring  relief: 

But  now  my  God-hcad  but  extends  my  Grief: 

Prolongs  my  Woes,  of  which  no  end  I  fee. 

And  makes  me  curfc  my  Immortality ! 

More  had  he  faid,  but  fearful  of  her  ftay. 

The  Starry  Guardian  drove  his  Charge  away. 

To  fome  frcfh  Paflure;  on  a  hilly  height 
He  fate  himfelf,  and  kept  her  flill  in  fight. 

The  Eyes  0/ Argus  Transform'd  into  a  Peacock's  Train 

Now  '[(roc  no  longer  couxl  her  fuff ’rings  bear. 

But  call’d  in  ha  fie  his  airy  Meffengcr, 
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The  Son  of  Mdia,  with  fevere  decree 
To  kill  the  Keeper,  and  to  fet  her  free. 

With  all  his  Harnefs  foon  the  God  was  fped. 

His  flying  Hat  was  faftned  on  his  Head, 

Wings  on  his  Heels  were  hung,  and  in  his  Hand 
He  holds  the  Vertue  of  the  Snaky  Wand. 

The  liquid  Air  his  moving  Pinions  wound. 

And,  in  the  moment,  fhoot  him  on  the- Ground. 

Before  he  came  in  light,  the  crafty  God 

His  Wings  difmifs’d,  but  flill  retain’d  his  Rod: 

That  Sleep-procuring  Wand  wife  Hermes  took. 

But  made  it  feem  to  light  a  Shepherd’s  Hook. 
With  this,  he  did  a  Herd  of  Goats  controulj 
Which  by  the  way  he  met,  and  llily  Hole. 

Clad  like  a  Country  Swain,  he  Pip’d  and  Sung  5 


And  playing  drov 


his  jolly  Troop  along 


With  pleafure,  Argus  the  Mulician  heeds  5 
But  wonders  much  at  thofe  new  vocal  Reeds. 

And  whofoe’er  thou  art,  my  Friend,  faid  he. 

Up  hither  drive  thy  Goats,  and  play  by  me : 

This  Hill  has  Browz  for  them,  and  Shade  for  thee. 
The  God,  who  was  with  cafe  induc’d  to  climb. 
Began  Difcourfe  to  pafs  away  the  time  5 
And  flill  betwixt,  his  Tuneful  Pipe  he  plycs  5 
And  watch’d  his  Hour,  to  clofe  the  Keeper’s  Eyes. 
With  much  ado,  he  partly  kept  awake  5 
Not  fuff 'ring  all  his  Eyes  Rcpofc  to  take  : 

And  ask’d  the  Stranger,  who  did  Reeds  invent. 
And  whence  began  fo  rare  an  Inftrumcnt  ? 

The  T ransformation  of  Syrinx  into  Revels. 

Then  Hermes  thus;  A  Nymph  of  late  there  was, 
Whofc  Hcav’nly  Form  her  Fellows  did  lurpals. 
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The  Pride  and  Joy  of  fair  Arcadia's  Plains, 

Belov’d  by  Deities,  ador’d  by  Swains  : 

Syrinx  her  Name,  by  Syfoans  oft  purfu’d. 

As  oft  (he  did  the  Luftful  Gods  delude  : 

The  Rural,  and  the  Woodland  Pow’rs  difdain’d; 

With  Cynthia  hunted,  and  her  Rites  maintain’d  : 

Like  Phoebe  clad*  even  Phoebe’s  felf  {he  feems. 

So  Tall,  fo  Streight,  fuch  well-proportion’d  Limbs : 
The  niceft  Eye  did  no  diftincftion  know. 

But  that  the  Goddefs  bore  a  Golden  Bow, 

Diftinguifll’d  thus,  the  light  {lie  cheated  too. 

Dcfcending  from  Lycaus ,  Pan  admires 

The  matchlefs  Nymph,  and  burns  with  new  Defircs. 

A  Crown  of  Pine  upon  his  Head  he  wore ; 

And  thus  began  her  Pity  to  implore. 

But  e’er  he  thus  began,  £he  took  her  flight 
So  fwift,  fhe  was  already  out  of  fight. 

Nor  flay’d  to  hear  the  Courtfhip  of  the  God  5 
But  bent  her  courfe  to  Ladons  g;entle  Flood : 

There  by  the  River  ftopt,  and  tir’d  before; 

Relief  from  Water  Nymphs  her  Pray’rs  implore. 

Now  while  the  Luftful  God,  with  fpeedy  pace. 

Juft  thought  to  ftrain  her  in  a  ftridf  Embrace, 

He  fill’d  his  Arms  with  Reeds,  new  riling  on  the  place. 
And  while  he  fighs,  his  ill  fuccefs  to  find. 

The  tender  Canes  were  fhaken  by  the  Wind ; 

And  breath’d  a  mournful  Air,  unheard  before; 

That  much  furprizing  Tan,  yet  pleas’d  him  more. 
Admiring  this  new  Mufick,  Thou,  he  {aid. 

Who  canft  not  be  the  Partner  of  my  Bed, 

At  leaft  {halt  be  the  Confort  of  my  Mind: 

And  often,  often  to  my  Lips  be  joyn’d. 


He 
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He  form’d  the  Reeds.,  proportion’d  as  they  are, 
Unequal  in  their. length,  and  wax’d  with  Care, 
They  ftill  retain  the  Name  of  his  Ungrateful  Fair. 

"While  Hermes  pip’d  and,  fung,  and  told  his  Tale, 
The  Keeper’s  winking  Eyes  began  to  fail, 

And  drowfie  Slumber  on  the  Lids  to  creep  ; 

Till  all  the  Watchman  was,  at  length,  afleep. 
Then  loon  the  God  his  Voice  and  Song  fuppreft  5 
And  with  his  pow’rful  Rod  confirm’d  his  Reft : 
■Without  delay  his  crooked  Faulchion  drew. 

And  at  one  fatal  flroke  the  Keeper  flew. 

Down  from  the  Rock  fell  the  difTever’d  Head, 
Opening  its  Eyes  in  Death  5  and  falling,  bled  5 
And  mark’d  the  paflage  with  a  Grimfon  trail  : 

Thus  Argus  lies  in  pieces  cold  and  pale; 

And  all  his  hundred  Eyes,  with  all  their  light. 

Are  clos’d  at  once,  in  one  perpetual  Night. 

Thefe  Juno  takes,  that  they  no  more  may  fail. 

And  fpreads  them  in  her  Peacock’s  gaudy  Tail. 

Impatient  to  revenge  her  injur’d  Bed, 

She  wreaks  her  Anger  on  her  Rival’s  head; 

With  Furies  frights  her  from  her  Native  Home  ; 
And  drives  her  gadding,  round  the  World  to  roam 
Nor  ceas’d  her  Madnefs  and  her  Flight,  before 
She  touch’d  the  limits  of  the  Pbarian  Shoar. 

At  length,  arriving  on  the  Banks  of  A 'A, 

Wcary’d  with  length  of  ways,  and  worn  with  toil. 
She  laid,  her  down;  and  leaning  on  her  Knees, 
Invok’d  the  Caufc  of  all  her  Mifcrics  : 

And  call  her  languilhing  regards  above. 

For  help  from  Heav’11  and  her  ungrateful  Jove, 

She  figh’d,  flic  wept,  flic  low’d,  ’twas  all  flic  cou’d 
And  with  Unkindncfs  feem’d  to  tax  the  God 
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Laft,  with  an  humble  Pray’r,  file  beg’d  Repofe, 
Or  Death  at  leaft,  to  finifh  all  her  Woes. 
fove  heard  her  V o  ws,  and  with  a  flattering  look. 
In  her  behalf,  to  jealous  fmo  fpoke. 

He  call  his  Arms  about  her  Neck,  and  laid. 
Dame,  reft:  fecure ;  no  more  thy  Nuptial  Bed 
This  Nymph  fhall  violate;  by  Styx  I  fwear. 

And  every  Oath  that  binds  the  Thunderer- 
The  Goddefs  was  appeas’d  ,•  and  at  the  word 
Was  lo  to  her  former  Shape  reftor’d. 

The  rugged  Hair  began  to  fall  away; 

The  fweetnefs  of  her  Eyes  did  only  flay, 

Tho’  not  fo  large :  her  crooked  Horns  decreafe; 
The  Widcnefs  of  her  Jaws  and  Noftrils  ceafe  : 
Her  Hoofs  to  Hands  return,  in  little  fpace : 

The  five  long  taper  Eingers  take  their  place.’ 

And  nothing  of  the  Heyfar  now  is  feen, 

Befidc  the  native  whitenefs  of  the  Skin. 

Ere&ed  on  her  Eeet  (lie  walks  again; 

And  Two  the  duty  of  the  Eourfuftain. 

She  tries  her  Tongue  5  her  Silence  foftly  breaks, 
And  fears  her  former  Lowings  when  fhe  fpeaks : 
A  Goddcfs  now,  through  all  th’  /Egyptian  State  : 
And  ferv’d  by  Priefts,  who  in  white  Linnen  wait. 

Eler  Son  was  Epaphus,  at  length  believ’d 
The  Son  of  jTow,  and  as  a  God  receiv’d; 

W ith  Sacrifice  ador’d,  and  publick  Pray’rs, 
tie  common  Temples  with  his  Mother  (hates. 
Equal  in  Years  and  Rival  in  Renown 

W ith  Epaphus,  the  youthful  Phaeton 

■Like  Honour  claims ;  and  boafts  his  Sire  the  Sun. 
His  haughty  Looks,  and  his  affuining  Air, 

I  he  Son  oi  IJis  cou’d  no  longer  bear: 
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Thou  tak’ft  thy  Mother’s  word  too  far,  faid  he. 

And  haft  ufurpd  thy  boafted  Pedigree. 

Go,  bafe  Pretender  to  a  borrow’d  Name. 

Thus  tax’d,  he  blufh’d  with  Anger,  and  with  Shame 
But  Shame  reprefs’d  his  Rage:  The  daunted  Youth 


M 


o 


feeks  his  Mother,  and  enquires  the  truth 
er,  faid  he,  this  Infamy  was  thrown 


By  Epafjfjus  on  you>  and  me  your  Son. 

He  fpoke  in  publick,  told  it  to  my  Face ; 
Nor  durft  I  vindicate  the  dire  Difgrace : 


Even  I,  the  bold,  the  fenfible  of  Wrong, 

Reft  rain’d  by  Shame,  was  forc’d  to  hold  my  Tongue, 
T o  hear  an  open  Slander,  is  a  Curfe  : 

But  not  to  find  an  Anfwer,  is  a  worfe. 


If  I  am  Heav’n-hegot,  affert  your  Son 

By  fome  fure  Sign;  and  make  my  Father  known. 

To  right  my  Honour,  and  redeem  your  own. 

He  faid,  and  faying  caft  his  Arms  about 
Her  Neck,  and  begg’d  her  to  refolve  the  Doubt. 

’Tis  hard  to  judge  if  Cljmcne  were  mov’d 
More  by  his  Pray’r,  whom  file  fo  dearly  lov’d. 

Or  more  with  Fury  fir’d,  to  find  her  Name 
Traduc’d,  and  made  the  fport  of  common  Fame. 
She  ftrctch’d  her  Arms  to  Heav’n,  and  fix’d  her  Eyes 
On  that  fair  Planet,  that  adorns  the  Skies > 

Now  by  thofe  Beams,  faid  flic,  whole  holy  Fires 

Confumc  my  Brcaft,  and  kindle  my  Defircs; 


By  him,  who  fees  us  both,  and  cheats  our  fight. 
By  him  the  publick  Miniftcr  of  Light, 

I  fwear  that  Sun  begot  thee  ;  if  I  lye. 

Let  him  his  chcarful  Influence  deny: 
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If  ftill  you  doubt  your  Mother’s  Innocence, 

His  Eaftem  Manfion  is  not  far  from  hence ; 

With  little  pains  you  to  his  Leve  go. 

And  from  himfelf  your  Parentage  may  know; 
With  joy  th?  ambitious  Youth  his  Mother  heard. 
And  eager.,  for  the  Journey  foon  prepafd. 

He  longs  the  World  beneath  him  to  furvey  ; 

To  guide  the  Chariot  j  and  to  give  the  Day.’ 
Prom  Meroes  burning  Sands  he  bends  his  Courfe, 
ISIorlefs  in  India  feels  his  Fathers  force  : 

His  Travel  urging,  till  he  came  in  fight  > 

And  faw  the  Palace  by  the  Purple  Light. 


The  End  of  the  Firft  Book. 
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Tr (inflated  by  Air. 


ISON. 


The 


C*. 


Story  of  p 


r-i  A  e  t  o  N. 


PIE  Sun’s  bright  Palace,  on  high  Columns  rais’d  , 
With  bum  ill  id  Gold  and  flaming  Jewels 
blaz’d; 

The  E  old  ins;- Gates  diffus’d  a  Silver  Lieht. 


And  with  a  milder  Gleam  refrefh’d  tile  Sight ; 
Of  polilll’d  Iv’ry  was  the  Cov’ring  wrought  : 
The  Matter  vied  not  with  the  Sculptor’s 
For  in  the  Portal  was  difplay’d  on  high 


Thought 

c> 


(The  Work  of 


fictitious  Sky 


A  waving  Sea  th’  inferiour  Earth  embrac’d. 
And  Gods  and  GoddefTcs  the  Waters  <r  rac’d 


AEgcon  here  a  mighty  Whale  beftrode ; 

Triton,  and  Proteus  (the  deceiving  God) 

With  Doris  here  were  carv’d,  and  all  her  Train, 
Some  loofely  fwimming  in  the  figur’d  Main, 
While  fomc  on  Rocks  their  dropping  Hair  divide. 
And  fomc  on  Fillies  through  the  Waters  glide; 
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Tho’  various  Features  did  the  Sifters  graces 
A  Sifter’s  Likenefs  was  in  ev’ry  Face. 

On  Earth  a  different  Landskip  courts  the  Eyes, 

Men,  Towns,  and  Beafts  in  diftant  Profpedts  rile, 

f 

And  Nymphs,  and  Streams,  and  W  oods,  and  rural  Deities. ) 
O’er  all,  the  Heav’ns  refulgent  Image  fhines  5 
O11  either  Gate  were  fix  engraven  Signs. 

Here  Phaeton ,  ftill  gaining  on  th’  Afcent, 

To  his  fiufpedred  Father’s  Palace  went. 

Till  prefting  forward  through  the  bright  Abode, 

He  faw  at  Diftance  the  illuftrious  God : 

Fie  faw  at  Diftance.  or  the  dazling  Light 


Had  flafh’d  too  ftrongly  on  his  aking  Sight. 

The  God  fits  high,  exalted  on  a  Throne 
Of  blazing  Gems,  with  Purple  Garments  on  ; 

The  Hours,  in  order  rang’d  on  either  Hand, 

And  Days,  and  Months,  and  Years,  and  Ages  ftand. 
Here  Spring  appears  with  flow’ry  Chaplets  bound  j 
Here  Summer  in  her  wheaten  Garland  crown’d  5 
Here  Autumn  the  rich  trodden  Grapes  befmear ; 

And  hoary  Winter  fhivers  in  the  Reel*. 

Thccbus  beheld  the  Youth  from  off  his  Throne; 

That  Eye,  which  looks  on  All,  was  fix’d  in  One. 

He  faw  the  Boy’s  Confufion  in  his  Face, 

Surpriz’d  at  all  the  Wonders  of  the  Place  5 
And  cries  aloud,  <c  What  wants  my  Son?  for  know 
My  Son  thou  art,  and  I  rauft  call  thee  fo. 

Light  of  the  W  orld,  the  trembling  Youth  rcplief 
Illuftrious  Parent !  fince  you  don’t  defpife 
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The  Parent’s  Name,  fomc  certai 
I  hat  I  may  Clymem  s  proud  Boaft 
Nor  longer  under  falfc  Reproacl 


Token  give 
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The  tender  Sire  was  touch’d  with  what  he  fa  id. 
And  flung  the  Blaze  of  Glories  from  his  Head, 
And  bid  the  Youth  advance  :  ‘s 


My 


d  he 


“  Come  to  thy  Father’s  Arms  !  for  Clymene 
“  Has  told  thee  true  5  a  Parent’s  Name  I  own, 
£C  And  deem  thee  worthy  to  be  call’d  my  Son 
£C  As  a  fure  Proof,  make  fome  Requeft,  and  I 
t£  Whate’er  it  be,  with  that  Requeft  comply,* 


cc 


s<  By  Styx  I  fwear,  whole  Waves  are  hid  in  Night 
ft  And  roul  impervious  to  My  piercing  Sight. 

The  Youth  tranfported,  asks,  without  Delay, 
To  guide  the  Sun’s  bright  Chariot  for  a  Day. 

The  God  repented  of  the  Oath  he  took. 

For  Anguifh  thrice  his  radiant  Head  he  fhook  5 
My  Son,  fays  he,  fome  other  Proof  require, 
Rafh  was  my  Promife,  rafh  is  thy  Defire. 

I’d  fain  deny  this  Willi  which  thou  haft  made. 

Or,  what  I  can’t  deny,  wou’d  fain  diflwade. 
Too  vaft  and  hazardous  the  Task  appears. 

Nor  fuited  to  thy  Strength,  nor  to  thy  Years. 
Thy  Lot  is  Mortal,  but  thy  Wifhes  fly 
Beyond  the  Province  of  Mortality  : 

There  is  not  one  of  all  the  Gods  that  dares 


CC 


CC 


CC 


CC 


CC 


CC 


c  c 


CC 


ec  (However  skill’d  in  other  great  Affairs) 
cc  To  mount  the  burning  Axle-tree,  but  1 5 
££  Not  Jove  himfelf,  the  Ruler  of  the  Sky, 
cc  That  hurlcs  the  thrcc-fork’d  Thunder  from  above, 
cc  Dares  try  his  Strength;  yet  who  fo  ftrong  as  Jove? 
u  The  Steeds  climb  up  the  firft  Afcent  with  Pain, 

<c  And  when  the  middle  Firmament  they  gain, 

“  If  downward  from  the  FIcav’ns  my  Head  1  bow, 
“  And  fee  the  Earth  and  Ocean  hang  below, 
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«  Ev’n  I  am  feiz’d  with  Horror  and  Affright, 

«  And  my  own  Heart  mifgives  me  at  the  Sight. 

«  A  mighty  Downfal  Reeps  the  Ev’ning  Stage,, 
tc  And  Reddy  Reins  muR  curb  the  Horfes  Rage 
Tetbys  her  felf  has  fear’d  to  fee  me  driv’n 
Down  headlong  from  the  Precipice  of  Heav’n. 
«<•  Bcfides,  confider  what  impetuous  Force 
cc  Turns  Stars  and  Planets  in  a  different  Courfe. 
tc  I  ifecr  againR  their  Motions  5  nor  am  I 
£e  Bom  back  by  all  the  Current  of  the  Sky. 
u  But  how  cou’d  you  relife  the  Orbs  that  roul 
u  In  adverfe  Whirls,  and  Rem  the  rapid  Pole  * 


u  But  you  perhaps  may  hope  for  pleaiing  Woods, 
cc  And  irately  Domes,  and  Cities  fill’d  with  Gods ; 
cc  While  through  a  thoufand  Snares  your  Prog  refs  iies 
cc  Where  Forms  of  Harry  Monfters  Rock  the  Skies  : 

£c  For,  fhou’d  you  hit  the  doubtful  Way  aright, 

£c  The  Bull  with  Rooping  Horns  Rands  Oppofite; 

£c  Next  him  the  bright  Hamonian  Bow  is  Ruing, 

LJ  If  J 


5> 


cc  And  next 5  the  Lion’s  grinning  Vifage.  hung: 

£c  The  Scorpion’s  Claws  here  clafp  a  wide  Extent, 
££  And  here  the  Crab’s  in  lefler  Clafps  are  bent. 

C£  Nor  wou’d  you  hud  it  cafic  to  compofe 


The  mettled  Steeds 


from  their  Noflrils  flows 
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The  fcorching  Eire,  that  in  their  Entrails  glows 
Ev’n  I  their  hcad-ftrong  Furyfcarce  rcRrain, 
When  they  grow  warm  and  reftif  to  the  Rein. 
Let  not  my  Son  a  fatal  Gift  require, 

But,  Ol  in  time,  recall  your  rail]  Deli  re ; 

You  ask  a  Gift  that  may  your  Parent  tell, 
cc  Let  thefe  my  Fears  your  Parentage  reveal ; 


CC 


cc 


cc 
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cc  And  learn  a  Father1  from  a  Fathers  Care : 


CC 


cc 


Look  on  my  Face  5  or  if  my  Heart  lay  bare. 
Con’d  you  but  look,  you  d  read  the  Father  there. 


Chufe  out  a  Gift  from  Seas,  or  Earth,  or  Skies, 
cc  For  open  to  your  Wifh  all  Nature  lies, 

<e  Only  decline  this  one  unequal  Task, 
t£  For  ’tis  a  Mifchief,  not  a  Gift  you  ask. 

£C  You  ask  a  real  Mifchief,  Phaeton: 

<c  Nay  hang  not  thus  about  my  Neck,  my  Soil : 

<c  I  grant  your  VYifh,  and  Styx  has  heard  my  Voice, 
cc  Chufe  what  you  will,  but  make  a  wifer  Choice. 

Thus  did  the  God  th’  unwary  Youth  advife  > 

But  he  hill  longs  to  travel  through  the  Skies. 

When  the  fond  Father  (for  in  vain  he  pleads,) 

At  length  to  the  Vulcanian  Chariot  leads. 

A  Golden  Axle  did  the  Work  uphold. 

Gold  was  the  Beam,  the  Wheels  were  orb’d  with  Gold 
The  Spokes  in  Rows  of  Silver  pleas’d  the  Sight, 

The  Seat  with  party-colour’d  Gems  was  bright  5 
Apollo  fhin’d  amid  the  Glare  of  Light. 

The  Youth  with  fecret  Joy  the  Work  furveys, 

When  now  the  Morn  difclos’d  her  purple  Rays  ; 

The  Stars  were  fled,  for  Lucifer  had  chafe’t 
The  Stars  away,  and  fled  himfelf  at  laft. 

Soon  as  the  Father  faw  the  roly  Morn, 

And  the  Moon  Alining  with  a  blunter  Horn, 

He  bid.  the  nimble  Hours ,  without  Delay, 


Bring  forth  the  Steeds 


nimble  Hours  obey 


From  their  full  Racks  the  gen’rous  Steeds  re  tin 
Dropping  ambroflal  Foams,  and  fhorting  Fire 
Still  anxious  for  his  Son,  the  God  of  Day, 

To  make  him  Proof  againfl:  the  burning  Ray., 
His  Temples  with  Ccleftial  Ointment  wet. 

Of  fov’raign  Virtue  to  repel  the  Float  3 

M 
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cc  Drive  ’em  not  on  Dire6lly  through  the  Skies, 
But  where  the  Zodiacs  Winding  Circle  lies* 

<c  Along  the  midmoft  Zone  j  but  fally  forth 
“  Nor  to  the  diftant  Souths  norflormy  North. 
TheHorfes  Hoofs  a  beaten  Track  will  fhow, 

y 

‘f  But  neither  mount  too  high,  nor  link  too  low. 
That  no  new  Fires,  or  Heav’n,  or  Earth  infell  5 


cc 


cc 


Keep  the  mid  Way,  the  middle  Way  is  bell. 

where  in  radiant  Folds  the  Serpent  twines 


CC 


CC 


CC 


cc 


cc 


cc 


cc 


cc 


cc 


cc 


Sl 


Nor,  where  in 

Dire 61  your  Courfe,  nor  where  the  Altar  fhines. 
Shun  both  Extreams  >  the  reft  let  Fortune  guide 
And  better  for  thee  than  thy  felf  provide ! 

See,  while  I  Ipeak,  the  Shades  dilperle  away, 
Aurora  gives  the  Promile  of  a  Day  ; 

I’m  call’d,  nor  can  I  make  a  longer  Stay. 

Snatch  up  the  Reins  5  or  Hill  th’  Attempt  forfake. 
And  not  my  Chariot,  but  my  Couiifel  take, 

W  hile  yet  fecurcly  on  the  Earth  you  Hand  ,• 

Nor  touch  the  Horfes  with  too  rafh  a  Hand. 

Leu  Me  alone  to  light  the  World,  while  You 
Enjoy  thofe  Beams  which  you  may  fafely  view. 


Fie  fpolce 


Youth  with  a6live  Heat 


And  fprightly  Vigour  vaults  into  the  Scat 
And  joys  to  hold  the  Reins,  and 


and  fondly  gives 
1  hofe  Thanks  his  Father  with  Reniorfc  rccciv 

Alcan  while  the  rcftlcfs  Horfes  ncish’d  aloud 


Breathing  out  Fire,  and  pawing  where  they  Hood 
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Tethys ,  not  knowing  what  had  paft,  gave  way. 

And  all  the  Wafte  of  Heav’n  before  ’em  lay. 

They  fpring  together  out,  and  fwiftly  bear 

« 

The  flying  Youth  through  Clouds  and  yielding  Air  5 
With  wingy  Speed  outftrip  the  Eaftern  Wind, 

And  leave  the  Breezes  of  the  Mom  behind. 

The  Youth  was  light,  nor  cou’d  he  fill  the  Seat, 
Orpoife  the  Chariot  with  its  wonted  Weight: 

But  as  at  Sea  th’  unballafs’d  V effel  rides. 

Call:  to  and  fro,  the  Sport  of  Winds  and  Tides  5 
So  in  the  bounding  Chariot  tofs’d  on  high. 

The  Youth  is  hurry’d  headlong  through  the  Sky. 

Soon  as  the  Steeds  perceive  it,  they  forfake 
Their  ftated  Courfe,  and  leave  the  beaten  Track. 

The  Youth  was  in  a  Maze,  nor  did  he  know 
Which  way  to  turn  the  Reins,  or  where  to  go ; 

Nor  wou’d  the  Horfes,  had  he  known,  obey. 

Then  the  Sev’n  Stars  fir  ft  felt  Apollo’s  Ray, 

And  wifh’d  to  dip  in  the  forbidden  Sea. 

The  folded  Serpent  next  the  frozen  Pole, 

Stiff  and  benum’d  before,  began  to  roll. 

And  rag’d  with  inward  Heat,  and  threaten’d  War 

.5 

And  fhot  a  redder  Light  from  ev’ry  Star ; 

Nay,  and  ’tis  faid  Bootes  too,  that  fain 

Thou  wou’dft  have  fled,  tho’  cumber’d  with  thy  Wane 


Th’ unhappy  Youth  then,  bending  down  hi 
Saw  Earth  and  Ocean  far  beneath  him  fprcad 


Head 


Elis  Colour  chang’d 


ftardcd  at  the  Sigl 


And  his  Eyes  Darken’d  by  too  great  a  Ligl 
Now  cou’d  he  wifh  the  fiery  Steeds  untry’d 
His  Birth  obfcure,  and  his  Rcqucft  deny’d  : 
Now  wou’d  he  Merops  for  his  Father  own. 
And  quit  his  boaflcd  Kindred  to  the  Sun. 
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So  fares  the  Pilot,  when  his  Ship  is  to  R 

In  troubled  Seas,  and  all  its  Steerage  loft. 

He  gives  her  to  the  Winds,  and  in  Defpair 

Seeks  his  laft  Refuge  in  the  Gods  and  Pray’r. 

What  cou’d  he  do?  his  Eyes,  if  backward  call, 

Eind  a  long  Path  he  had  already  pall  5 

If  forward.  Bill  a  longer  Path  they  find : 

Both  he  compares,  and  meafures  in  his  Mind  j 

And  fometimes  cafis  an  Eye  upon  the  Eafi, 

And  fometimes  looks  on  the  forbidden  W efl. 

The  Horfes  Names  he  knew  notin  the  Bright, 

Nor  w oil’d  he  loofe  the  Reins,  nor  cou’d  he  hold  ’em  right 
Now  all  the  Horrors  of  the  Heav’ns  he  Ipies, 

And  monflrous  Shadows  of  prodigious  Size,  ( 

That,  deck’d  with  Stars,  lye  fcatter’d  o’er  the  Skies.  ^ 

There  is  a  Place  above,  where  Scorpio  bent 

In  Tail  and  Arms  furrounds  a  vafi  Extent  > 

In  a  wide  Circuit  of  the  Heav’ns  he  fllines,1 

And  fills  the  Space  of  Two  Coelefiial  Signs. 

Soon  as  the  Youth  beheld  him,  vex’d  with  Heat, 

Btandifh  his  Sting,  and  in  his  Poifon  fwcat. 

Half  dead  with  fudden  Fear  he  dropt  the  Reins ; 

The  Horfes  felt  ’em  loofe  upon  their  Mains, 

And,  flying  out  through  all  the  Plains  above. 

Ran  uncontroul’d  wherc-e’er  their  Fury  drove  ; 

Ru  fil’d  on  the  Stars,  and  through  a  pathlefs  VVfiiy 

Of  unknown  Regions  hurry ’d  on  the  Day. 

And  now  above,  and  now  below  they  flew. 

And  near  the  Earth  the  burning  Chariot  drew. 

The  Clouds  difperfe  in  Fumes,  the  wond’ring  Moon 

Beholds  her  Brother’s  Steeds  beneath  her  own; 

The  Highlands  Imoak,  deft  by  the  piercing  Rays, 

Or,  clad  with  Woods,  in  their  own  Fewel  blaze. 
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Next  o’er  the  Plains.,  where  ripen’d  Harveffs  grow. 
The  running  Conflagration  fpreads  Below. 

But  thefe  are  trivial  Ills :  whole  Cities  burn. 

And  peopled  Kingdoms  into  Afhes  turn. 

The  Mountains  kindle  as  the  Car  draws  near, 

Athos  and  Tmolus  red  with  Fires  appear  j 
OeagrUn  H<zmus  (then  a  Angle  Name) 

And  Virgin  Helicon  increafe  the  Flame ; 

Taurus  and  Octe  glare  amid  the  Sky, 

And  Ida,  fpight  of  all  her  Fountains,  Dry. 

% 

Eryx,  and  Othrys ,  and  Cither  on,  glow. 

And  Rhodope ,  no  longer  cloath’d  in  Snow  5 

High  Tindus,  Mimas,  and  Tarnajfus,  fweat. 

And  /Etna  rages  with  redoubled  Heat. 

Ev’n  Scythia,  through  her  hoary  Regions  warm’d. 

In  vain  with  all  her  native  Froft  was  arm’d. 

0 

■  9 

Cover’d  with  Flames,  the  tow’ring  Appcnninc , 

And  Caucafus,  and  proud  Olympus,  fhine  > 

V 

And,  where  the  long* extended  Alpcs  alpire. 

Now  hands  a  huge  continu’d  Range  of  Fire. 

Th’  aftonifht  Youth,  where-e’er  his  Eyes  cou’d  turn. 

Beheld  the  Univerfe  around  him  burn : 

1  , 

The  World  was  in  a  Blaze;  nor  cou’d  he  bear 
The  fultry  Vapours  and  the  fcorching  Air, 

Which  from  below,  as  from  a  Furnace,  flow’d  * 

And  now  the  Axle-tree  beneath  him  flow’d: 

Loh  in  the  whirling  Clouds,  that  round  him  broke. 
And  white  with  .Allies,  hov’ring  in  the  Smoke, 

Fie  flew  where-e’er  the  Horfes  drove,  nor  knew 
W  hither  the  Horfes  drove,  or  where  he  flew. 

'  F  was  then,  they  fay,  the  fwarthy  Moor  begun 
To  change  his  Hue,  and  Blacken  in  the  Sun. 
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Then  Libya  firft,  of  all  her  Moifture  drain’d. 
Became  a  barren  *Wafte,  a  Wild  of  Sand. 

The  Water-Nymphs  lament  their  empty  Urns, 

Besot ia,  robb’d  of  Silver  Dirce,  mourns, 

Corinth  Pyrenes  wafted  Spring  bewails. 

And  Argos  grieves  whilft  Amymone  fails. 

The  Floods  are  drain’d  from  ev’ry  diftant  Coaft, 
Ev’n  Tandisj  tho’  fix’d  in  lee,  was  loft. 

Enrag’d  Cdicus  and  Lycormas  roar. 

And  Xanthus  fated  to  be  burnt  once  more. 


The  fam'd 


that  unweary'd  ftray 


Through  mazy  Windings,  fmoaks  in  ev’ry  Maze. 

From  his  lov’d  Babylon  Euphrates  flies  5 

The  big-fwoln  Ganges  and  the  Danube  rife 

In  thick’ning  Fumes,  and  darken  half  the  Skies. 

In  Flames  Ifmenos  and  the  Phajis  roul’d. 

And  Tagus  floating  in  his  melted  Gold. 

The  Swans,  that  on  Cayfier  often  try’d 
Their  tuneful  Songs,  now  fung  their  laft  and  dy’d. 
The  frighted,  Nile  ran  off,  and  under  Ground 
Conceal'd  his  Head,  nor  can  it  yet  be  found  : 

His  fev’n  divided  Currents  all  are  dry. 

And  where  they  roui’d,  fev’n  Gaping  Trenches  lye. 
No  more  the  Rhine  or  Rhone  their  Courfe  maintain. 
Nor  Tiber y  of  his  promis’d  Empire  vain. 

The  Ground,  deep-c, left,  admits  the  dazlingRay, 
And  ftartles  Pluto  with  the  Flafh  of  Day. 

The  Seas  fllrink  in,  and  to  the  Sight  difclofe 
Wide  naked  Plains,  where  once  their  Billows  rofe; 
Their  Rocks  are  all  difeover’d,  and  increafe 
The  Number  of  the  fcatter’d  Cyclades. 
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The  Fifh  in  Sholes  about  the  ^Bottom  creep. 

Nor  longer  dares  the  crooked  Dolphin  leap: 
Gafping  for  Breath,  th’urifhapen  Phoca  die. 

And  on  the  boiling  Wave  extended  lye. 

Nereus}  and  Doris  with  her  Virgin  Train, 

Seek  out  the  laft  Recedes  of  the  Main  ; 

Beneath  unfathomable  Depths  they  faint. 

And  fecret  in  their  gloomy  Caverns  pant. 

« 

Stern  Neptune  thrice  above  the  Waves  upheld 

His  Face,  and  thrice  was  by  the  Flames  repelfd. 

% 

The  Earth  at  length,  on  ev’ry  Side  embrac’d 
With  fcalding  Seas,  that  floated  round  her  Wafte, 
When  now  fhe  felt  the  Springs  and  Rivers  come, 

4 

And  crowd  within  the  Hollow  of  her  Womb, 


Up-lifted  to  the  Heav’ns  her  blafted  Head, 

And  clapt  her  Hand  upon  her  Brows,  and  faid; 
(But  firft,  impatient  of  the  fultry  Heat, 

Sunk  deeper  down,  and  fought  a  cooler  Seat :  ) 

<c  If  you,  great  King  of  Gods,  my  Death  approve, 
fe  And  I  deferve  it,  let  me  die  by  Jove  j 

cc  If  I  muft  perifh  by  the  Force  of  Fire, 

»  ' 

tc  Let  me  transfix’d  with  Thunderbolts  expire. 

"  See,  whilft:  I  fpeak,  my  Breath  the  Vapours  choak 
(For  now  her  Face  lay  wrapt  in  Clouds  of  Smoak) 
cc  Sec  my  finge’d  Hair,  behold  my  faded  Eye, 

<c  And  wither’d  Face,  where  Heaps  of  Cinders  lye! 

4 

cc  And  does  the  Plow  for  This  my  Body  tear  ? 

<c  This  the  Reward  for  all  the  Fruits  I  bear, 
ff  Tortur’d  with  Rakes,  and  harrafs’d  all  the  Year? 


cc  That  Herbs  for  Cattle  daily  I  renew, 

cc  And  Food  for  Man,  and  Frankincenfe  for  You? 


r 
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Cf  But  grant  Me  guilty ;  what  has  Neptune  done  > 
cC  Why  are  his  Waters  boiling  in  the  Sun  > 

“  The  wavy  Empire,  which  by  Lot  was  giv’n. 


C 


c  Why  does  it  wafle,  and  further  fhrink  from  Heav’n  > 
c  If  I  nor  He  your  Pity  can  provoke, 
c  See  your  own  Heav’ns*  the  Heav’ns  begin  to  fmoke! 
Shou’d  once  the  Sparkles  catch  thofe  bright  Abodes 
fC  DeBruHion  feizes  on  the  Heav’ns  and  Gods  > 

Atlas  becomes  unequal  to  his  Freight, 

And  almoB  faints  beneath  the  glowing  Weight. 


CC 


CC 


CC 


CC 


CC 


CC 


If  Heav’n,  and  Earth,  and  Sea,  together  burn 
All  mult  again  into  their  Chaos  turn. 

Apply  fome  fpeedy  Cure,  prevent  our  Fate, 


» 


\*  ' 


And  fuccour  Nature 


be  too  late 


She  ceas’d,  for  choak’d  with  Vapours  round  her  fpread? 
Down  to  the  deeped  Shades  fhe  funk  her  Head. 

fove  call’d  to  witnefs  ev’ry  Pow’r  above. 

And  ev’n  the  God,  whofe  Son  the  Chariot  drove. 

That  what  he  ad:s  he  is  compelfd  to  do. 

Or  univcrfal  Ruin  mull  enfue. 

Strait  he  afcends  the  high  Ethereal  Throne, 

From  whence  he  us’d  to  dart  his  Thunder  down, 

•  • 

From  whence  his  Show’rs  and  Storms  he  us’d  to  pour, 

% 

__  ut  now  cou’d  meet  with  neither  Storm  nor  Show’r. 

i 

Then,  aiming  at  the  Youth,  with  lifted  Hand, 

Full  at  his  Head  he  hurl’d  the  forky  Brand, 
in  dreadful  Thund’rings.  Thus  th’ Almighty  Sire 
Supprcfs’d  the  Raging  of  the  Fires  with  Fire. 

At  once  from  Life,  and  from  the  Chariot  driv’n, 
h’ ambitious  Boy  fell  Thunder-Bruck  from  Heav’n. 

The  Horfes  Baited  with  a  Bidden  Bound, 

And  flung  the  Reins  and  Chariot  to  the  Ground  : 

The 


V 
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The  ftudded  Harnefs  from  their  Necks  they  broke. 
Here  fell  a  Wheel,  and  here  a  Silver  Spoke, 

Here  were  the  Beam  and  Axle  tom  away ; 

And,  fcatter’d  o’er  the  Earth,  the  fhining  Fragments  lav 


The  Breathlefs  Phaeton ,  with  flaming  Hair, 

Shot  from  the  Chariot,  like  a  falling  Star, 

That  in  a  Summer’s  Ev’ning  from  the  Top 
Of  Heav’n  drops  down,  or  feems  at  leaft  to  drop ; 
Till  on  the  Fohis  Blafted  Corps  was  hurl’d. 

Far  from  his  Country,  in  the  Weftern  World.. 

Phaeton’x  Sifters  transform  d  into  Trees » 

The  Latian  Nymphs  came  round  him,  and  amaz’d 
On  the  dead  Youth,  transfix’d  with  Thunder,  gaz’d  \ 
And,  whilft  yet  fmoaking  from  the  Bolt  he  lay. 

His  fhatter’d  Body  to  a  Tomb  convey. 

And  o’er  the  T omb  an  Epitaph  devife  : 

cc  Here  He  who  drove  the  Sun’s  bright  Chariot  lies; 


cc  His  Father’s  fiery  Steeds  he  cou’d  not  guide, 

<fC  But  in  the  glorious  Enterprize  he  dy’d. 

Apollo  hid  his  Face,  and  pin’d  for  Grief 
And,  if  the  Story  may  deferve  Belief, 

The  Space  of  One  whole  Day  is  faid  to  run. 
From  Morn  to  wonted  Ev’n,  without  a  Sun : 
The  burning  Ruins,  with  a  fainter  Ray  , 

s 

Supply  the  Sun,  and  counterfeit  a  Day, 

A  Day,  that  ftill  did  Nature’s  Face  difclofe  : 
This  Comfort  from  the  mighty  Mifchicf  role. 
But  Clymene ,  enrag’d  with  Grief,  laments. 

And  as  her  Grief  infpircs,  her  Paffion  vents  : 
Wild  for  her  Son,  and  frantick  in  her  Woes, 

With  Hair  difhcvel’d,  round  the  World  Hie  goc 

O 
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To  feek  where-e’er  his  Body  might  be  caft  5 

Till,  on  the  Borders  of  the  Po,  at  laft 

The  Name  inferib’d  on  the  new  Tomb  appears. 

The  dear,  dear  Name  fhe  bathes  in  flowing  Tears, 
Hangs  o’er  the  Tomb,  unable  to  depart. 

And  hugs  the  Marble  to  her  throbbing  Heart. 

Her  Daughters  too  lament,  and  flgh,  and  mourn, 
(A  fruitlefs  Tribute  to  their  Brother’s  Urn) 

And  beat  their  naked  Bofoms,  and  complain. 

And  call  aloud  for  Phaeton  in  vain : 

All  the  long  Night  their  mournful  Watch  they  keep. 
And  all  the  Day  Band  round  the  Tomb  and  weep. 

Four  times,  revolving,  the  full  Moon  return’d  5 
So  long  the  Mother  and  the  Daughters  mourn’d: 
When  now  the  Eldeft,  Thaethufa ,  flrove 
To  reft  her  weary  Limbs,  but  con'd  not  moves 

Lampetia  wou’d  have  help’d  her,  but  Hie  found 
Her  felf  with-held,  and  rooted  to  the  Ground: 

A  Third  in  wild  Affliction,  as  flic  grieves, 

Wou’d  rend  her  Hair,  but  fills  her  Hand  with  Leaves  • 
One  fees  her  Thighs  transform’d.  Another  views 
Her  Arms  fhot  out,  and  branching  into  Boughs. 

And  now  their  Legs,  and  Breafts,  and  Bodies  flood 
Grafted  with  Bark,  and  hard’ning  into  Wood; 

But  ftill  Above  were  Female  Heads  difplay’d. 

And  Mouths,  that  call’d  the  Mother  to  their  Aid. 
What  cou’d,  alas  !  the  weeping  Mother  do  > 

From  this  to  that  with  eager  Haftc  file  flew. 

And  kifs’d  her  Sprouting  Daughters  as  they  grew. 

She  tear  s  the  Bark  that  to  each  Body  cleaves. 

And.  from  their  verdant  Fingers  {trips  the  Leaves  ; 
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he  Blood  came  trickling,  where  Hie  tore  away 
The  Leaves  and  Bark:  The  Maids  were  heard 


fay, 


tfC 


Forbear,  miftaken  Parent,  Oh !  forbear  5 


s:  A  wounded  Daughter  in  each  Tree  you  tear 


r.  o 


(e  Farewell  for  ever. 


Here  the  Bark  encreas’d. 


Clos’d  on  their  Faces,  and  their  Words  fupprefs'd. 
The  new-made  Trees  in  Tears  of  Amber  run. 

Which,  harden’d  into  Value  by  the  Sun, 

Diftill  for  ever  oh  the  Streams  below : 

The  limpid  Streams  their  radiant  Treafure  Flow, 
Mixt  in  the  Sand  5  whence  the  rich  Drops  convey’d 
Shine  in  the  Drefs  of  the  bright  Latian  Maid. 


The  Trans-formation  of  Ctcnits  into  a  Swan, 

Cycnus  beheld  the  Nymphs  transform’d,  ally’d 
To  their  dead  Brother,  on  the  Mortal  Side, 

In  Friendfhip  and  AfFedlion  nearer  bound  5 
He  left  the  Cities  and  the  Realms  he  own’d. 

Thro’  pathlefs  Fields  and  lonely  Shores  to  range. 
And  Woods,  made  Thicker  by  the  Sifters  Change. 
Whilft  here,  within  the  difmal  Gloom,  alone. 

The  melancholy  Monarch  made  his  Moan, 

His  Voice  was  leften’d,  as  hetry’d  to  lpcak. 

And  ilfifd  through  a  long  extended  Neck  ; 

Flis  Hair  transforms  to  Down,  his  Fingers  meet 
I11  skinny  Films,  and  lliapc  his  oary  Feet  5 
From  both  his  Sides  the  Wings  and  Feathers  break; 
And.  from  his  Mouth  proceeds  a  blunted  Beak  : 


All 


cmis 


Swan  was  turn’d 


Who,  ftill  remembring  how  his  Kinfman  burn’d 
To  folitary  Pools  and  Lakes  retires. 

And  loves  the  Waters  as  oppos’d  to  Fires, 
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Mean-while  Apollo  in  a  gloomy  Shade 
(The  native  Luftre  of  his  Brows  decay’d) 

Indulging  Sorrow,  fickens  at  the  Sight 
Of  his  own  Sun-fhine,  and  abhors  the  Light : 

The  hidden  Griefs?  that  in  his  Bofom  rife. 

Sadden  his  Looks,  and  over-caft  his  Eyes, 

As  when  fome  dusky  Orb  obftrudbs  his  Ray, 

And  fullies,  in  a  Dim  Eclipfe,  the  Day. 

Now  fecretly  with  inward  Griefs  he  pin’d,  ^ 

Now  warm  Refentments  to  his  Griefs  he  joyn’d,  > 

And  now  renounc’d  his  Office  to  Mankind.  ) 

E’er  iince  the  Birth  of  Time,  faid  he,  I’ve  bom 
f£:  A  long  ungrateful  Toil  without  Return; 

Let  now  fome  Other  manage,  if  he  dare. 

The  fiery  Steeds 

Or,  if  none  elfe,  let  Jove  his  Fortune  try. 

And  learn  to  lay  his  murd’ring  Thunder  by; 

Then  will  he  own,  perhaps,  but  own  too  late. 

My  Son  deferv’d  not  fo  fevere  a  Fate. 

The  Gods  Hand  round  him,  as  he  mourns,  and  pray 
He  would  refume  the  Condudfc  of  the  Day, 

Nor  let  the  W  orld  be  loft  in  endlefs  Night  : 

Jove  too  himfelf,  defeending  from  his  Height, 

Excufes  what  had  happen’d,  and  intreats, 

Majcftically  mixing  Pray’rs  and  Threats. 

Prevail’d  upon  at  length,  again  he  took 
The  harnefs’d  Steeds,  that  ftill  with  Horror  fhoolc. 

And  plies  ’em  with  the  Lafh,  and  whips  ’em  on. 

And,  as  he  whips,  upbraids  ’em  with  his  Son. 

The 


,  and  mount  the  burning  Carr ; 
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The  Story  e/  C  a  l  i  s  t  o. 

The  Day  was  fettled  in  its  Courfe ;  and  Jove 

Walk’d  the  wide  Circuit  of  the  Heav’ns  above. 

To  fearch  if  any  Cracks  or  Flaws  were  made  5 

But  all  was  Safe :  The  Earth  he  then  Purvey'd, 

And  calf  an  Eye  on  ev’ry  difPrent  Coaft, 

And  ev’ry  Land,-  but  on  Arcadia  moft. 

Her  Fields  he  cloath’d,  and  cheat’d  her  blafted  Face 
With  running  Fountains,  and  with  fpringing  Grafs. 
No  Tracks  of  Heav’ns  deftruflive  Fire  remain. 

The  Fields  and  Woods  revive,  and  Nature  fmiles  a 
But  as  the  God  walk’d  to  and  fro  the  Earth, 

And  rais’d  the  Plants,  and  gave  the  Spring  its  Birth. 
By  Chance  a  fair  Arcadian  Nymph  he  view’d. 

And  felt  the  lovely  Charmer  in  his  Blood. 

The  Nymph  nor  Spun,  nor  drefs’d  with  artful  Pride, 
Her  V eft  was  gather’d  up,  her  Hair  was  ty’d  5 
Now  in  her  Hand  a  {lender  Spear  fhe  bore. 

Now  a  light  Quiver  on  her  Shoulders  wore ; 

To  chafte  Diana  from  her  Youth  inclin’d 

The  fprightly  Warriors  of  the  Wood  file  joyn’d. 

Diana  too  the  gentle  Huntrefs  lov’d. 

Nor  was  there  One  of  all  the  Nymphs  that  rov’d 
O’er  Manalus ,  amid  the  Maiden  Throng-, 

7  CO 

More  favour’d  once  5  but  Favour  Lifts  not  long. 

The  Sun  now  fhonc  in  all  its  Strength,  and  drove 
The  heated  Virgin  panting  to  a  Grove  ; 

The  Grove  around  a  grateful  Shadow  call: : 


tD 


She  dropt 


Arrows,  and  her  Bow  unbrac’d 


She  Hung  her  felf  on  the  cool  gralfy  Bed  5 
And  on  the  painted  Quiver  rais’d  her  Head, 

P 


1 
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Jove  faw  the  charming  Huntrefs  unprepar’  d. 
Stretch’d  on  the  verdant  Turf,  without  a  Guard 


fc  Here  I  am  fafe,  he  cries.,  from  Juno's  Eye; 

Cf  Or  fh oil’d  my  jealous  Queen  the  Theft  defery, 
cc  Yet  wou’d  I  venture  on  a  Theft  like  This, 

"  And  hand  her  Rage  for  fiich,  for  fuch  a  Blifs! 


‘Dima’s  Shape  and  Habit  ftrait  he  took. 

Soften'd  his  Brows,  and  fmooth’d  his  awful  Look, 
And  mildly  in  a  Female  Accent  fpoke. 


How  fares  my  Girl  >  How  went  the  Morning  Chafe  ? 


To  whom  the  Virgin,  halting  from  the  Grafs 


C 


All-hail,  bright  Deity 


J  3 


whom  I  prefer 


6  C 


1  o  y  ove 


himfelf,  tho’  Jove  himfelf  were  here. 


The  God  was  nearer  than  fhe  thought,  and  heard 
W ell-pleas’d  Himfelf  before  Himfelf  prefer’d. 

He  then  falutes  her  with  a  warm  Embrace  ; 
And,  ere  file  half  had  told  the  Morning  Chafe, 
With  Love  enflam’d,  and  eager  on  his  Blifs, 
Smother’d  her  Words,  and  hop’d  her  with  a  Kifs 
His  Kiffes  with  unwonted  Ardour  glow’d. 


Nor  coil’d  D  ? an  as  Shape  conceal  the  God. 

The  Virgin  did  whate’er  a  Virgin  coil’d; 

(Sure  Juno  mu  ft  have  pardon’d,  had  file  view’d) 

With  all  her  Might  againft  his  Force  file  ftrovc 
But  how  can  mortal  Maids  contend  with  Jove? 

Poffeft  at  length  of  what  his  Heart  defir’d. 
Back  to  his  Heav’ns  th’ exulting  God  retir’d. 
The  lovely  Huntrefs,  riling  from  the  Grafs, 
With  down-caft  Eyes,  and  with  a  blufhing  Face, 
By  Shame  confounded,  and  by  Fear  difmay’d. 
Flew  from  the  Covert  of  the  guilty  Shade, 

And  almoft,  in  the  Tumult  of  her  Mind, 

Left  her  forgotten  Bow  and  Shafts  behind. 
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But  now  Diana 3  with  a  fprightly  Train 
Of  quiver’d  Virgins,  bounding  o’er  the  Plain, 

Call’d  to  the  Nymph  5  the  Nymph  began  to  fear 
A  fecond  Fraud,  a  Jove  difguis’d  in  Her, 

But,  when  die  faw  the  Sifter  Nymphs,  fupprefs’d 
Her  riling  Fears,  and  mingled  with  the  reft. 

How  in  the  Look  does  confcious  Guilt  appear ! 
Slowly  die  mov’d,  and  loiter’d  in  the  Rear  5 
Nor  lightly  tripp’d,  nor  by  the  Goddefs  ran. 

As  once  die  us’d,  the  foremoft  of  the  T rain. 

Her  Looks  were  fludl’d,  andfullen  was  her  Mien, 
That  dire  the  Virgin  Goddefs  (had  die  been 
Aught  but  a  Virgin)  muft  the  Guilt  have  feen. 

’Tis  faid  the  Nymphs  faw  all,  and  guefs’d  aright: 
And  now  the  Moon  had  nine  times  loft  her  Light, 
When  Dian,  fainting  in  the  mid-day  Beams, 

Found  a  cool  Covert,  and  refrediing  Streams 
That  in  foft  Murmurs  through  the  Foreft  flow’d. 
And  a  fmooth  Bed  of  Aiming  Gravel  fhow’d. 

A  Covert  fo  obfcure,  and  Streams  fo  clear. 

The  Goddefs  prais’d:  ‘e  And  now  no  Spies  are  near, 
“  Let’s  ftrip,  my  gentle  Maids,  and  wadi,  die  cries. 
Pleas’d  with  the  Motion,  cv’ry  Maid  complies  > 

Only  the  bludiing  Huntrefs  flood  confus’d. 

And  form’d  Delays,  and  her  Delays  excus’d ; 

In  vain  excus’d:  her  Fellows  round  her  prefs’d. 

And  the  Reluctant  Nymph  by  Force  undrefs’d. 


S  he  Naked  Huntrefs  all  her  Shame  reveal’d, 
hi  vain  her  Hands  the  pregnant  Womb  conceal’d  5 


Begone  !  the  Goddefs  cries  with  item  Difdain, 
Begone  !  nor  dare  the  hallow’d  Stream  to  ftain 
'■he  fled,  for-cver  Ban  idl’d  from  the  Train. 
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This  Juno  heard,  who  long  had  watch’d  her  Time 
To  punifh  die  detefled  Rival’s  Crime  5 
The  Time  was  come:  for,  to  enrage  her  more, 

A  lovely  Boy  the  teeming  Rival  bore. 

The  Goddefs  cafl  a  furious  Look,  and  cry’d, 

4C  It  is  enough!  I’m  Fully  fatisfy’d  ! 
sc  This  Boy  fhall  Rand  a  living  Mark,  to  prove 
My  Husband’s  Bafenefs  and  the  Strumpet’s  Love : 

44  But  Vengeance  (hall  Awake:  thofe  guilty  Charms, 
tc  That  drew  the  Thunderer  from  Junos  Arms, 

44  No  longer  (hall  their  wonted  Force  retain, 

44  Nor  pleafe  the  God,  nor  make  the  Mortal  vain. 

This  faid,  her  Hand  within  her  Hair  fhe  wound. 

Swung  her  to  Earth,  and  drag’d  her  on  the  Ground: 

The  proflrate  Wretch  lifts  up  her  Arms  in  Pray ’r  5 
Her  Arms  grow  fhaggy,  and  deform’d  with  Hair, 

Her  Nails  are  fharpen’d  into  pointed  Claws, 

Her  Hands  bear  Half  her  Weight,  and  turn  to  Paws  5 
Her  Lips,  that  once  cou’d  tempt  a  God,  begin 
To  grow  diRorted  in  an  ugly  Grin. 

And,  left  the  fupplicating  Brute  might  reach 
T he  Ears  of  Jove,  (lie  was  depriv’d  of  Speech  : 

Her  Turly  Voice  thro’  a  hoarfc  PalTage  came 
In  lavage  Sounds :  her  Mind  was  Rill  the  fame. 

The  Furry  MonRer  fix’d  her  Eyes  above. 

And  heav’d  her  new  unwieldy  Paws  to  Jove , 

And  beg’d  his  Aid  with  inward  Groans  ;  and  tho’ 

She  could  not  call  him  Falfe,  file  thought  him  fo. 

How  did  (he  fear  to  lodge  in  Woods  alone. 

And  haunt  the  Fields  and  Meadows,  once  her  own! 

Flow  often  wou’d  the  deep-mourh'd  Dogs  purfuc, 

WhilR  from  her  Hounds  die  frighted  Huntrefs  flew! 

Ho  vv 
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How  did  fhe  fear  her  Fellow-Brutes,  and  fhun 
The  fhaggy  Bear,  tho’  now  her  felf  was  one! 

How  from  the  Sight  of  rugged  Wolves  retire, 
Although  the  grim  bycaon  was  her  Sire ! 

But  now  her  Son  had  fifteen  Summers  told. 
Fierce  at  the  Chafe,  and  in  the  ForeB  Bold; 
When,  as  he  beat  the  Woods  in  queB  of  Prey, 

He  chanc’d  to  rouze  his  Mother  where  fhe  lav. 

She  knew  her  Son,  and  kept  him  in  her  Sight, 
And  fondly  gaz’d:  The  Boy  was  in  a  Fright, 
And  aim’d  a  pointed  Arrow  at  her  BreaB, 

And  would  have  Bain  his  Mother  in  the  Beaft  j 
But  Jove  forbad,  and  fnatch’d  ’em  through  the  Air 

o 

In  Whirlwinds  up  to  Heav’n,  and  fix’d  ’em  there: 
Where  the  new  ConBellations  nightly  rife. 

And  add  a  Luftre  to  the  Northern  Skies. 


When  Juno  faw  the  Rival  in  her  Height, 

o  y 

Spangled  with  Stars,  and  circled  round  with  Li 
She  fought  Old  Ocean  in  his  deep  Abodes, 

And  Tetbys ;  both  Rever’d  among  the  Gods. 

They  ask  what  brings  her  there:  <c  Ne’er  ask,  fry 


C  C 


CC 


CC 


CC 


cc 


CC 


cc 


CC 


cc 


lie 


W hat  brings  me  here,  Heav’n  is  no  Place  for  Me 
You’ll  fee,  when  Night  has  cover’d  all  things  o’er, 
Jove's  Barry  BaBard  and  triumphant  Whom 

Ufurp  the  Heav’ns  ,*  You’ll  fee  ’em  proudly  roul 
In  their  new  Orbs,  and  brighten  all  the  Pole. 

And  who  fhall  now  on  Juno's  Altars  wait. 

When  Thofe  flic  hates  grow  Greater  by  her  Hate ; 
I  on  the  Nymph  a  Brutal  Form  imprefs’d, 

Jove  to  a  Goddcfs  has  transform’d  the  BeaB; 

This,  This  was  all  my  weak  Revenge  could  do  : 
But  let  the  God  his  chafle  Amours  purfuc. 


te  Then  may  he  call  his  Jmo  off,  and  lead 
cc  The  great  Lycaons  Offspring  to  his  Bed. 
fc  But  you,  ye  venerable  Pow’rs,  be  kind, 
tc  And,  if  my  Wrongs  a  due  Refentment  find, 

<c  Receive  not  in  your  Waves  their  Setting  Beams, 
Nor  let  the  glaring  Strumpet  taint  your  Streams. 
The  Goddefs  ended,  and  her  Wifh  was  giv’n. 
Back  fhe  return’d  in  Triumph  up  to  Heav’n; 

Her  gawdy  Peacocks  drew  her  through  the  Skies, 
Their  Tails  were  Spotted  with  a  thoufandEyes  s 

T he  Eyes  of  Argus  on  their  T ails  were  rang’d. 

At  the  fame  time  the  Raven's  Colour  chang’d. 


7 he  Story  of  Coronis,  and  Birth  of  JK  sculapiu  s. 

The  Raven  once  in  Snowy  Plumes  was  drefl. 

White  as  the  whiteE  Dove’s  un  fully ’d  BreaE, 

Pair  as  the  Guardian  of  the  Capitol, 

Soft  as  the  Swan  j  a  large  and  lovely  F  owl  j 

His  Tongue,  his  prating  Tongue  had  chang’d  him  quite 

To  footy  Blacknefs  from  the  pureE  White. 

The  Story  of  his  Change  (hall  here  be  told; 

In  Thefaly  there  liv’d  a  Nymph  of  old, 

Coronis  nam’d ;  a  peerlefs  Maid  fhe  fllin’d, 

ConfeE  the  FaireE  of  the  fairer  Kind. 

Apollo  lov’d  her,  till  her  Guilt  he  knew. 

While  true  fhe  was,  or  whilE  he  thought  her  true. 

But  his  own  Bird  the  Raven  chanc’d  to  find 
The  falfe  one  with  a  fecret  Rival  joyn’d. 

Coronis  begg’d  him  to  fupprefs  the  Talc, 

But  could  not  with  repeated1  Pray ’rs  prevail. 
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His  milk-white  Pinions  to  the  God  he  ply’d  j 
The  bufy  Daw  flew  with  him.  Side  by  Side, 
And  by  a  thoufand  teizing  Queftions  drew 
Th’ important  Secret  from  him  as  they  flew. 
The  Daw  gave  honeft  Counfel,  tho’  defpis’d. 
And,  tedious  in  her  Tattle,  thus  advis’d. 


CC 


Stay,  filly  Bird,  th’ill-natur’d  Task  refufe 


CC 


cc 


cc 


CC 


cc 


cc 


cc 


CC 


cc 


cc 


cc 


“  Nor  be  the  Bearer  of  unwelcome  News. 

Be  warnd  by  My  Example :  you  difcern 

What  now  I  am,  and  what  I  was  fhall  learn. 

/ 

My  fpolifh  Honefty  was  all  my  Crime ; 

TheA  hear  my  Story.  Once  upon  a  Time, 

The  two-fhapd  Eritthonius  had  his  Birth 
('Without  a  Mother!  from  the  teeming  Earth, 
Minerva  nurs’d  him,  and  the  Infant  laid 
Within  a  Chefl,  of  twining  Oilers  made. 

The  Daughters  of  King  Cecrops  undertook 
To  guard  the  Chefl,  commanded  not  to  look 
On  what  was  hid  within.  I  flood  to  fee 
The  Charge  obeyd,  perch’d  on  a  neighb’ring  Tree 

The  Sifters  Tandrofos  and  Hersb  keep 
The  ftri<5fc  Command)  Aglauros  needs  would  Peep, 
And  faw  the  monftrous  Infant  in  a  Fright, 

And  call’d  her  Sifters  to  the  hideous  Sight: 

A  Boy’s  foft  Shape  did  to  the  Wafte  prevail. 

But  the  Boy  ended  in  a  Dragon’s  Tail. 

I  told  the  ftern  Minerva  all  that  pafs’d,  . 

But  for  my  Pains,  difcarded  and  difgrac’d. 

The  frowning  Goddefs  drove  me  from  her  Sight, 
And  for  her  Fav’rite  chofe  the  Bird  of  Night. 

Be  then  no  Tell-Tale  5  for  I  think  my  Wrong 
Enough  to  teach  a  Bird  to  hold  her  Tongue. 


CC 


CC 


c  c 


CC 


CC 


c  c 


CC 


CC 
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CC 
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£C  But  you,  perhaps,  may  think  I  was  remov’d, 

££  As  never  by  the  heav’nly  Maid  belov’d : 

££  But  I  was  lov’d  ;  ask  Pallas  if  I  lye ; 

£‘  Tho’  Valias  ha!te  me  now.  Ole  won’t  deny: 

£C  For  I,  whom  in  a  feathefd  Shape  you  view, 

££  Was  once  a  Maid  (by  Heav’n  the  Story’s  true,) 

££  A  blooming  Maid,  and  a  King’s  Daughter  too. 

££  A  Crowd  of  Lovers  own’d  my  Beauty’s  Charms  > 
££  My  Beauty  was  the  Caufe  of  all  my  Harms; 

££  Neptune,  as  on  his  Shores  I  wont  to  rove, 

££  Obfcrv’d  me  in  my  Walks,  and  fell  in  Love. 

££  He  made  his  CourtOlip,  he  confefs’d  his  Pain, 

££  And  offer’d  Force  when  all  his  Arts  were  vain  5 
tc  Swift  lie  purfu’d:  I  ran  along  the  Strand, 

“  Till,  fpent  and  weary’d  on  the  linking  Sand, 

££  I  fliriek’d  aloud,  with  Cries  I  fill’d  the  Air 
££  To  Gods  and  Men  5  nor  God  nor  Man -was  there: 


££  A  Virgin  Goddefs  heard  a  Virgin’s  Pray’r. 

££  For,  as  my  Arms  I  lifted  to  the  Skies, 

££  I  faw  Black  Feathers  from  my  Fingers  rife ; 

££  I  llrove  to  fling  my  Garment  on  the  Ground ; 

£e  My  Garment  turn’d  to  Plumes,  and  girt  me  round : 
“  My  Hands  to  beat  my  naked  Bofom  try ; 

££  Nor  naked  Bofom  how  nor  Hands  had  I. 


CC 
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<c  Lightly  I  tript,  nor  weary  as.  before 
“  Sunk  in  the  Sand,  blit  skim’d  along  the  Shore; 
<£  Till,  rifing  on  my  Wings,  I  was  prefer’d 
£C  To  be  the  chafte  Minerva s  Virgin  Bird: 

££  Prefer’d  in  vain!  I  now  am  in  Difgrace  : 
f  c  NyBimcne  the  Owl  enjoys  my  Place. 

£C  On  Her  inccftuous  Life  I  need  not  dwell, 
c  (In  Lesbos  Bill  the  horrid  Talc  they  tell) 


c  c 


c  c 


u 


And 
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£c  And  of  her  dire  Amours  you  mult  have  heard, 

* 

C£  For  which  fhe  now  does  Penance  in  a  Bird, 

<c  That,  confcious  of  her  Shame,  avoids  the  Light 
ec  And  loves  the  gloomy  Covering  of  the  Night; 
cc  The  Birds,  where-e’er  fhe  flutters,  fcare  away 


£C  The  Hooting  wretch,  and  drive  her  from  the  Day. 

The  Raven,  urg’d  by  fuch  Impertinence, 

Grew  Paflionate,  it  feems,  and  took  Offence, 

And  curft  the  harmlefs  Daw ;  the  Daw  withdrew : 
The  Raven  to  her  injur’d  Patron  flew. 

And  found  him  out,  and  told  the  fatal  Truth 
Of  falfe  Coronis  and  the  favour’d  Youth. 

The  God  was  wroth ;  the  Colour  left  his  Look, 
The  Wreath  his  Head,  the  Harp  his  Hand  forfook: 
His  Silver  Bow  and  feather’d  Shafts  he  took. 

And  lodg’d  an  Arrow  in  the  tender  Breafl: 

That  had  fo  often  to  his  own  been  preft. 

Down  fell  the  wounded  Nymph,  and  fadly  groan’d 
And  pull’d  his  Arrow  reeking  from  the  Wound  ; 
And  weltring  in  her  Blood,  thus  faintly  cry’d. 


tc 


Ah  cruel  God !  tho’  I  have  juftly  dy’d 


CC 


What 


my  unborn  Infant  done 


£C  That  He  fhould  fall,  and  Two  expire  in  One  > 
This  faid,  in  Agonies  file  fetch’d  her  Breath. 

The  God  diffolves  in  Pity  at  her  Death ; 

He  hates  the  Bird  that  made  her  Falfhood  known. 
And  hates  himfelf  for  what  himfclf  had  done; 

The  feather’d  Shaft,  that  fent  her  to  the  Fates, 

And  his  own  Hand,  that  fent  the  Shaft,  he  hates. 
Fain  would  he  heal  the  Wound,  and  cafe  her  Pain 
And  tries  the  Compafs  of  his  Art  in  vain. 
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Soon  as  he  faw  the  lovely  Nymph  expire. 

The  Pile  made  ready,  and  the  kindling  Fire, 

With  Sighs  and  Groans  her  Obfequies  he  kept. 
And,  if  a  God  could  weep,  the  God  had  wept. 

Her  Corps  he  kifs’d,  and  heav’nly  Incenfe  brought. 
And  folemniz’d  the  Death  Himfelf  had  wrought. 

But,  left  his  Offspring  fhould  her  Fate  partake, 
Spight  of  thTmmorta  1  Mixture  in  his  Make, 

He  ript  her  Womb,  and  fet  the  Child  at  large. 

And  gave  him  to  the  Centaur  Chiron’s  Charge  : 

Then  in  his  Fury  Black’d  the  Raven  o’er. 

And  bid  him  Prate  in  his  White  plumes  no  more. 

O  c  y  r  r  h  o  e  transform'd  to  a  Mare . 

Old  Chiron  took  the  Babe  with  fecret  Joy, 

Proud  of  the  Charge  of  the  Celeftial  Boy. 

His  Daughter  too,  whom  on  the  fandy  Shore 


The  Nymph  Chariclo  to  the  Centaur  bore. 

With  Hair  difhevel’d  on  her  Shoulders  came 
To  fee  the  Child,  Ocyrrhoe  was  her  Name  $ 

She  knew  her  Father’s  Arts,  and  could  rehearfe 
1  he  Depths  of  Prophecy  in  founding  Verfe. 
Once,  as  the  lacred  Infant  Hie  Purvey’d, 

The  God  was  kindled  in  the  raving  Maid, 

And  thus  file  utter’d  her  Prophetick  Tale  > 
tc  Hail,  great  Phyfician  of  the  World,  All-ha 
tc  Hail,  mighty  Infant,  who  in 


Years 


cc 


c  c 


cc 


cc 


Ci 


Shalt  heal  the  Nations,  and  defraud  the  Tomb  3 
Swift  be  thy  Growth!  thy  Triumphs  unconfin’d! 
Make  Kingdoms  thicker,  and  increafe  Mankind 
Thy  daring  Art  lb  all  animate  the  Dead, 

And  draw  the  Thunder  on  thy  guilty  Head: 
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«  Then  {halt  thou  dye,  but  from  the  dark  Abode 
4C  Rife  up  Victorious,  and  be  Twice  a  God. 
ec  And  Thou,  my  Sire,  not  deftin’d  by  thy  Birth 
tc  To  turn  to  Dult,  and  mix  with  common  Earth, 

“  How  wilt  thou  tofs,  and  rave,  and  long  to  dye, 

Cc  And  quit  thy  Claim  to  Immortality  ; 
cc  When  thou  (halt  feel,  enrag’d  with  inward  Pains, 

£c  The  Hydras  Venom  rankling  in  thy  Veins  ? 

<c  The  Gods,  in  Pity,  (hall  contract  thy  Date, 
cc  And  give  thee  over  to  the  Pow’r  of  Fate. 

Thus,  enfring  into  Deftiny,  the  Maid 
The  Secrets  of  offended  Jove  betray’d: 

More  had  fhe  ftill  to  fay  5  but  now  appears 
Opprefs’d  with  Sobs  and  Sighs,  and  drown’d  in  Tears. 

My  Voice,  fays  file,  is  gone,  my  Language  fails ; 
ft  Through  ev’ry  Limb  my  kindred  Shape  prevails  : 

£C  Why  did  the  God  this  fatal  Gift  impart, 
cc  And  with  prophetick  Raptures  fwell  my  Heart ! 

<c  W  hat  new  Defires  are  thefe  ?  I  long  to  pace 
£C  O’er  flow ry  Meadows,  and  to  feed  on  Grafs* 
cc  I  haften  to  a  Brute,  a  Maid  no  more? 
cc  But  why,  alas  !  am  I  transform’d  all  o’er? 
c£  My  Sire  does  Half  a  human  Shape  retain, 
cc  And  in  his  upper  Parts  preferves  the  Man. 

Her  Tongue  no  more  diftinCt  Complaints  affords. 
But  in  filrill  Accents  and  mif-illapen  Words 
Pours  forth  fuch  hideous  Wailings,  as  declare 
The  Human  Form  confounded  in  the  Mare  : 

Till  by  degrees  accomplifh’d  in  the  Beaft, 

She  neigh’d  outright,  and  all  the  Steed  expreft. 

Her  Hooping  Body  on  her  Hands  is  born. 

Her  Hands  are  turn’d  to  Hoofs,  and  (hod  in  Horn  > 
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Her  yellow  Treftes  ruffle  in  a  Mane, 

And  in  a  flowing  Tail  fhe  frisks  her  Train;  ,.b< 
The  Mare  was  finifli’d  in  her  Voice  and  Look, 
And  a  new  Name  from,  the  new  Figure  took. 


- 


T he  Transformation  of  Battus  to  a  Touch-ftone . 

Sore  wept  the  Centaur,  and  to  Phcebus  pray’d; 

But  how  could  Thcebus  give  the  Centaur  Aid  ? 
Degraded  of  his  Pow’r  by  angry  Jo-ve, 

In  Elis  Then  a  Herd  of  Beeves  he  drove ; 

And  wielded  in  his  Hand  a  Staff  of  Oak, 

And  o’er  his  Shoulders  threw  the  Shepherd’s  Cloak ; 
On  fev’n  compacted  Reeds  he  us’d  to  play. 

And  on  his  Rural  Pipe  to  wafte  the  Day. 

As  once,  attentive  to  his  Pipe,  he  play’d. 

The  crafty  Hermes  from  the  God  convey’d 
A  Drove,  that  fep’rate  from  their  Fellows  ffcray’d. 
The  Theft  an  old  infidious  Peafant  view’d, 

(They  call'd  him  Battus  in  the  Neighbourhood) 

Hir’d  by  a  wealthy  Pyl tan  Prince  to  feed 
His  fav’ritc  Marcs,  and  watch  the  gen’rous  Breed. 
The  thievifh  God  fufpe£fced  him,  and  took 
The  Hind  afidc,  and  thus  in  Whifpers  fpoke; 
ct  Difcover  not  the  Theft,  whoe’er  thou  be, 

cc  And  take  that  milk-white  Heifer  for  thy  Fee. 

# 

c  Go,  Stranger,  cries  the  Clown,  fccurely  on, 
cc  That  Stone  fhall  fooner  tell,  and  fhow’d  a  Stone. 

The  God  withdrew,  but  ftrait  return’d  again. 

In  Speech  and  Habit  like  a  Country  Swain ; 

And  cries  out,  tc  Neighbour,  haft  thou  feen  a  Stray 
ee  Of  Bullocks  and  of  Heifers  pafs  this  Way  £ 


cc  In 
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‘c  In  the  Recov’ry  of  my  Cattle  join, 
tc  A  Bullock  and  a  Heifer  fhall  be  thine. 

The  Peafant  quick  replies,  <c  You’ll  find  ’em  there 
In  yon  dark  V ale  ;  and  in  the  V ale  they  were.. 
The  Double  Bribe  had  his  falfe  Heart  beguil’d: 
The  God,  fuccefsful  in  the  Tryah  fmil’dj 
ec  And  doll  thou  thus  betray  my  felf  to  Me? 

Me  to  my  felf  doft  thou  betray?  fays  he: 
Then  to  a  Touch-Jlone  turns  the  faithlefs  Spy, 

And  in  his  Name  records  his  Infamy. 


9  1 

7  he  Story  of  Aglauros,  transform  d  into  a  Statue , 
This  done,  the  God  flew  up  on  high,  and  pafs’d 

O’er  lofty  Athens ,  by  Minerva  grac’d. 

And  wide  Munichia ,  whilft  his  Eyes  Purvey 
All  the  vaft  Region  that  beneath  him  lay. 

5Twas  now  the  Feaft,  when  each  Athenian  Maid 
Her  yearly  Homage  to  Minerva  paid  5 
In  Caniflers,  with  Garlands  covet’d  o’er. 

High  on  their  Heads  their  myflick  Gifts  they  bore: 
And  now,  returning  in  a  folemii  Train, 

The  Troop  of  fhining  Virgins  fill’d  the  Plain. 

The  God  well-pleas’d  beheld  the  pompous  Show 
And  fiiw  the  bright  Proceffion  pafs  below  5 
Then  veer’d  about,  and  took  a  wheeling  Flight, 

And  hover’d  o’er  them  :  As  the  fpreading  Kite, 

That  fmclls  the  flaughter’d  Victim  from  on  high, 
flics  at  a  Diftance,  if  the  Priefts  are  nigh. 

And  foils  around,  and  keeps  it  in  her  Eye } 

So  kept  the  God  the  Virgin  Quire  in  view. 

And  in  flow  winding  Circles  round  them  flew. 
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As  Lucifer  excells  the  meaneft  Star, 

Or,  as  the  full-orb’d  Phoebe  Lucifer  ; 

So  much  did  Herse  all  the  reft  outvy. 

And  gave  a  Grace  to  the  Solemnity. 

Hermes  was  fir’d,  as  in  the  Clouds  he  hung : 

So  the  cold  Bullet,  that  witlYFury  flung 
From  Balearick  Engines  mounts  on  high. 

Glows  in  the  Whirl,  and  bums  along  the  Sky. 

At  length  he  pitch’d  upon  the  Ground,  and  fhov/d 
The  Form  Divine,  the  Features  of  a  God. 

He  knew  their  Vertue  o’er  a  Female  Heart, 

And  yet  he  ftrives  to  better  them  by  Art. 

He  hangs  his  Mantle  loofe,  and  fets  to  £how 
The  golden  Edging  on  the  Seam  below  > 

Adjufts  his  flowing  Curls,  and  in  his  Hand 
Waves,  with  an  Air,  the  Sleep-procuring  Wand; 
The  glitfring  Sandals  to  his  Feet  applies. 

And  to  each  Heel  the  well  trim’d  Pinion  ties. 

His  Ornaments  with  niceft  Art  difplay’d. 

He  feeks  th’  Apartment  of  the  Royal  Maid. 

The  Roof  was  all  with  polifh’d  Iv’ry  lin’d. 

That,  richly  mix’d,  in  Clouds  of  Tortoifc  fllin’d. 


Three  Rooms,  contiguous 


Range  were  plac’d 


The  Midmoft  by  the  beauteous  Herse  grac’d 
Her  Virgin  Sifters  lodg’d  on  either  Side. 

"os  firft  th’  approaching  God  defcry’d, 


And 


crofs’d  her  Chamber,  ask’d  his  N 


And  what  his  Bufincfs  was.  and 


CC 


cc 


cc 


cc 


I  come,  rcply’d  the  God,  from  Hcav’n  to 
Your  Sifter,  and  to  make  an  Aunt  of  you 
I  am  the  Son  and  Meflenger  of  ffoves 
My  Name  is  Mercury 3  my  Bus’ncfs  Love  ; 


woo 


i 
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tc  Do  you,  kind  Damfel,  take  a  Lover’s  Part, 
cc  And  gain  Admittance  to  your  Sifter’s  Heart. 

She  ftar’d  him  in  the  Face  with  Looks  amaz’d, 

As  when  fhe  on  Minerva  s  Secret  gaz’d. 

And  asks  a  mighty  Treafure  for  her  Hire, 

And,  till  he  brings  it,  makes  the  God  retire. 

Mmerva  griev’d  to  fee  the  Nymph  fucceed ; 

And  now  retnembring  the  late  impious  Deed, 

When,  difobedient  to  her  ftridt  Command, 

She  touch’d  the  Cheft  with  an  unhallow’d  Hands 
In  big-fwoln  Sighs  her  inward  Rage  exprefs’d 
That  heav’d  the  riling  EEgis  on  her  Breaft ; 

Then  fought  out  Envy  in  her  dark  Abode, 

Defil’d  with  ropy  Gore  and  Clots  of  Blood  : 

Shut  from  the  Winds  and  from  the  wholefome  Skies 
In  a  deep  Vale  the  gloomy  Dungeon  lies, 

Difmal  and  Cold,  where  not  a  Beam  of  Light 
Invades  the  Winter,  or  difturbs  the  Night. 

Direcftly  to  the  Cave  her  Courfe  fhe  fleer’d ; 
Againft  the  Gates  her  martial  Lance  file  rear’d ; 

The  Gates  flew  open,  and  the  Fiend  appear’d. 

A  pois’nous  Morfel  in  her  Teeth  Hie  chew’d. 

And  gorg’d  the  Flefh  of  Vipers  for  her  Food. 
JVHnerva  loathing,  turn’d  away  her  Eye  ; 

The  hideous  Monfter,  riling  Heavily, 

Came  (talking  forward  with  a  fullen  Pace, 

Cm 

And  left  her  mangled  Offals  on  the  Place. 

Soon  as  fhe  fliw  the  Goddefs  gay  and  bright. 

She  fetch’d  a  Groan  at  fuch  a  chearful  Sight. 

Livid  and  meagre  were  her  Looks,  her  Eye 
In  foul  diftorted  Glances  turn’d  awry  5 
A  Hoard  of  Gall  her  inward  Parts  poffefs’d. 

And  fpread  a  Greennefs  o’er  her  canker’d.  Breaft 5 


6S 


OVID's  Metamorphoses 


B  o  o  k  II 


Her  Teeth  were  brown  with  Rufl,  and  from  her  Tong 
In  dangling  Drops,  the  ftringy  Pqifon  hung. 

She  never  fmiles  but  when  the  Wretched  weep. 

Nor  lulls  her  Malice  with  a  Moment’s  Sleep, 

Reftlefs  in  Spite  :  while  watchful  to  deftroy. 

She  pines  and  fickens  at  Another’s  Joy; 

Foe  to  her  felf,  difirefling  and  diflrefl. 

She  bears  her  own  Tormenter  in  her  Breafl. 

The  Goddefs  gave  (for  file  abhorr’dher  Sight) 

A  fliort  Command:  To  Athens  fpeed  thy  Flight; 

cc  On  curft  Aglauros  try  thy  utmoft  Art, 
et  And  fix  thy  rankefl  Venoms  in  her  Heart. 


This  faid,  her  Spear  {he  pufh’d  againft  the  Ground, 

And  mounting  from  it  with  an  adlive  Bound, 

Flew  off  to  Heav’n :  The  Hag  with  Eyes  askew 

Look’d  up,  and  mutter’d  Curfes  as  fhe  flew  ; 

For  fore  fhe  fretted,  and  began  to  grieve 

At  the  Succefs  which  file  her  felf  mufl  give. 

Then  takes  lier  Staff,  hung  round  with  Wreaths  of  Thom 

And  fails  along,  in  a  black  Whirlwind  born, 

O’  er  Fields  and  flow’ry  Meadows:  Where  fhe  fleers 
Her  baneful  Courfe,  a  mighty  Blafl  appears. 

Mildews  and  Blights ;  the  Meadows  are  defac’d. 


The  Fields,  the  Flow 


and 


whole  Year  laid  wafte 


On  Mortals  next,  and  peopled  Towns  file  falls. 
And  breathes  a  burning  Plague  among  their  Walls. 

When  Athens  file  beheld,  for  Arts  renown’d. 

With  Peace  made  happy,  and  with  Plenty  crown'd. 
Scarce  could  the  hideous  Fiend  from  Tears  forbear. 
To  find  out  nothing  that  Dcfcrv’d  a  Tear. 

Th’  Apartment  now  fhe  enter’d,  where  at  roll 
Aglauros  lay,  with  gentle  Sleep  oppreft. 


To 
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To  execute  ' Minerva! -s dire  Command, 

She  ftroak’d  the  Virgin  with  her  canker’d  Hand, 
Then  prickly  Thorns  into  her  Bread;  convey’d. 

That  dung  to  Madnefs  the  devoted  Maid  : 

Her  fubtle  Venom  Bill  improves  the  Smart, 

Frets  in  the  Blood,  and  fefters  in  the  Heart. 

To  make  the  Work  more  furc,  a  Scene  the  drew 

* 

And  plac’d  before  the  dreaming  Virgin’s  View 
Her  Sifter’s  Marriage,  and  her  glorious  Fate : 

Th’ imaginary  Bride  appears  in  State; 

The  Bride-groom  with  unwonted  Beauty  glows; 

For  Envy  Magnifies  what-e’er  (he  fhows. 

Full  of  the  Dream,  Aglauros  pin'd  away 
In  Tears  all  Night,  in  Darknefs  all  the  Day ; 
Confum’d  like  Ice,  that  juft  Begins  to  run. 

When  feebly  fmitten  by  the  diftant  Sun ; 

Or  like  unwholfome  Weeds,  that  fet  on  Fire 
Are  flowly  wafted,  and  in  Smoke  expire. 

Giv’n  up  to  Envy  (for  in  cv’ry  Thought 

The  Thorns,  the  Venom,  and  the  Vifion  wrought; 

Oft  did  the  call  on  Death,  as  oft  decreed. 

Rather  than  fee  her  Sifter’s  With  fucceed. 

To  tell  her  awfull  Father  what  had  paft : 

At  length  before  the  Door  her  felf  the  caft  ; 

And,  fitting  on  the  Ground  with  fullen  Pride, 

A  Paflage  to  the  Love-fick  God  deny’d. 

The  God  carefs’d,  and  for  Admiffion  pray’d. 

And  footh’d  in  fofteft  Words  th’ envenom’d  Maid* 


In  vain  he  footh’d 


Begone !  the  Maid  repl 


<c  Or  here  I  keep  my  Seat,  and  never  rife. 

4  Then  keep  thy  Seat  for  ever,  cries  the  God, 
And  touch’d  the  Door,  wide-op’ning  to  his  Rod 

T 


70 


O  V  1  D’s  Metamorphoses. 


Book  II 


Fain  would  file  rife,  and  ftop  him,  but  ftle  found 

Her  Trunk  too  heavy  to  forfake  the  Ground; 

•  • 

Her  Joynts  are  all  benuni’d,  her  Hands  are  pale, 

And  Marble  now  appears  in  ev’ry  Nail. 

As  when  a  Cancer  in  the  Body  feeds^ 

And  gradual  Death  from  Limb  to  Limb  proceeds  > 

So  does  the  Chilnefs  to  each  vital  Part 
Spread  by  degrees,  and  creeps  into  her  Heart  > 

Till  hard'ning  ev’ry  where,  and  fpeechlefs  grown. 

She  fits  unmov’d,  and  freezes  to  a  Stone. 

But  ftill  her  envious  Hue  and  fullen  Mien 
Are  in  the  Sedentary  Figure  feen. 

■ 

E  u  r  o  p  a  *s  Rape. 

A 

When  now  the  God  his  Fury  had  allay’d. 

And  taken  Vengeance  of  the  ftubborn  Maid, 

From  where  the  bright  Athenian  Turrets  rife 
He  mounts  aloft,  and  re-afcetids  the  Skies. 

Jove  faw  him  enter  the  fublime  Abodes, 

And,  as  he  mix’d  among  the  Crowd  of  Gods, 

Beckon’d  him  out,  and  drew  him  from  the  Reft, 

And  in  foft  Whifpers  thus  his  Will  expreft. 

<c  My  trufty  Hermes ,  by  who’s  Ready  Aid 
cc  T  hy  Sire’s  Commands  are  through  the  World  convey’d 
£C  Refumc  thy  Wings,  exert  their  utmoft  Force, 
cc  And  to  the  Walls  of  Sidon  fpeed  thy  Courfe ; 

cc  There  find  a  Herd  of  Heifers  wandring  o’er 
cc  The  neighboring  Hill,  and  drive  ’em  to  the  Shore. 
Thus  fpolce  the  God,  concealing  his  Intent. 

The  trufty  Hermes  on  his  MefTage  went, 

And  found  the  Herd  of  Heifers  wandring  o’er 
A  neighb’ring  Hill,  and  drove  ’em  to  the  Shore; 
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Where  the  King’s  Daughter,  with  a  lovely  Train 
Of  Fellow-Nymphs,  was  {porting  on  the  Plain. 

The  Dignity  of  Empire  laid  afidey 
(For  Love  but  ill  agrees  with  Kingly  Pride.) 

The  Ruler  of  the  Skies,  the  Thund’ring  God, 
Who  fhakes  the  Worlds  Foundations  with  a  Nod. 
Among  a  Herd  of  lowing  Heifers  ran. 

Frisk’d  in  a  Bull,  and  bellow’d  o’er  the  Plain. 
Large  Rolls  of  Fat  about  his  Shoulders  clung, 

And  from  his  Neck  the  double  Dewlap  hung. 

His  Skin  was  whiter  than  the  Snow  that  lies 
Unfully’d  by  the  Breath  of  Southern  Skies ; 

Small  fhining  Horns  on  his  curl'd  Forehead  Hand, 
As  turn’d  and  polifh'd  by  the  Work-man’s  Hand; 
His  Eye-balls  rowl’d,  not  formidably  bright. 

But  gaz’d  and  languifh’d  with  a  gentle  Light. 

His  ev’ry  Look  was  peaceful,  and  expreft 
The  Softnefs  of  the  Lover  in  the  Bead. 

Age nor’s  Royal  Daughter,  as  fhe  plaid 
Among  the  Fields,  the  Milk-white  Bull  furvey’d. 
And  view’d  his  fpotlefs  Body  with  Delight, 

And  at  a  Distance  kept  him  in  her  Sight. 

At  length  file  pluck’d  the  riling  Flow’rs,  and  fed 
The  gentle  Bead,  and  fondly  ftroak’d  his  Head. 

He  Hood,  welfpleas’d  to  Touch  the  charming  Fair, 
But  hardly  could  confine  his  Pleafnre  there. 

And  now  he  wantons  o’er  the  neighb’ring  Strand, 
Now  rowls  his  Body  on  the  yellow  Sand ; 

And,  now  perceiving  all  her  Fears  decay'd. 

Comes  toffing  forward  to  the  Royal  Maid ; 

Gives  her  his  Break  to  Broke,  and  downward  turns 
His  gridy  Brow,  and  gently  doops  his  Horns. 
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In  flow’ry  Wreaths  the  Royal  Virgin  dreffc 
His  bending  Horns,  and  kindly  clapt  his  Bread. 

Till  now  grown  wanton,  and  devoid  of  Fear, 

Not  knowing  that  fbe  pred  the  Thunderer, 

She  plac'd  her  felf  upon  his  Back,  and  rode 
O’er  Fields  and  Meadows,  feated  on  the  God. 

He  gently  march’d  along,  and  by  degrees 
Left  the  dry  Meadow,  and  approach’d  the  Seas  5 
Where  now  he  dips  his  Hoofs  and  wets  his  Thighs, 
Now  plunges  in,  and  carries  off  the  Prize. 

The  frighted  Nymph  looks  backward  on  the  Shoar, 
And  hears  the  tumbling  Billows  round  her  roars 
But  Hill  i lie  holds  him  fall :  one  Hand  is  bom 
Upon  his  Back  ;  the  other  grafps  a  Horn  : 

Her  Train  of  ruffling  Garments  flies  behind. 

Swells  in  the  Air,  and  hovers  in  the  Wind. 

Through  Storms  and  Tempeds  he  the  Virgin  bore 
And  lands  her  fafe  on  the  Di&ean  Shore ; 

Where  now,  in  his  Divined  Form  array’d. 

In  his  true  Shape  he  captivates  the  Maid  j 
Who  gazes  on  him,  and  with  wond’ring  Eyes 
Beholds  the  new  majellick  Figure  rife. 

His  glowing  Features,  and  celeftial  Light, 

And  all  the  God  difcover’d  to  her  Sight. 


The  End  of  the  Second  Book 
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Tratijlated  by  Mr „  A  I)  D  I  S  O  N. 


The  Story  of  Cadmus 


HEN  now  Agenor  had  his  Daughter  loft. 

He  fent  his  Son  to  fearch  on  ev’ry  Coaft  j 
And  fternly  bid  him  to  his  Arms  reftore 
The  Darling  Maid,  or  fee  his  Face  no  more. 
But  live  an  Exile  in  a  foreign  Clime > 

Thus  was  the  Father  Pious  to  a  Crime. 

The  reftlefs  Youth  fearch’d  all  the  World  around  ? 
But  how  can  Jove  iii  his  Amours  be  found  ? 

When  tir’d  at  length  with  unfucccfsful  Toif 
To  fhun  his  angry  Sire  and  Native  Soil, 

He  goes  a  Suppliant  to  the  D  elf  hick  Dome ; 

There  asks  the  God  what  new-appointed  Home 
Should  end  his  Wandrings,  and  his  Toils  relieve. 

1.  he  Defy  hick  Oracles  this  Anfwer  give. 


CC 


Behold  among  the  Fields  a  lonely  Cow 


CC 


Unworn  with  Yokes,  unbroken  to  the  Plow 

U 
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ec  Mark  well  the  Place  where  firfi:  Hie  lays  her  down, 

H  * 

% 

Cf  There  meafure  out  thy  Walls,  and  build  thy  Town 

cc  And  from  thy  Guide  B*otia  call  the  Land, 

tc  In  which  the  deftin’d  Walls  and  Town  {hall  Hand. 

No  fooner  had  he  left  the  dark  Abode, 

Big  with  the  Promife  of  the  2)  e  Ip  hick  God, 


When  in  the  Fields  the  fatal  Cow  he  view’d. 


Nor  call’d  with  Yokes 


worn  with  Servitude 


Her  gently  at  a  Diftance  he  purfu’d; 

And,  as  he  walk’d  aloof,  in  Silence  pray’d 
To  the  great  Pow’r  whofe  Counfelshe  obey’d. 

Her  Way  through  dowry  Parnpe  fhe  took, 

And  now,  Cephifa,  crofs’d  thy  Silver  Brook; 

When  to  the  ITeav’ns  her  fpacious  Front  fhe  rais’d. 
And  bellow’d  thrice,  then  backward  turning  gaz’d 
On  thofe  behind,  till  on  the  deftin’d  Place 

She  Hoop’d,  and  couch’d  amid  the  riling  Grafs. 

Cadmus  falutes  the  Soil,  and  gladly  hails 

The  new-found  Mountains,  and  the  namelefs  Vales 
And  thanks  the  Gods,  and  turns  about  his  Eye 
To  fee  his  new  Dominions  round  him  lye ; 

Then  fends  his  Servants  to  a  neigh  bring  Grove 
For  living  Streams,  a  Sacrifice  to  Jew. 


O  er  the  wide  PI 


rofe  a  fhady  Wood 


Of  aged  Trees?  in  its  dark  Bofom  Hood 
A  bufhy  Thicket,  pathlefs  and  unworn. 

O’er- run  with  Brambles,  and  perplex’d  with  Thorn 
Amidft  the  Brake  a  hollow  Den  was  found. 

With  Rocks  and  fhelving  Arches  vaulted  round. 

Deep  in  the  dreary  Den,  conceal’d  from  Day, 
Sacred  to  Mars ,  a  mighty  Dragon  lav. 

Bloated  with  Poifon  to  a  monftrous  Size  $ 

Ihrc  broke  in  Flafhcs  when  he  glanc’d  his  Eyes: 
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His  tow’ring  C reft:  was  glorious  to  behold. 

His  Shoulders  and  his  Sides  were  fcal’d  with  Gold 
Three  Tongues  he  bran  difh’d  when  he  charg’d  his 
His  Teeth  flood  jaggy  in  Three  dreadful  Rows. 
The  Tyrians  in  the  Den  for  Water  fought. 


3 


And  with  their  Urns  explor’d  the  hollow  Vault: 
from  Side  to  Side  their  empty  Urns  rebound. 

And  rowfe  the  fteeping  Serpent  with  the  Sound. 

Strait  he  beftirs  him,  and  is  feen  to  rife  j 
And  now  with  dreadful  Hidings  fills  the  Skies, 

And  darts  his  forky  Tongues,  and  rouls  his  glareing  Eyes. 
The  Tyrians  drop  their  Veffels  in  the  Fright, 

All  pale  and  trembling  at  the  hideous  Sight. 

Spire  above  Spire  uprear’d  in  Air  he  flood 
And  gazing  round  him,  over-look’d  the  W ood : 


Then  floating  on  the  Ground,  in  Circles  rowl’d > 


Then  leap’d  upon  them  in  a  mighty  Fold. 

Of  fuch  a  Bulk,  and  fuch  a  monft’rous  Size, 

The  Serpent  in  the  Polar  Circle  lyes. 

That  ftretches  over  half  the  Northern  Skies. 

In  vain  the  Tyrians  on  their  Arms  rely. 

In  vain  attempt  to  fight,  in  vain  to  fly  : 

All  their  Endeavours  and  their  Hopes  are  vain ; 

Some  die  entangl’d  in  the  winding  Train  ; 


Some  arc  devour 


feel  a  loathfom  Death 


Swoln  up  with  Blafts  of  Peftilential  Breath. 

And  now  the  fcorching  Sun  was  mounted  hi 

4 

in  all  its  Luftrc,  to  the  Noon-day  Sky  j 


ZD 


W  Iren 


for  his  Friends,  and  fill'd  with  Cares 


To  ficarch  the  Woods  th’ impatient  Chief  prepares 

* 

A  Lion’s  Hide  around  his  Loins  he  wore, 

Fhe  wcll-poiz’d  Jav’lin  to  the  Field  he  bore 
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Inur'd  to  Blood  ,*  the  far-deftroying  Dart ; 

And,  the  beft  Weapon,  an  undaunted  Heart. 
Soon  as  the  Youth  approach’d  the  fatal  Place, 

He  faw  his  Servants  breathlefs  on  the  Grafs  5 

* 

The  fcaly  Foe  amid  their  Corps  he  view’d. 
Basking  at  Eafe,  and  feafling  in  their  Blood. 

£C  Such  Friends,  he  cries,  deferv’d  a  longer  Date  5 
£<r  But  Cadmus  will  revenge,  or  fhare  their  Fate. 
Then  heav’d  a  Stone,  and  riling  to  the  Throw, 
He  fent  it  in  a  Whirlwind  at  the  Foe: 
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A  Tow’r,  alfaulted  by  fo  rude  a  Stroke, 

With  all  its  lofty  Battlements  had  fhook  5 
But  nothing  here  th’  unweildy  Rock  avails. 
Rebounding  harmlefs  from  the  plaited  Scales, 
That,  firmly  join’d,  preferv’d  him  from  a  Wound, 
With  native  Armour  crafted  all  around. 


The  pointed  Jav’lin  more  fuccefsful  flew. 

Which  at  his  Back  the  raging  Warriour  threw  j 
Amid  the  plaited  Scales  it  took  its  Courfe, 

And  in  the  fpinal  Marrow  fpent  its  Force. 

The  Monfter  hifs’d  aloud,  and  rag’d  in  vain, 

And  writh'd  his  Body  to  and  fro  with  Pain ; 

And  bit  the  Spear,  and  wrench’d  the  Wood  away. 
The  Point  ftill  buried  in  the  Marrow  lay. 

And  now  his  Rage,  increaling  with  his  Pain, 
Reddens  his  Eyes,  and  beats  in  ev’ry  Vein  5 
Churn’d  in  his  Teeth  the  foamy  Venom  role, 
Whilft  from  his  Mouth  a  Blaft  of  Vapours  flows, 
Such  as  th’  Infernal  Stygian  Waters  call. 

The  Plants  around  him  wither  in  the  Blaft. 


Now  in  a  Maze  of 


Rings  he  lies  enrowl’d 


Now  all  unravel’d,  and  without  a  Fold  5 


Now, 
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Now,  like  a  Torrent,  with  a  mighty  Force 
Bears  down  the  ForeR  in  his  boifh’rous  Courfe* 
Cadmus  gave  back,  and  on  the  Lion’s  Spoil 
Suflain’d  the  Shock,  then  forc’d  him  to  recoils 
The  pointed  Jav’lin  warded  off  his  Rage  : 

Mad  with  his  Pains,  and  furious  to  engage. 

The  Serpent  champs  the  Steel,  and  bites  the  Spear, 
’Till  Blood  and  Venom  all  the  Point  befmear. 


But  Hill  the  Hurt  he  yet  receiv’d  was  flight  > 

For,  whilR  the  Champion  with  redoubled  Might 
Strikes  home  the  Javlin,  his  retiring  Foe 
Shrinks  from  the  W  ound,  and  difappoints  the  Blow 
The  dauntlefs  Heroe  Rill  purfues  his  Stroke, 

And  preffes  forward,  ’till  a  knotty  Oak 

N 

Retards  his  Foe,  and  Rops  him  in  the  Rear; 

Full  in  his  Throat  he  plung’d  the  fatal  Spear, 

That  in  th’ extended  Neck  a  Paffage  found. 

And  pierc’d  the  folid  Timber  through  the  Wound. 
Fix’d  to  the  reeling  Trunk,  with  many  a  Stroke 
Of  his  huge  Tail,  he  lafh’d  the  Rurdy  Oak  s 
Till  fpent  with  Toil,  and  lab’ring  hard  for  Breath, 
He  now  lay  twifling  in  the  Pangs  of  Death. 

Cadmus  beheld  him  wallow  in  a  Flood 
Of  fwimming  Foifon,  intermix’d  with  Bloods 


When  fuddenly  a  Speech  was  heard  from  high, 
(The  Speech  was  heard,  nor  was  the  Speaker  nigh) 
*c  Why  doR  thou  thus  with  fccrct  Pleafure  fee, 
cc  Infulting  Man !  what  thou  thy  felf  fhalt  be  > 
ARonifh’d  at 'the  Voice,  he  Rood  amaz’d. 

And  all  around  with  inward  Horror  gaz’d : 

W hen  T alias  fwift  defending  from  the  Skies, 

T alias ,  the  Guardian  of  the  Bold  and  Wile, 
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Bids  him  plow  up  the  Fields  and  fcatter  round 
The  Dragon’s  Teeth  o’er  all  the  furrow’d  Ground; 
Then  tells  the  Youth  how  to  his  wond’ring  Eyes 
Embattled  Armies  from  the  Field  {houid  rife. 

He  fows  the  Teeth  at  Pallas’s  Command, 

And  flings  the  future  People  from  his  Hand. 

The  Clods  grow  warm,  and  crumble  where  he  fows 
And  now  the  pointed  Spears  advance  in  Rows  > 

Now  nodding  Plumes  appear,  and  fhining  Crefts, 
Now  the  broad  Shoulders  and  the  riling  Breafts  ; 

O’er  all  the  Field  the  breathing  Harvefl:  fwarms, 

A  growing  Hoffc,  a  Crop  of  Men  and  Arms. 

So  through  the  parting  Stage  a  Figure  rears 
Its  Body  up,  and  Limb  by  Limb  appears 
By  jufl:  Degrees  ;  ’till  all  the  Man  arife. 

And  in  his  full  Proportion  ftrikes  the  Eyes. 

Cadmus  furpriz’d,  and  Battled  at  the  Sight 
Of  his  new  Foes,  prepar’d  himfelf  for  Fight  : 

When  one  cry’d  out,  cc  Forbear,  fond  Man,  forbear 


CC 


To  mingle  in  a  blind  promifcuous  War. 


This  faid,  he  ftruck  his  Brother  to  the  Ground 
Himfelf  expiring  by  another’s  Wound; 

Nor  did  the  Third  his  Conqueft  long  furvive. 
Dying  e’er  fcarce  he  had  begun  to  live. 

The  dire  Example  ran  through  all  the  Field, 


3> 


’Till  Heaps  of  Brothers  were  by  Brothers  kill’d ; 
The  Furrows  fwam  in  Blood :  and  only  five 
Of  all  the  vaft  Increafc  were  left  alive. 

Echion  One,  at  Valias’ s  Command, 

Let  fall  the  guiltlefs  Weapon  from  his  Hand; 
And  with  the  reft  a  peaceful  Treaty  makes. 
Whom  Cadmus  as  his  Friends  and  Partners  takes: 


.  i 
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So  founds  a  City  on  the  promis’d  Earth, 

I 

And  gives  his  new  Besot  ian  Empire  Birth. 

Here  Cadmus  reign’d;  and  now  one  would  have  guefs’t 
The  Royal  Founder  in  his  Exile  bleft : 

Long  did  he  live  within  his  new  Abodes, 

Ally’d  by  Marriage  to  the  deathlefs  Gods, 

And,  in  a  fruitful  Wife’s  Embraces  old, 

A  long  Increafe  of  Children’s  Children  told  : 

But  no  frail  Man,  however  great  or  high, 

Can  be  concluded  bleft  before  he  die. 

■ 

Attceon  was  the  firft  of  all  his  Race, 

Who  griev’d  his  Grandfire  in  his  borrow’d  Face  ; 

Condemn’d  by  ftern  Diana  to  bemoan 

The  branching  Horns,  and  Vifage  not  his  own; 

T o  fhun  his  once-lov’d  Dogs,  to  bound  away. 

And  from  their  Huntfman  to  become  their  Frey. 

And  yet  confider  why  the  Change  was  wrought. 

You’ll  find  it  his  Misfortune,  not  his  Fault  > 

Or  if  a  Fault,  it  was  the  Fault  of  Chance  : 

For  how  can  Guilt  proceed  from  Ignorance? 


In  a  fair  Chace  a  fhady  Mountain  ftood. 

Well  fior’d  with  Game,  and  mark’d  with  Trails  of  Blood 

Here  did  the  Huntfmen  ’till  the  Heat  of  Day 

Purfuc  the  Stag,  and  load  themfclves  with  Prey  5 
When  thus  Atfxon  calling  to  the  rell: 


Cl 


My  Friends,  fa 


J 


Sport  is  at  the  bell: 


c  c 


cc 


cc 


l  c 


The  Sun  is  high  advanc’d,  and  downward  flleds 
His  burning  Beams  dirc6fly  on  our  Heads  5 
Then  by  Confcnt  abftain  from  further  Spoils, 
Call  off  the  Dogs,  and  gather  up  the  Toilcs; 
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ic  And  e’er  to  Morrow’s  Sun  begins  his  Race, 

£C  Take  the  cool  Morning  to  renew  the  Chace. 

They  all  confent,  and  in  a  chearful  Train  ^ 

The  jolly  Huntfmen,  loaden  with  the  Slain,  j> 

Return  in  Triumph  from  the  fultry  Plain.  -> 

Down  in  a  Vale  with  Pine  and  Cyprefs  clad, 

Refrefh’d  with  gentle  Winds,  and  brown  with  Shade, 
The  chafte  Dianas  private  Haunt,  there  flood 
Full  in  the  Centre  of  the  darkfome  Wood 
A  fpacious  Grotto,  all  around  o’er-grown 
With  hoary  Mofs,  and  arch’d  with  Pumice-Hone. 

v  J 

From  out  its  rocky  Clefts  the  Waters  flow. 

And  trickling  fwell  into  a  Lake  below. 

Nature  had  cv’ry  where  fo  plaid  her  Part, 

That  ev’ry  where  {he  feem’d  to  vie  with  Art. 

Here  the  bright  Goddefs,  toil’d  and  chaFd  with  Heat, 
Was  wont  to  bathe  her  in  the  cool  Retreat. 

9 

Here  did  (he  now  with  all  her  Train  refort. 

Panting  with  Heat,  and  breathlefs  from  the  Sport  5 
Her  Armour-bearer  laid  her  Bow  aflde. 

Some  loos'd  her  Sandals,  fomc  her  Veil  unty’dj 
Each  bufy  Nymph  her  proper  Part  undreft  5 
While  Crocale ,  more  Plandy  than  the  reft. 

Gather’d  her  flowing  Hair,  and  in  a  Noofe 
Bound  it  together,  whilft  her  own  hung  loofe. 

Five  of  the  more  ignoble  fort  by  turns 
Fetch  up  the  Water,  and  unlade  their  Urns. 

Now  all  undreft  th’c  filming  Goddefs  flood, 

♦ 

When  young  Jdaon,  wilder ’d  in  the  Wood, 

To  the  cool  Grott  by  his  hard  Fate  betray’d. 

The  Fountains  fill’d  with  naked  Nymphs  furvey’d. 

The  frighted  Virgins  ill  tick’d  at  the  Surprize, 

(The  Forcfl  echo’d  with  their  piercing  Cries.) 


Then 
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Then  in  a  Huddle  round  their  Goddefs  preft : 

*  ' 

She,  proudly  eminent  above  the  reft. 

With  Blufhes  glow’d  5  fuch  Blufhes  as  adorn. 

The  ruddy  W elkin,  or  the  purple  Morn  s 
And  tho’  the  crowding  Nymphs  her  Body  hide. 
Half  backward  fhrunk,  and  view’d  him  from  abide. 
Surpriz’d,  at  hr  ft  file  would  have  {hatch’d  her  Bow, 
But  lees  the  circling  W aters  round  her  flow  5 
Theie  in  the  Hollow  of  her  Hand  {he  took. 

And  dalh’d  ’em  in  his  Face,  while  thus  fhe  fpoke: 
cc  Tell  if  thou  can’ft  the  wond’rous  Sight  difclos’d? 
A  Goddefs  naked  to  thy  View  expos’d. 

This  laid,  the  Man  begun  to  difappear 
By  flow  Degrees,  and  ended  in  a  Deer. 

A  riling  Horn  on  either  Brow  he  wears. 

And  ftretches  out  his  Neck,  and  pricks  his  Ears  5 
Rough  is  his  Skin,  with  hidden  Hairs  o’er-grown. 
His  Bofom  pants  with  Fears  before  unknown. 
Transform’d  at  length,  he  flies  away  in  hafte. 

And  wonders  why  he  flies  away  fo  faft. 

But  as  by  Chance,  within  a  neighb ’ring  Brook, 

He  faw  his  branching  Horns  and  alter’d  Look, 
Wretched  JEtceon  /  in  a  doleful  Tone 
He  try'd  to  fpeak,  but  only  gave  a  Groan  ; 

And  as  he  wept,  within  the  watry  Glafs 
He  faw  the  big  round  Drops,  with  ftlent  Pace, 

.Run  trickling  down  a  favage  hairy  Face. 

What  fhould  he  do.?  Or  feek  his  old  Abodes, 

Or  herd  among  the  Deer,  and  fculk  in  Woods? 
Here  Shame  difluades  him,  there  his  Fear  prevails,, 
And  each  by  turns  his  aking  Heart  affails. 
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As  he  thus  ponders,  he  behind  him  {pies 
His  opening  Hounds,  and  now  he  hears  their  Cries 
A  gen’rous  Pack,  or  to  maintain  the  Chace, 


Or  fnurf  the  Vapour  from  the  Rented  Grafs. 

He  bounded  off  with  Fear,  and  fwiftly  ran 
O’  er  craggy  Mountains,  and  the  flow’ry  Plain ; 
Through  Brakes  and  Thickets  forc’d  his  Way,  and  Hew 
Through  many  a  Ring,  where  once  he  did  purfue. 

In  vain  he  oft  endeavour’d  to  proclaim 
His  new  Misfortune,  and  to  tell  his  Name  $ 

Nor  Voice  nor  Words  the  brutal  Tongue  fupplies  5 
From  fhouting  Men,  and  Homs,  and  Dogs  he  flies, 

; 

Deafen’d  and  ftunn’d  with  their  promifcuous  Cries* 
When  now  the  fleetefl:  of  the  Packs  that  preft 
Clofe  at  his  Heels,  and  {prang  before  the  reft. 

Had  faften’d  on  him,  ftraight  another  Pair 
Hung  on  his  wounded  Haunch,  and  held  him  there, 
’Till  all  the  Pack  came  up,  and  ev’ry  Hound 
Tore  the  fad  Huntfman  grov’ling  on  the  Ground, 

WBo  now  appear’d  but  one  continu’d  W ound. 

With  dropping  Tears  his  bitter  Fate  he  moans. 

And  fills  the  Mountain  with  his  dying  Groans. 

His  Servants  with  a  piteous  Look  he  fpies, 

And  turns  about  his  fupplicating  Eyes. 

His  Servants,  ignorant  of  what  had  chanc’d. 

With  eager  Hafte  and  joyful  Shouts  advanc’d. 

And  call’d  their  Lord  Att^con  tot  he  Game  : 

He  fhook  his  Head  in  anfwer  to  the  Name ; 

He  heard,  but  wifh’d  he  had  indeed  been  gone. 

Or  only  to  have  flood  a  Looker  on. 

But  to  his  Grief  lie  finds  himfelf  too  near. 

And  feels  his  rav’nous  Dogs  with  Fury  tear  ( 

Their  wretched  Matter  panting  in  a  Deer..  \ 


l 
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The  Birth  a/Bac  chus. 

^<£e  »’s  SufFrings,  and  Dianas  Rage, 

Did  all  the  Thoughts  of  Men  and  Gods  engage  ; 
Some  call’d  the  Evils,  which  Diana  wrought. 

Too  great,  and  difproportion’d  to  the  Fault: 
Others  again,  efteem’d  Affaoris  W  oes 
Fit  for  a  Virgin  Goddefs  to  impofe. 

9 

The  Flearers  into  difFrent  Parts  divide. 

And  Reafons  are  produc’d  on  either  Side. 

Juno  alone,  of  all  that  heard  the  News, 

Nor  would  condemn  the  Goddefs,  nor  excufe  : 
She  heeded  not  the  Juftice  of  the  Deed, 

But  joy’d  to  fee  the  Race  of  Cadmus  bleed ; 

9 

For  dill  file  kept  Europa  in  her  Mind, 

And,  for  her  fake,  detefted  all  her  Kind. 
Befides,  to  aggravate  her  Hate,  fhe  heard 
How  Semele,  to  Jove's  Embrace  preferr’d. 

Was  now  grown  big  with  an  immortal  Load, 
And  carry’d  in  her  Womb  a  future  God. 

Thus  terribly  incens’d,  the  Goddefs  broke 
To  fudden  Fury,  and  abruptly  fpoke. 

<c  Are  my  Reproaches  of  fo  fmall  a  Forced 
cc  ’Tistime  I  then  purfue  another  Courfe: 

4C  It  is  decreed  the  guilty  Wretch  fhall  die, 
tc  If  I’m  indeed  the  Miftrefs  of  the  Sky, 

‘c  If  rightly  Ril’d  among  the  Pow’rs  above 
“  The  W  ife  and  Sifter  of  the  thund’ring  Jove; 
u  ("And  none  can  fure  a  Sifter’s  Right  deny) 
u  It  is  decreed  the  guilty  Wretch  fhall  die. 
tc  She  boafts  an  Honour  I  can  hardly  claim, 

“  Pregnant  fhe  rifes  to  a  Mother’s  Name  ; 


€c  By  her  own  Lover  the  fond  Beauty  dies. 

This  {aid,  defcending  in  a  yellow  Gloud, 

Before  the  Gates  of  Semele  fhe  Hood. 

Old  Beroe  s  decrepit  Shape  fhe  wears. 

Her  wrinkled  Vifage,  and  her  hoary  Hairs; 

Whild:  in  her  trembling  Gait  fhe  totters  on. 

And  learns  to  tattle  in  the  Nurfe’s  Tone. 

The  Goddefs,  thus  difguis’d  in  Age,  beguil’d 
With  pleafing  Stories  her  falfe  Fofter-Child. 

Much  did  fhe  talk  of  Love,  and  when  file  came 
To  mention  to  the  Nymph  her  Lovers  Name, 

Fetching  a  Sigh,  and  holding  down  her  Head, 

’Tis  well,  fays  fhe,  if  all  be  true  that’s  faid. 

GC  But  trull  me.  Child,  I’m  much  inclin’d  to  fear 
ec  Some  Counterfeit  in  this  your  Jupiter, 
ec  Many  an  honeft  well-defigning  Maid, 

GC  Has  been  by  thefe  pretended  Gods  betray’d. 
ce  But  if  he  be  indeed  the  thund’ring  Jove, 

ec  Bid  him,  when  next  he  courts  the  Rites  of  Love, 
ec  Dcfcend  triumphant  from  th’Etherial  Sky, 

“  In  all  the  Pomp  of  his  Divinity; 

£  c  Lncompas’d  round  by  thofe  Celeftial  Charms, 
cc  With  which  he  fdls  th’ immortal  Junos  Arms. 

Th  unwary  Nymph,  cnfnar’d  with  what  flic  faid. 
Defil’d,  of  Jove,  when  next  he  fought  her  Bed, 

To  grant  a  certain  Gift  which  flic  would  chufe  ; 
cc  Fear  not,  reply ’d.  the  God,  that  I’ll  refufe 
cc  Whatc’cr  you  ask:  May  Styx  confirm  my  Voice, 

Chul c  what  you  will,  and  you  fib  all  have  your  Choice. 

CC 


Then, 
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fc  Then,  fays  the  Nymph,  when  next  yoti  feek  my  Arms, 
tc  May  you  defcend  in  thofe  CeleRial  Charms, 
fc  With  which  your  Junos  Bofom  you  enflame, 

<c  And  fill  with  Tranfport  Heav’n’s  Immortal  Dame. 

The  God  furpriz’d  would  fain  have  flopp'd  her  Voice, 
But  he  had  fworn,  and  fhe  had  made  her  Choice. 

To  keep  his  Promife  he  afcends,  and  fhrowds 
His  awful  Brow  in  Whirl-winds  and  in  Clouds  ? 

«  % 

Whilfl  all  around,  in  terrible  Array, 

His  Thunders  rattle,  and  his  Lightnings  play* 

And  yet,  the  dazzling  Luflre  to  abate, 

He  fet  not  out  in  all  his  Pomp  and  State, 

Clad  in  the  mildeffc  Lightning  of  the  Skies, 

And  arm’d  with  Thunder  of  the  fmalleft  Size : 

Not  thofe  huge  Bolts,  by  which  the  Giants  {lain 
Lay  overthrown  on  the  Phlegrean  Plain. 

Twas  of  a  Idler  Mould,  and  lighter  Weight; 

They  call  it  Thunder  of  a  Second-Rate. 

For  the  rough  Cyclops ,  who  by  Jove's  Command 
Temper’d  the  Bolt,  and  turn’d  it  to  his  Hand, 

Work’d  up  lefs  Flame  and  Fury  in  its  Make, 

And  quench’d  it  fooner  in  the  Handing  Lake, 

Thus  dreadfully  adorn’d,  with  Horror  bright,  j 

Th’  illuftrious  God,  defeending  from  his  Height,  \ 

Came  milling  on  her  in  a  Storm  of  Light.  \ 

The  mortal  Dame,  too  feeble  to  engage 
The  Lightning's  Flafhcs,  and  the  Thunder’s  Rage, 
Confum’cl  amidft  the  Glories  Ihc  defir’d. 


And  in  the  Terrible  Embrace  expir’d. 

But,  to  preferve  his  Offspring  from  the  Tomb, 
Jove  took  him  fmoaking  from  the  blafled  Womb  j 


And,  if  on  ancient  Tales  we  may  rely, 
Inclos’d  th’ abortive  Infant  in  hisThisjn 
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Here  when  the  Babe  had  all  his  Time  fulfill’d, 
Ino  firft  took  him  for  her  Fofter-Ghild  ; 


Then  the  Nifeans ,  in  their  dark  Abode, 
Nurs’d  fccretly  with  Milk  the  thriving  God. 


’Twas  now,  while  thefe  TranfaCtions  paft  on  Earth, 
And  Bacchus  thus  procur’d  a  fecond  Birth, 

When  Jove,  difpos’d  to  lay  afide  the  Weight 
Of  Publick  Empire,  and  the  Cares  of  State ; 

As  to  his  Queen  in  NeCfcar  Bowls  he  quaff’d, 
cc  In  troth,  fays  he,  and  as  he  fpoke  he  laugh’d, 
sc  The  Senfe  of  Pleafure  in  the  Male  is  far 

More  dull  and  dead,  than  what  you  Females  fhare. 
Juno  the  Truth  of  what  was  faid  deny’d;  a 

Tirejlas  therefore  mull  the  Caufe  decide,  \ 

For  he  the  Pleafure  of  each  Sex  had  try’d.  ^ 

It  happen’d  once,  within  a  fhady  Wood, 

1  wo  twilled  Snakes  he  in  Conjunction  view’d  5 
When  with  his  Staff  their  flimy  Folds  he  broke. 

And  loft  his  Manhood  at  the  fatal  Stroke. 

But,  after  fev’n  revolving  Years,  he  view’d 
The  fclf-famc  Serpents  in  the  fclf  fame  Wood; 

<c  And  if,  fays  he,  fuch  Virtue  in  you  lye,  ^ 

<c  That  he  who  dares  your  flimy  Folds  untie  \ 

4C  Muft  change  his  Kind,  a  fecond  Stroke  I’ll  try.  ) 
Again  he  ftruck  the  Snakes,  and  flood  again 
Ncw-Scx’d,  and  ftrait  recover’d  into  Man. 

Him  therefore  both  the  Deities  create 
T  he  Sov’raign  Umpire,  in  their  grand  Debate ; 

And  he  declar’d  for  Jove:  When  Juno  fir’d. 

More  than  fo  trivial  an  Affair  requir’d. 
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Depriv’d  him,  in  her  Fury,  of  his  Sight, 

And  left  him  groping  round  in  fudden  Night. 

But  Jove  (for  fo  it  is  in  Heav’n  decree ’d. 

That  no  one  God  repeal  Another’s  Deed) 

Irradiates  all  his  Soul  with  inward  Light, 

et*s  Art  relieves  the  want  of  Sight. 

The  Transformation  of  E  c  h  o. 

Fam’d  far  and  near  for  knowing  things  to  come. 
From  him  th’ enquiring  Nations  fought  their  Doom; 
The  fair  Liriope  his  Anfwers  try’d. 

And  frrft  th’ unerring  Prophet  juftify’d ; 

This  Nymph  the  God  Cephifs  had  abus'd. 

With  all  his  winding  Waters  circumfus’d. 

And  on  the  Nereid  got  a  lovely  Boy, 

Whom  the  foft  Maids  ev’n  then  beheld  with  Joy. 

The  tender  Dame,  follicitous  to  know 
Whether  her  Child  fhould  reach  old  Age  or  no, 
Confults  the  Sage  Tirefias ,  who  replies, 
cc  If  e’er  he  knows  himfelf,  he  furely  dies. 

Long  liv’d  the  dubious  Mother  in  Sufpence, 

’Till  Time  unriddled  all  the  Prophet’s  Senfe. 

NaniJJus  now  his  Sixteenth  Year  began, 

Juft  turn’d  of  Boy,  and  on  the  Verge  of  Man; 

Many  a  Friend  the  blooming  Youth  carefs’d. 

Many  a  Love-lick  Maid  her  Flame  confefs’d: 

Such  was  his  Pride,  in  vain  the  Friend  carcfs’d, 

Tiic  Love-lick  Maid  in  vain  her  Flame  confefs’d. 

Once,  in  the  Woods,  as  he  purfu’d  the  Chace, 

The  babbling  Echo  had  dcfcry’ti  his  Face  ; 

She,  who  in  other’s  Words  her  Silence  breaks. 

Nor  {peaks  her  felf  but  when  another  fpcaks. 


And  with  the  Proph 
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Echo  was  then  a  Maid,  of  Speech  bereft. 

Of  wonted  Speech;  for  tho’  her  Voice  was  left, 

Juno  a  Curfe  did  on  her  Tongue  impofe. 

To  fport  with  ev’ry  Sentence  in  the  Clofe. 

Full  often  when  the  Goddefs  might  have  caught 
Jove  and  her  Rivals  in  the  very  Fault, 

T his  Nymph  with  fubtle  Stories  would  delay 
Her  Coming,  ’till  the  Lovers  flipp’d  away. 

The  Goddefs  found  out  the  Deceit  in  time. 

And  then  file  cry’d,  fC  That  Tongue,  for  this  thy  Crime, 
<f  Which  could  fo  many  fubtle  Tales  produce, 

£C  Shall  be  hereafter  but  of  little  ufe. 

Hence  ’tis  Ale  prattles  in  a  fainter  T one. 

With  mimick  Sounds,  and  Accents  not  her  own. 

This  Love-lick  Virgin,  over- joy’d  to  find 
The  Boy  alone,  ftill  follow’d  him  behind  5 
When  glowing  warmly  at  her  near  Approach, 

As  Sulphur  blazes  at  the  Taper’s  Touch, 

She  long’d  her  hidden  Pafllon  to  reveal. 

And  tell  her  Pains,  but  had  not  Words  to  tell : 

She  can’t  begin,  but  waits  for  the  Rebound, 

To  catch  his  Voice,  and  to  return  the  Sound. 

The  Nymph,  when  nothing  could  Narcijfus  move. 

Still  dafh’d  with  Bluflies  for  her  flighted  Love, 

Liv’d  in  the  filady  Covert  of  the  Woods, 

In  folitary  Caves  and  dark  Abodes  > 

Where  pining  wander’d  the  reje6led  Fair, 

’Till  harrafs’d  out,  and  worn  away  with  Care, 

The  founding  Skeleton,  of  Blood  bereft, 

Befides  her  Bones  and  Voice  had  nothing  left. 

Her  Bones  arc  petrify 'd,  her  Voice  is  found 
In  Vaults,  where  fiillitDoubJ.es  evry  Sound. 
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The  Story  (^Narcissus. 

Thus  did  the  Nymphs  in  vain  carefs  the  Boy, 

He  Bill  was  Lovely,  but  he  Bill  was  Coy  > 

» 

When  one  fair  Virgin  of  the  flighted  Train 
Thus  pray’d  the  Gods,  provok’d  by  his  Difdain, 
s<  Oh  may  he  love  like  me,  and  love  like  me  in  vain 

Rhamnufia  pity’d  the  negledfed  Fair, 

* 

And  with  juB  Vengeance  anfwer’d  to  her  Pray’r. 

There  Bands  a  Fountain  in  a  darkfom  Wood, 

Nor  Aain’d  with  falling  Leaves  nor  rifing  Mud  ; 
Untroubled  by  the  Breath  of  Winds  it  reBs, 
Unfully’d  by  the  Touch  of  Men  or  BeaBs  > 

High  Bow’rs  of  fhady  Trees  above  it  grow. 

And  rifing  Grafs  and  chearful  Greens  below. 

Pleas’d  with  the  Form  and  Coolnefs  of  the  Place, 
And  over-heated  by  the  Morning  Chace, 

Narcijfus  on  the  graffie  Verdure  lyes: 

But  whilfl  within  the  ChryAal  Fount  he  tries 
To  quench  his  Heat,  he  feels  new  Heats  arife. 

For  as  his  own  bright  Image  he  Purvey'd, 

He  fell  in  Love  with  the  fantaflick  Shade  5 
And  o’er  the  Fair  Refemblance  hung  unmov’d. 

Nor  knew,  fond  Youth  !  it  was  himfelf  he  lov’d. 

The  wcll-turn’d  Neck  and  Shoulders  he  defcries, 

"I  he  fpacious  Forehead,  and  the  fpark’ling  Eyes  5 
The  Hands  that  Bacchus  might  not  fcorn  to  lliow. 

And  Hair  that  round  Apollo's  Head  might  flow; 

With  all  the  Purple  Youthfulnefs  of  Face, 

That  gently  blufhes  in  the  wat’ry  Glafis, 

By  his  own  Flames  confum’d  the  Lover  lyes. 

And  gives  himfelf  the  Wound  by  which  he  dies. 
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T o  the  cold  W ater  oft  he  j  oins  his  Lips,  ^ 

Oft  catching  at  the  beauteous  Shade  he  dips  C 

His  Arms,  as  often  from  himfelf  he  hips.  ^ 

Nor  knows  he  who  it  is  his  Arms  purfue 
With  eager  Clafps,  but  loves  he  knows  not  who. 

What  could,  fond  Youth,  this  helplefs  Paffionmove? 
What  kindle  in  thee  this  unpity’d  Love? 

Thy  own  warm  Blufh  within  the  Water  glows, 

4 

W ith  thee  the  colour’d  Shadow  comes  and  goes. 

Its  empty  Being  on  thy  felf  relies,- 

Step  Thou  ahde,  and  the  frail  Charmer  dies. 


Still  o’er  the  F ountain’s  watry  Gleam  he  flood, 
Mindlefs  of  Sleep,  and  negligent  of  Food. 

Still  view’d  his  Face,  and  languifh’d  as  he  view'd. 

At  length  he  rais’d  his  Head,  and  thus  began 
To  vent  his  Griefs,  and  tell  the  Woods  his  Pain. 

You  Trees,  fays  he,  and  thou  furrounding  Grove 
Who  oft  have  been  the  kindly  Scenes  of  Love, 
te  Tell  me,  if  e’er  within  your  Shades  did  lye 
cc  A  Youth  fo  tortur’d,  fo  perplex’d  as  I? 

<c  I,  who  before  me  fee  the  Charming  Frh, 
tc  Whilft  there  he  Bands,  and  yet  he  If  *,i  ,  a.  i  ;  Acre: 
cc  In  fuch  a  Maze  of  Love  my  T  houg  it,. 


CC 


Cf 


cc 


cc 


cc 


cc 


cc 


cc 


cc 


In  fuch  a  Maze  of  Love  my  Though;., ;  xoiij 
And  yet  no  Bulwark’d  Town,  nor  dm.mL  Coaft, 
Preferves  the  beauteous  Youth  from  being  feen. 
No  Mountains  rife,  nor  Oceans  flow  between. 

A  fhallow  Water  hinders  my  Embrace ; 

And  yet  the  lovely  Mimick  wears  a  Face 
That  kindly  fmiles,  and  when  I  bend  to  join 
My  Lips  to  his,  he  fondly  bends  to  mine. 

Hear,  gentle  Youth,  and  pay  my  Complaint, 
Come  from  thy  W cl  1 .  i;  air  Inhabitant. 


fair  Inhabitant. 
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My  Charms  an  eafy  Conqueft  have  obtain’d 
O’er  other  Hearts,  by  Thee  alone  difdain’d. 

But  why  fhould  I  defpair  ?  I’m  fure  he  burns 
With  equal  Flames,  and  languifhes  by  turns. 
WTen-e’er  I  Hoop  he  offers  at  a  Kifs, 

And  when  my  Arms  I  ftretch,  he  Jftretches  his. 
His  Eye  with  Pleafure  on  my  Face  he  keeps. 

He  fmiles  my  Smiles,  and  when  I  weep  he  weeps. 
When-e’er  I  fpeak,  his  moving  Lips  appear 
To  utter  fomething,  which  I  cannot  hear. 


c‘  Ah  wretched  me  l  I  now  begin  too  late 
fC  To  find  out  all  the  iong-perplex’d  Deceit ; 

£<  It  is  my  felf  I  love,  my  felf  I  fee  ; 
ss  The  gay  Delufion  is  a  Fart  of  me. 

£C  I  kindle  up  the  Fires  by  which  I  burn, 

And  my  own  Beauties  from  the  Well  return. 

£e  Whom  fhould  I  Court?  how  utter  my  Complaint? 

Enjoyment  but  produces  my  Reftraint, 

£C  And  too  much  Plenty  makes  me  die  for  W ant. 
ef  How  gladly  would  I  from  my  felf  remove ! 

£c  And  at  a  diftance  fet  the  Thing  I  love. 

cc  Mv  Breaft  is  warm’d  with  fuch  unulual  Fire, 

✓ 

“  I  wifh  him  abfent  whom  I  moft  defire. 

tc  And  now  I  faint  with  Grief;  my  Fate  draws  nigh  5 

cc  In  all  the  Pride  of  blooming  Youth  I  die. 

<c  Death  will  the  Sorrows  of  my  Heart  relieve. 

<c  Oh  might  the  Vifionary  Youth  furvive, 

<f  I  fhould  with  Joy  my  lateft  Breath  refign ! 

“  But  oh!  1  fee  his  Fate  involv’d  in  mine. 

This  fa  id,  the  weeping  Youth  again  return’d 


Fount 


again  he  burn’d 


His  Tears  defac’d,  the  .surface  of  the  Well, 
W  ith  Circle  after  Circle,  as  they  fell : 
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And  now  the  lovely  Face  but  half  appears, 
O’er-run  with  Wrinkles,  and  deform’d  with  Tears 


Narcifus,  doft  thou  fly 


CC 


cc  Ah  whither,  cries  Nartijfus,  doft:  thou  ny  ? 
cc  Let  me  hill  feed  the  Flame  by  which  I  die  ; 
fc  Let  me  dill  See,  tho’  I’m  no  further  Weft. 
Then  rends  his  Garment  off,  and  beats  his  Breaft 
His  naked  Bofom  redden’d  with  the  Blow, 

In  fuch  a  Bluih  as  purple  Clufters  flow. 

Ere  yet  the  Sun’s  Autumnal  Heats  refine 
Their  fprightly  Juice,  and  mellow  it  to  Wine. 
The  glowing  Beauties  of  his  Breaft  he  fpies. 

And  with  a  new  redoubled  Faflion  dies. 

As  Wax  diffolves,  as  Ice  begins  to  run. 

And  trickle  into  Drops  before  the  Sun  5 
So  melts  the  Youth,  and  languifhes  away. 


and  mellow  it  to  Wine 


His  Beauty 


'y 


and  his  Limbs  decay 


And  none  of  thofe  attractive  Charms  remain. 

To  which  the  flighted  Echo  fu’d  in  vain. 

She  faw  him  in  his  prefent  Mifery, 

Whom,  fpight  of  all  her  Wrongs,  file  griev’d  to  fee 
She  anfwer’d  fadly  to  the  Lover’s  Moan, 

Sigh’d  back  his  Sighs,  and  groan’d  to  cv’ry  Groan: 
ec  Ah  Youth!  belov’d  in  vain,  Narciffus  c  ties; 
cc  Ah  Youth  !  belov’d  in  vain,  the  Nymph  replies. 

C£  Farewel,  fays  he  5  the  parting  Sound  fcarce  fell 
From  his  faint  Lips,  but  fhc  reply’d,  £C  Farewel. 
Then  on  th’  unwholfomc  Earth  he  gafping  lyes, 
’Till  Death  fhuts  up  thofe  felf-admiring  Eyes. 

To  the  cold  Shades  Lis  flitting  Ghoft  retires. 

And  in  the  Stygian  Waves  it  fclf  admires. 

For  him  the  Naiads  and  the  'Dryads  mourn. 

Whom  the  fid  Echo  anfwcrs  in  her  turn; 

And  now  the  Sifter-Nymphs  prepare  his  Urn  : 


Whc 


m 
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When,  looking  for  his  Corps,  they  only  found 
A  riling  Stalky  with  yellow  Bloffoms  crown’d. 

The  Story  ^/Pentpieu  s. 

This  fad  Event  gave  blind  Tireftas  Fame, 
Through  Greece  eftabliih’d  in  a  Prophet’s  Name, 
Th’  un-hallo w’d  Pentheus  only  diirft  deride 

The  cheated  People,  and  their  Eyelefs  Guide. 
To  whom  the  Prophet  in  his  Fury  faid. 
Shaking  the  hoary  Honours  of  his  Head? 
t£  ’Twere  well,  prefumptuous  Man,  ’twere  well  i 
“  If  thou  wert  Eyelefs  too,  and  blind,  like  me: 
sc  For  the  Time  comes,  nay,  ’tis  already  here. 
When  the  young  God’s  Solemnities  appear; 


th 


SC 


SC 


sc 


sc 


Which,  if  thou  dolt  not  with  juft;  Rites  adorn, 
Thy  impious  Garcafs,  into  Pieces  torn. 

Shall  ftrewthe  Woods,  and  hang  on  ev’ry  Thom 
Then,  then,  remember  what  I  now  foretef 


And  own  the  blind  Tirefias  £ aw  too  well. 

Still  Pentheus  fcorns  him,  and  derides  his  Skill, 
But  Time  did  all  the  Prophet’s  Threats  fulfil. 
For  now  thro’  proftrate  Greece  young  Bacchus  rode 
Whilft  howling  Matrons  celebrate  the  God. 

All  Ranks  and  Sexes  to  his  Orgies  ran. 

To  mingle  in  the  Pomps,  and  fill  the  Train. 

W  hen  Pentheus  thus  his  wicked  Rage  exprefs’d  ; 
u  What  Madncfs,  Thebans ,  has  your  Souls  polled 


SC 


Can  hollow  Timbrels 


drunken  Shout 


sc 


sc 


tCC 


sc 


nc 


And  the  lewd  Clamours  of  a  beaftly  Rout, 

Thus  quell  your  Courage?  Can  the  weak  Alarm 
Of  Womens  Yells  thofe  ftubborn  Souls  diilirm. 
Whom  nor  the  Sword  nor  Trumpet  e’er  could,  frig  I 
Nor  the  loud  Din  and  florror  of  a  Tight  if 

B  b 
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And  you,  our  Sires,  who  left  your  old  Abodes, 
And  fix’d  in  foreign  Earth  your  Country  Gods ; 
Will  you  without  a  Stroak  your  City  yield. 


And  poorly  quit  an  undilputecl  Field? 
cc  But  you,  wliofe  Youth  and  Vigour  fhould  infpire 
tc  Heroick  Warmth,  and  kindle  Martial  Fire, 
iC  Whom  burnilh’d  Arms  and  crefted  Helmets  grace, 
Mot  dowry  Garlands  and  a  painted  Face; 
Remember  him  to  whom  you  Band  ally’d  : 

The  Serpent  for  his  Well  of  Waters  dy’d. 

He  fought  the  Strong ;  do  you  his  Courage  lhow. 


£  C 


cc 


cc 


c 


c  And  gain  a  Conqueft  o’er  a  Feeble  Foe. 
f  If  Thebes  muft  fall,  oh  might  the  Fates  afford 
1  A  nobler  Doom  from  Famine,  Fire,  or  Sword! 
c  Then  might  the  Thebans  perifh  with  Renown : 


CC 


«'5 1 


j j 


€  C 
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ut  now  a  beardlefs  Vidfor  facks  the  Town; 
Whom  nor  the  prancing  Steed,  nor  pond’rot 
Nor  the  hack’d.  Helmet,  nor  the  dully  Field 
But  the  foft  Joys  of  Luxury  and  Eafe, 

The  purple  Veils,  and  flow’ry  Garlands  pleafe. 
tc  Stand  then  ahde,  I’ll  make  the  Counterfeit 
u  Renounce  his  God-head,  and  confcls  the  Cheat. 
(t  Acrifus  from  the  Grecian  Walls  rcpell’d 


Shield 


t  t 


r  rr-' 


c  a 


G 


ns  beaded  Fow’r  ;  why  then  fhould  Pentheus  yield 
>  quickly,  drag  th’  audacious  Boy  to  Me  j 
<f  I’ll  try  the  Force  of  his  Divinity. 

Thus  did  th’  audacious  W retch  thofc  Rites  profane ; 
His  Friends  dilfuade  th’  audacious  Wretch  in  vain  ; 
In  vain  his  Grandlire  urg’d  him  to  give  o’er 
His  impious  Threats ;  the  Wretch  but  raves  the  more 
So  have  1  fecn  a  River  gently  glide, 

In  a  fmooth  Courfe,  and  inolfenlive  Tide  ,* 

But  if  with  Dams  its  Current  we  rellrain. 


It 


d  Foams  along  the  X 
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But  now  his  Servants  came  befmear’d  with  Blooci 
Sent  by  their  haughty  Prince  to  feize  the  God  5 
The  God  they  found  not  in  the  franticlc  Throng, 
But  dragg’d  a  zealous  Votary  along. 

The  Mariners  transform  d  to  Dolphins. 


Him  Tenthcus  view'd  with  Fury  in  his  Look 


3 


And  fcarce  with-held  his  Hands,  whilft  thus  he  fp  of 
‘c  Vile  Slave!  whom  fpeedv  Vengeance  illall  purfu 
And  terrify  thy  bale  {editions  Crew  : 

Thy  Country,  and  thy  Parentage  reveal. 

And,  whv  thou  join’d:  in  thefc  mad  C 


C  C 


cc 


cc 


J 


yf 

cS 


The  Captive  views  him  with  undaunted  Ey< 
And,  arm’d  with  inward  Innocence,  replies. 

£C  From  high  Meonids  rocky  Shores  I  came. 
Of  poor  Defcent,  Acates  is  my  Name  : 

My  Sire  was  meanly  bom ;  no  Oxen  plow’d 
His  fruitful  Fields,  nor  in  his  Failures  low’d. 
His  whole  Eftatc  within  the  Waters  lay  5 


o.? 


CC 


cc 


CC 


CC 


c‘  With  Lines  and  Hooks  he  caught  the  finny  Prey. 
fc  His  Art  was  all  his  Livelihood  ;  which  he 
£c  Thus  with  his  dying  Lips  bequeath’d  to  me : 

-  In  Streams,  my  Boy,  and  Rivers  take  thy  Chance  1 


C 


c  c 


c  c 


here  fwims,  laid  he,  thy  whole  Inheritance, 
cc  Long  did  I  live  on  this  poor  Legacy  *, 

’Till  tir’d  with  Rocks,  and  my  old  native  Sky 
To  Arts  of  Navigation  I  inclin’d  ; 


<c  Obferv’d  the  Turns  and  Changes  of  the  Wind: 


<C 


c  c 


4  t 


Team’d  the  fit  Havens,  and  began  to  note 
Theflormy  / Jjades ,  the  rainy  Goat, 

The  bright  Taygetc,  and  the  lllining  Bears, 


With  ail  the  Sailor's  Catalogue  of  Stars. 


.  |  • 

Once,  as  by  chance  for  Bel  os  1  ddign’d, 

<c  Mv  Vcllcl,  driv’n  by  a  11  tong  Gull  of  Wind, 

./  •*  J  ’ 
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cc 
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OVID's  Metamorphoses,,  I 

_  -  - - -  - - - - — — —  -  - 

Moor’d  in  a  Chian  Creek ;  alllore  I  went. 
And  all  the  following  Night  in  Chios  fpent. 
When  Morning  rofe,  I  fent  my  Mates  to  brin 
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tf  Supplies  of  Water  from  a  neighb’ring  Spring., 

?c  Whilh  I  the  Motion  of  the  Winds  explor’d  5 
fc  Then  fummon’d  in  my  Crew,  and  went  aboard. 
cc  Opheltes  heard  my  Summons,  and  with  Joy 
£C  Brought  to  the  Shoar  a  foft  and  lovely  Boy, 

With  more  than  Female  Sweetnefs  in  his  Look, 

£C  Whom  {haggling  in  the  neighb’ring  Fields  he  took 
sc  With  Fumes  of  Wine  the  litde  Captive  glows, 
cc  And  nods  with  Sleep,  and  flaggers  as  he  goes. 

£c  I  view’d  him  nicely,  and  began  to  trace 
:c  Each  heav’nly  Feature,  each  immortal  Grace, 


sc  And  faw  Divinity  in  all  his  Face. 
c  I  know  not  who,  faid  I,  this  God  fhould  be ; 

£  But  that  he  is  a  God  I  plainly  fee  : 

5  And  Thou,  who-e’er  thou  art,  excufe  the  Force 
c  Thefe  Men  have  us’d  5  and  oh  befriend  our  Gourde 
£  Pray  not  for  us,  the  nimble  Di&ys  cry’d, 

H  Diffys,  that  could  the  Main-top-Maft  beflridc, 

IC  And  down  the  Ropes  with  adtive  Vigour  hide. 
a  To  the  fame  Purpofe  old  Ep  opens  fpoke. 


£<r  Who  ovcr-look’d  the  Oars,  and  tim’d  the  Stroke 
cc  The  fame  the  Pilot,  and  the  fame  the  reft, 

<c  Such  impious  Avarice  their  Souls  polfefL 
£  Nay,  Hcav’n  forbid  that  I  fhould  bear  away 
£  Within  my  Veffel  fo  divine  a  Prey, 

<c  Said  1 5  and  hood  to  hinder  their  Intent: 

IC  When  I.ycabas ,  a  Wretch  for  Murder  fent 
,£C  From  Ti ufcany,  to  differ  Banifhmcnt, 

<c  With  his  clench’d  Fid  had  {truck  me  over-board, 
<c  tlad  not  my  Hands  in  falling  grafp’d  a  Cord. 


5 


«  His 
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«  His  bafe  Confederates  the  Fadf  approve ; 

«  When  Bacchus ,  (for  ’twas  hej  begun  to  move, 

«  Wak’d  by  the  Noife  and  Clamours  which  they  rais’d 
«  And  fhook  his  drowfie  Limbs,  and  round  him  gaz’ 


and  round  him  gaz’d : 

O 


«  What  means  this  Noife  ?  he  cries;  am  I  betray’d? 

<  Ah !  whither,  whither  muft  I  be  convey’d  ? 

<  Fear  not,  faid  Troreus ,  Child,  but  tell  us  where 
t  You  wifll  to  land,  and  trull  our  friendly  Care, 

*  To  Naxos  then  diredf  your  Courfe>  faid  he  ? 

4  Naxos  a  hofpitable  Port  fhall  be 

*  To  each  of  you,  a  joyful  Home  to  me. 

By  ev’ry  God,  that  rules  the  Sea  or  Sky, 

<<r  The  perjur’d  Villains  promife  to  comply, 

<£  And  bid  me  haften  to  unmoor  the  Ship. 


\ 


<c  With  eager  Joy  I  launch  into  the  Deep; 

“  And,  heedlefs  of  the  Fraud,  for  Naxos  hand. 

They  whifper  oft,  and  beckon  with  the  Hand, 
<c  And  give  me  Signs,  all  anxious  for  their  Prey, 


“  To  tack  about,  and  fleer  another  Way. 
f  Then  let  fome  other  to  my  Poll  fucceed, 

‘  Said  I,  I’m  guiltlefs  of  fb  foul  a  Deed. 
f  What,  fays  Ethalion ,  muft  the  Ship’s  whole  Crew 
c  Follow  your  Humour,  and  depend  on  you  ? 
cc  And  ftrait  himfclf  he  fcated  at  the  Prorc, 

"  And  tack’d  about,  and  fought  another  Shore. 

“  The  beauteous  Youth  now  found  himfclf  betray 
“  And  from  the  Deck  the  riling  Waves  Purvey’d, 

“  And  feem’d  to  weep,  and  as  lie  wept  he  laid ; 

'■  And  do  you  thus  my  cafy  Faith  beguile? 

,  Thus  do  you  bear  me  to  my  native  Iflc  ? 


Will  fuch  a  Multitud 


Me 


J 


Their  Strength  againfl  a  weak  defencclefs  Boy 


C  c 
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“  In  vain  did  I  the  God-like  Youth  deplore* 

The  more  I  begg’d,  they  thwarted  me  the  more. 
And  now  by  all  the  Gods  in  Heav’n  that  hear 
This  folemn  Oath,  by  Bacchus  he  If,  I  fwear. 

The  mighty  Miracle  that  did  enflie, 

Although  it  feems  beyond  Belief,  is  t me. 

The  Veffel,  fix’d  and  rooted  in  the  Flood, 
Unmov’d  by  all  the  beating  Billows  Hood. 

In  vain  the  Mariners  would  plow  the  Main 
With  Sails  unfurl’d,  and  ftrike  their  Oars  in  vain 
Around  their  Oars  a  twining  Ivy  cleaves. 


Cf  And  climbs  the  Maft,  and  hides  the  Cords  in  Leaves 


c ' 


'The  Sails  are  cover’d  with  a  chearful  Green, 


f  :  And  Berries  in  the  fruitful  Canvafe  feen. 
Am  id  it  the  Waves  a  fiidden  Farrell  rears 


•  Its  verdant  Head,  and  a  new  Spring  appears. 

“  The  God  we  now  behold  with  open’d  Eyes? 

A  Herd  of  fpotted  Panthers  round  him  lyes 
c£  In  glaring  Forms;  the  grapy  Clufters  fpread 
On  his  fair  Brows,  and  dangle  on  his  Head. 

“  And  whilft  he  frowns,  and  brandifhes  his  Spear, 

“  My  Mates,  furpriz’d  with  Madnefs  or  with  Fear, 

“  Leap’d  over-board  5  firll  perjur’d  Madon  found 

“  Rough  Scales  and  Fins  his  iliff’ning  Sides  furroimd 
c  Ah  what,  cries  one,  has  thus  transform’d  thy  Look? 
£C  Strait  his  own  Mouth  grew  wider  as  he  fpokc ; 
tc  And  now  himfclf  he  views  with  like  Surprize. 
cc  Still  at  his  Oar  th’  induftrious  Ubys  plies  j 
:c  But,  as  he  plies,  each  bufy  Arm  111  rinks  in. 

And  by  degrees  is  fa  fh  ion  hi  to  a  Fin. 

‘  Another,  as  he  catches  at  a  Cord, 

‘  Mi  lies  his  Arms,  and,  tumbling  over-board, 
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<c  With  his  broad  Fins  and  forky  Tail  he  laves 

0 

<c  The  riling  Surge,  and  flounces  in  the  Waves. 
u  Thus  all  my  Crew  transform’d  around  the  Ship, 

<c  Or  dive  below,  or  on  the  Surface  leap, 

£C  And  fpout  the  Waves>  and  wanton  in  the  Deep. 

“  Full  nineteen  Sailors  did  the  Ship  convey, 

“  A  Shole  of  nineteen  Dolphins  round  her  play. 

4‘  I  only  in  my  proper  Shape  appear, 

fC  Speechlefs  with  Wonder,  and  half  dead  with  Fear, 

c£  ’Till  Bacchus  kindly  bid  me  fear  no  more. 

“  W ith  him  I  landed  on  the  Chian  Shore, 

“  And  him  fhall  ever  gratefully  adore. 

cc  This  forging  Slave,  fays  Tentheus,  would  prevail, 

“  O’er  our  juft  Fury  by  a  far-fetch’d  Tale: 

“  Go,  let  him  feel  the  Whips,  the  Swords,  the  Fire, 
“  And  in  the  Tortures  of  the  Rack  expire. 

Th’  officious  Servants  hurry  him  away. 

And  the  poor  Captive  in  a  Dungeon  lay. 

But,  whilft  the  Whips  and  Tortures  arc  prepar’d. 
The  Gates  fly  open,  of  themfelves  unbarr’ds 
At  Liberty  th’  unfetter’d  Captive  Hands, 

And  flings  the  loofen’d  Shackles  from  his  Hands. 

The  Death  c/Pentheus. 

But  Tent  hens ,  grown  more  furious  than  before, 
Refolv’cl  to  fend  his  Meflengers  no  more. 

But  went  himfclf  to  the  diftrafted  Throng, 

Where  high  Citharon  echo’d  with  their  Song. 

And  as  the  fiery  War-horfc  paws  the  Ground, 

And  fnorts  and  trembles  at  the  Trumpet’s  Sound; 
Tranfportcd  thus  he  heard  the  frantick  Rout, 

And  rav’d  and  madden’d  at  the  cliftant  Shout. 

A  fpacious  Circuit  on  the  Hill  there  Hood, 

Level  and  wide,  and  skirted  round  with  Wood;. 
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Here  the  rafh  Pentheus ,  with  unhallow'd  Eyes, 

The  howling  Dames  and  myftick  Orgies  fpies. 

His  Mother  fternly  view’d  him  where  he  flood? 
And  kindled  into  Madnefs  as  fhe  view’d: 

Her  ieafy  Jav’lin  at  her  Son  ihe  ca ft. 

And  cries,  cc  The  Boar  that  lays  our  Country  waftc 


cc  The  Boar,  my  Sifters!  Aim  the  fatal  Dart, 
And  ftrike  the  brindled  Monfter  to  the  Heart 
Pentheus  aftonifh’d  heard  the  difmal  Sound, 
And  fees  the  yelling  Matrons  gath’ring  round  5 
He  fees,  and  weeps  at  his  approaching  Fate, 
And  begs  for  Mercy,  and  repents  too  late. 
tc  Help,  help  !  my  Aunt  A\ utorioe ,  he  cry’d ; 

“  Remember  how  }^our  own  Athcon  dy’d. 


Deaf  to  his  Cries 


frantick  Matron  crops 


One  ftretch’d-out  Arm,  the  other  Ino  lops. 

In  vain  does  Pentheus  to  his  Mother  fue. 

And  the  raw  bleeding  Stumps  prefents  to  view  : 
His  Mother  howl’d  5  and,  hecdlefs  of  his  PrayT, 
Her  trembling  Hand  file  twifted  in  his  Hair, 


CC 


And  This,  flic  cry’d,  fhall  be  Agave’s  Share. 


When  from  the  Neck  his  ftruggling  Head  flic  tore. 
And  in  her  Hands  the  ghaftly  Vifagc  bore. 

With  Plcafure  all  the  hideous  Trunk  furvey; 

Then  pull’d  and  tore  the  mangled  Limbs  away. 

As  ftarting  in  the  Fangs  of  Death  it  lay. 

Sooji  as  the  W ood  its  leafy  Honours  calls. 

Biown  off  and  fcattcr’d  by  autumnal  Hafts, 

With  fuch  a  hidden  Death  Jay  Pentheus  fain. 

And  in  a  thoufand  Pieces  ftrow’d  the  Plain. 


By  fo  diftinguifhing  a  Judgment  aw’d. 
The  fhebans  tremble,  and  conrefs  the  God. 

The  End  of  the  ‘Third  Book. 
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H  OSES. 


The  Story  of  A 


«  • 


L  C  I  T  H  O  E 


and  her  Sifters , 


Ay  itfr.  E  U  S  D  E  N 


E  T  ftill  Alcithoe  perverfe  remains. 

And  Bacchus  ftill,  and  all  his  Rites  difdains. 
Toorafh,  and  madly  bold,  die  bids  him  prove 
Himfelf  a  God,  nor  owns  the  Son  of  Jove. 
Her  Sifters  too  unanimous  agree. 

Faithful  Aftociates  in  Impiety. 

Be  this  a  folemn  Feaft,  the  Prieft  had  laid. 

Be,  with  each  Miftrefs,  unemploy’d  each  Maid. 

With  Skins  of  Beafts  your  tender  Limbs  enclofe. 

And  with  an  Ivy-Crown  adorn  your  Brows. 

The  leafy  Thyrfus  high  in  Triumph  bear. 

And  give  your  Locks  to  wanton  in  the  Air. 


Thcfe  Rites  profan’d 


holy  Seer  forelhow 


A  mourning  People,  and  a  vengeful  God. 

Matrons,  and  pious  W  ives  Obedience  Blow 
Diftaffs,  and  Wooll,  half-fpun,  away  they  thro 
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Then  Incenfe  bum,  and,  Bacchus,  thee  adore. 

Or  lov’ffc  thou  Nyscus,  or  Eyatus  more  ? 

O !  do’ubiy  got,  O !  doubly  born,  they  fling. 

Thou  mighty  Bromius ,  hail,  from  Lightening  fprung  ! 

Hail,  ‘Thyonf  Eleleus !  each  Name  is  thine: 

Or  liften  Parent  of  the  genial  Vine ! 

Bacchus !  Evan!  loudly  they  repeat. 

And  not  one  Greecian  Attribute  forget. 

Which  to  thy  Praife,  Great  Deity,  belong, 

Stil’d  juflly  Ether  in  the  Roman  Song. 

Eternity  of  Youth  is  thine  !  enjoy 

Years  roul’d  on  Years,  yet  Bill  a  blooming  Boy. 

In  Heav’n  thou  fhin’jft  with  a  fuperior  Grace ; 

Conceal  thy  Horns,  and  ’tis  a  Virgin  s  Face. 

Thou  taughffl  the  tawny  Indian  to  obey. 

And  Ganges,  fmoothly  flowing,  own’d  thy  Sway. 

Eycurgus ,  Fentheus ,  equally  profane. 

By  thy  juft  Vengeance  equally  were  Pain. 

By  thee  the  Tufcans,  who  confpifd  to  keep 

Thee  Captive,  plung’d,  and  cut  with  Finns  the  Deep. 

With  painted  Reins,  all-glitt’ring  from  afar. 

The  fpotted  Lynxes  proudly  draw  thy  Car. 

Around,  the  Bacch.e,  and  the  Satyrs  throng ; 

Behind,  Silcnus,  drunk,  lags  flow  along  : 

On  his  dull  Afs  he  nods  from  Side  to  Side, 

Forbears  to  fall,  yet  half  forgets  to  ride. 

Still  at  thy  near  Approach,  Applaufcs  loud 
Are  heard,  with  Yellings  of  the  Female  Crowd. 
Timbrels,  and  Boxen  Pipes,  with  mingled  Cries, 

Swell  up  in  Sounds  confus’d,  and  rend  the  Skies. 

Come,  Bacchus,  come  propitious,  all  implore, 

A  nd  a6t  thy  facred  Orgies  o’er  and  o’er. 
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But  Minms  Daughters,  while  thefe  Rites  were  pay’d. 
At  home,  impertinently  bufie,  Ray'd. 

Their  wicked  Tasks  they  ply  with  various  Art, 

And  thro’  the  Loom  the  Aiding  Shuttle  dart; 

Or  at  the  Fire  to  comb  the  Wooll  they  Rand, 

Or  twirl  the  Spindle  with  a  dext’rous  Hand. 

Guilty  themfelves,  they  force  the  Guiltlefs  in  ; 

Their  Maids,  who  {hare  the  Labour,  {hare  the  Sin. 

At  JaR  one  SiRer  cries,  who  nimbly  knew 
To  draw  nice  Threads,  and  winde  the  RneR  Clue, 
While  others  idly  rove,  and  Gods  revere. 

Their  fancy ’d  Gods !  they  know  not  who,  or  where  5 
Let  us,  whom  Pallas  taught  her  better  Arts, 

Still  working,  cheer  with  mirthful  Chat  our  Hearts : 
And  to  deceive  the  Time,  let  me  prevail 
With  each  by  turns  to  tell  fonie  antique  Tale. 

She  faid,  her  SiRers  lik’d  the  Humour  well. 

And  fmiling,  bad  her  the  firR  Story  tell. 

But  ihe  awhile  profoundly  feem’d  to  mufe. 

Perplex’d  amid  Variety  to  chufe  : 

And  knew  not,  whether  {he  fhould  firR  relate 
The  poor  PHrcetis^  and  her  wond’rous  Fate. 

The  Pale  (lines  believe  it  to  a  Man, 

And  {how  the  Lake,  in  which  her  Scales  began. 

Or  if  fhe  rather  fhould  the  Daughter  fing, 

Who  in  the  hoary  Verge  of  Life  took  Wing  ; 
Whofoar’d  from  Earth,  and  dwelt  in  Tow’rs  on  high 

J  C> 

And  now  a  Dove,  Ale  flits  along  the  Sky. 

Or  how  lewd  Nais,  when  her  LuR  was  cloy’d. 

To  Fiflics  turn’d  the  Youths,  Ale  had  enjoy’d. 

By  pow’rful  Vcrfc,  and  Herbs ;  Efleft  moA  Arangc  ! 
At  lafl  the  Changer  (hard  hcrfclf  the  Change. 
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Or  how  the  Tree,  which  once  white  Berries  bore. 
Still  crimfon  bears,  fince  ftain’d  with  crimfon  Gore 
The  Tree  was  new  5  file  likes  it,  and  begins 
To  tell  the  Tale,  and  as  fhe  tells,  fhe  fpins. 


‘Tlje  Story  of  Pstra  mus  and  Thisbe. 

In  Babylon ,  where  firft  her  Queen,  for  State 
Rais’d  Walls  of  Brick  magnificently  great. 

Liv’d  Tyramus ,  and  Thisbe ,  lovely  Pair ! 

He  found  no  Eaftern  Youth  his  Equal  there. 

And  file  beyond  the  faireft  Nymph  was  fair. 

A  clofer  Neighbourhood  was  never  known, 

Tho’  two  the  Houfes,  yet  the  Roof  was  one. 
Acquaintance  grew,  th’  Acquaintance  theyimprov 
To  Friendfhip,  Friendfhip  ripen’d  into  Love: 
Love  had  been  crown’d,  but  impotently  mad. 
What  Parents  could  not  hinder,  they  forbad. 

For  with  fierce  Flames  young  Tyramus  ftill  burn’d. 


And  grateful  Thisbe  Flames  as  fierce  return’d. 

Aloud  in  Words  their  Thoughts  they  dare  not  break 
But  filcnt  Hand,  and  filcnt  Looks  can  fpeak. 

The  Fire  of  Love  the  more  it  is  fuppreft. 

The  more  it  glows,  and  rages  in  the  Bread. 


When  the  Divifion-wall  was  built 


C  hinlc 


Was  left,  the  Cement  unobferv’d  to  fhrink. 

So  fight  the  Cranny,  that  it  ftill  had  been 
For  Centuries  unclos’d,  becaufe  unfeen. 

But  oh !  what  thing  fo  fmall,  fo  fccrct  lies. 

Which  fcapes,  if  form’d  for  Love,  a  Lover’s  Eyes 
Ev’n  in  this  narrow  Chink  they  quickly  found 
A  friendly  Paffagc  for  a  tracklcfs  Sound. 


Safely  they  told  their  Sorrows,  and  their  Joys 
In  whifper’d  Murmurs,  and  a  dying  Noife. 

By  turns  to  catch  each  other’s  Breath  they  drove. 

And  fuck’d  in  all  the  balmy  Breeze  of  Love.  ! 

Oft  as  on  difPrent  Sides  they  {food,  they  crykf 
Malicious  Wall,  thus  Lovers  to  divide! 

Suppofe,  thou  fhould’d  awhile  to  us  give  Place 
To  lock,  and  fallen  in  a  clofe  Embrace: 

But  if  too  much  to  grant  fo  fweet  a  Blifs, 

Indulge  at  lead  the  Pleafure  of  a  Kifs. 

We  fcom  Ingratitude:  To  thee,  vve  know. 

This  fafe  Conveyance  of  our  Minds  vve  owe. 

Thus  they  their  vain  Petition  did  renew 
Till  Night,  and  then  they  foftly  ligh’d  Adieu. 

But  fird  they  drove  to  kifs,  and  that  was  all ; 

Their  Kides  dy’d  untaded  on  the  W all. 

Soon  as  the  Morn  had  o’er  the  Stars  prevail’d. 

And  warn’d  by  Phoebus,  Flow’rs  their  Dews  exhal’d. 
The  Lovers  to  their  well-known  Place  return. 

Alike  they  differ,  and  alike  they  mourn. 

At  lad  their  Parents  they  refolve  to  cheat, 

(If  to  deceive  in  Love  be  call’d  Deceit) 

To  deal  by  Night  from  home,  and  thence  unknown 
To  feek  the  Fields,  and  quit  th’ unfaithful  Town. 
But  to  prevent  their  wand’ring  in  the  Dark, 

They  both  agree  to  fix  upon  a  Mark  j 
A  Mark,  that  could  not  their  Defigns  expofe  : 

The  Tomb  of  Ninus  was  the  Mark  they  chofe. 

There  they  might  red  fccurc  beneath  the  Shade, 
Which  Boughs,  with  fnowy  Fruit  encumber’d,  made: 
A  wide-fpread  Mulberry  its  Rife  had  took 
Jud  on  the  Margin  of  a  gurgling  Brook. 

E  c 
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Impatient  for  the  friendly  Dusk  they  flay ; 

And  chide  the  Slownefs  of  departing  Day ; 

In  W eftern  Seas  down  funk  at  laft  the  Light, 

From  Weftern  Seas  up-rofe  the  Shades  of  Night. 
The  loving  Thisbe  e v  n  prevents  the  Hour, 

With  cautious  Silence  fhe  unlocks  the  Door, 

And  veils  her  Face,  and  marching  thro’  the  Gloom 
Swiftly  arrives  at  th’  Affignation-Tomb. 

For  Aill  the  fearful  Sex  can  fearlefs  prove; 

Boldly  they  add,  if  fpirited  by  Love. 

When  lo !  a  Lionels  rulh’d  o’er  the  Plain, 

Grimly  befmear’d  with  Blood  of  Oxen  {lain ; 

And  what  to  the  dire  Sight  new  Horrors  brought. 

Third  the  neighb’ ring  Spring  fhe  Tough 


f!  ak  c 


Which,  by  the  Moon,  when  trembling  Thisbe  {pies. 
Wing’d  with  her  Fear,  fwift,  as  the  Wind,  Hie  flics  5 
And  in  a  Cave  recovers  from  her  Fright, 

But  drop’d  her  .Veil,  confounded  in  her  Flight. 
When  fated  with  repeated  Draughts,  again 

The  Queen  of  Beads  fcour’d  back  along  the  Plain, 
She  found  the  Veil,  and  mouthing  it  all  o’er. 

With  bloody  Jaws  the  lifelefs  Prey  flic  tore. 

The  Youth,  who  could  not  cheat  his  Guards  lb  foon 


Late 


and  noted  by  the  glimm ’ring  N. 


Some  favage  Feet,  new  printed  on  the  Ground, 

His  Checks  turn’d  pale,  his  Limbs  no  Vigour  found 
But,  when  advancing  on,  the  Veil  he  fpied 
Diftain’d  with  Blood,  and  ghaftly  torn,  he  cried. 
One  Night  fliall  Death  to  two  young  Lovers  give. 
But  flic  deferv d  unnumber’d  Years  to  live! 

’Tis  I  am  guilty,  I  have  thee  betray’d, 

W  ho  came  not  early,  as  my  charming 
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Whatever  flew  thee,  I  the  Caufe  remain, 

I  nam’d,  and  fix’d  the  Place,  where  thou  waft  flain 
Ye  Lions  from  your  neighboring  Dens  repair, 


pity  the  Wretch 


impious  Body 


But  Cowards  thus  for  Death  can  idly  crie  > 

The  Brave  Aill  have  it  in  their  Pow’r  to  die. 

Then  to  th’ appointed  Tree  hehaftes  away. 

The  Veil  firft  gather’d,  tho’  all  rent  it  lay : 

The  Veil  all  rent,  yet  bill  itfelf  endears. 

He  kill,  and  killing,  wafh’d  it  with  his  Tears. 

Tho’ rich  (he  cry’ d)  with  many  a  precious  Stain, 
Still  from  my  Blood  a  deeper  Tindfcure  gain. 

Then  in  his  Breaft  his  Alining  Sword  he  drown’d. 
And  fell  fupine,  extended  on  the  Ground. 

As  out  again  the  Blade  he,  dying,  drew. 

Out  fpun  the  Blood,  and  breaming  upwards  flew. 
So  if  a  Conduit-pipe  e’er  burfi:  you  Paw, 

Swift  fpring  the  gufhing  Waters  thro’  the  Flaw: 
Then  {pouting  in  a  Bow,  they  rife  on  high. 

And  a  new  Fountain  plays  amid  the  Sky. 

The  Berries,  flam’d  with  Blood,  began  to  fllow 
A  dark  Complexion,  and  forgot  their  Snow ; 

While  fatten’d  with  the  flowing  Gore,  the  Boot 
Was  doom’d  forever  to  a  purple  Fruit. 

Mean  time  poor  I  his  be  fear’d,  fo  long  flic  flay’d. 
Her  Lover  might  fufpe£t  a  perjur’d  Maid. 

Her  Fright  fcarcc  o’er,  file  drove  the  Youth  to  find 
With  ardent  Eyes,  which  {poke  an  ardent  Mind. 
Already  in  his  Arms,  flic  hears  him  flgh 
At  her  DcftruStion,  which  was  once  fo  nigh. 

The  Tomb,  the  Tree,  but  not  the  Fruit  flic  knew. 
The  Fruit  file  doubted  for  its  alter’d  Hue. 
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Still  as  Ble  doubts,  her  Eyes  a  Body  found 
Quiv’ring  in  Death,  and  gafping  on  the  Ground. 

She  ftarted  back,  the  Red  her  Cheeks  forfook. 

And  ev'ry  Nerve  with  thrilling  Horrors  fhook. 

So  trembles  the  fmooth  Surface  of  the  Seas, 

If  brufh’d  o’er  gently  with  a  riling  Breeze. 

But  when  her  View  her  bleeding  Love  confeft. 

She  fhriek’d,  hie  tore  her  Hair,  file  beat  her  Breaft. 

She  rais’d  the  Body,  and  embrac’d  it  round. 

And  bath’d  with  Tears  unfeign’d  the  gaping  Wound. 
Then  her  warm  Lips  to  the  cold  Lace  apply ’d. 

And  is  it  thus,  ah !  thus  we  meet,  fhe  cry’d ! 

My  Pyramus!  whence  fprung  thy  cruel  Fate? 

My  Pyramus! - ah!  fpeak,  e’er  ’tis  too  late. 

I,  thy  own  Thisbey  but  one  W ord  implore. 

One  W ord  thy  Thisbe  never  ask’d  before. 

At  Thisbes  Name,  awak’d,  he  open’d  wide  - 

His  dying  Eyes ;  with  dying  Eyes  he  try’d  ^ 

On  her  to  dwell,  but  clos’d  them  flow,  and  dy’d.  . 

The  fatal  Caufe  was  now  at  laft  explor’d. 

Her  Veil  fhe  knew,  and  faw  his  fheathlefs  Sword: 

From  thy  own  Hand  thy  Ruin  thou  haft  found. 

She  faid,  but  Love  firft  taught  that  Hand  to  wound. 

Ev’n  I  for  thee  as  bold  a  Hand  can  fllow. 

And  Love,  which  fliall  as  true  direcSt  the  Blow. 

I  will  again!!  the  W  Oman’s  W  eaknefs  ft  rive. 

And  never  thee,  lamented  Youth,  furvive. 

The  World  may  fay,  I  caus’d,  alas!  thy  Death, 

But  faw  thee  breathlcfs,  and  rcfign’d  my  Breath. 

Fate,  tho’  it  conquers,  fliall  no  Triumph  gain. 

Fate,  that  divides  us,  ftill  divides  in  vain. 


Now 
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Now,  both  our  cruel  Parents,  hear  my  Pray’r, 

My  Pray’r  to  offer  for  us  both  I  dare: 

Oh!  lee  our  Afhes  in  one  Urn  confin’d. 

Whom  Love  at  firft,  and  Fate  at  laft  has  joyn’d. 
The  Blifs,  you  envy’d,  is  not  our  Requeft  ; 

Lovers,  when  dead,  may  fure  together  reft. 

Thou,  Tree,  where  now  one  lifelefs  Lump  is  laid. 
E’er  long  o’er  two  {halt  caft  a  friendly  Shade. 

Still  let  our  Loves  from  thee  be  underftood. 

Still  witnefs  in  thy  purple  Fruit  our  Blood. 

She  fpoke,  and  in  her  Bofom  plung’d  the  Sword, 
All  warm  and  reeking  from  it’s  flaughter’d  Lord. 

The  Pray’r,  which  dying  This  be  had  preferr’d. 

Both  Gods,  and  Parents  with  Compaftlon  heard. 
The  Whitenefs  of  the  Mulberry  foon  fled. 

And  rip’ning,  fadden’d  in  a  dusky  Red: 

While  both  their  Parents  their  loft  Children  mourn. 
And  mix  their  Afhes  in  one  golden  Urn. 

Thus  did  the  melancholy  Tale  conclude. 

And  a  fhort,  filent  Interval  enfu’d. 

The  next  in  Birth  unloos’d  her  artful  Tongue, 

And  drew  attentive  all  the  Sifter-Throng. 


The  Sun,  the  Source  of  Light,  by  Beauty’s  Pow'r 


Once  am’rous  grew ;  then  hear  the  Sun’s  Amour. 

Venus ,  and  Mars,  with  his  far-piercing  Eyes 
This  God  ftrft  fpy’ds  this  God  firft  all  things  fpics. 

Stung  at  the  Sight,  and  fwift  on  Mifchicl  bent. 

To  haughty  funds  fhapclcfs  Son  he  went: 

The  Goddefs,  and  her  God-Gallant  betray’d. 

And  told  the  Cuckold,  where  their  Pranks  were  play’d. 
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Poor  Vulcan  foon  defir’d  to  hear  no  more. 

He  drop’d  his  Hammer,  and  he  fhook  all  o’er: 

Then  Courage  takes,  and  full  of  vengeful  Ire 

► 

He  heaves  the  Bellows,  and  blows  fierce  the  Fire. 
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From  liquid  Brafs,  tho’  fure,  yet  fubtle  Snares 
Fie  forms,  and  next  a  wondrous  Net  prepares. 

Drawn  with  fuch  curious  Art,  fo  nicely  fly, 

Unfeen  the  Malhes  cheat  the  fearching  Eye. 

Not  half  fo  thin  their  Webs  the  Spiders  weave. 
Which  the  moft  wary,  buzzing  Prey  deceive. 

Thefe  Chains,  obedient  to  the  Touch,  he  fpread 
In  fecret  Foldings  o’er  the  confcious  Bed: 

The  confcious  Bed  again  was  quickly  prefb 
By  the  fond  Pair,  in  lawlefs  Raptures  bleft. 

Mars  wonder’d  at  his  Cythereas  Charms, 

More  faft  than  ever  lock’d  within  her  Arms. 

While  Vulcan  th’Iv’ry  Doors  unbarr’d  with  Care, 

Then  call’d  the  Gods  to  view  the  fportivePair ; 

The  Gods  throng’d  in,  and  faw  in  open  Day, 

Where  Mars 3  and  Beauty’s  Queen,  all  naked,  lay. 

O !  fhameful  Sight,  if  fhameful  that  we  name. 

Which  Gods  with  Envy  view’d,  and  could  not  blame 
But  for  the  Pleafure  wifh’d  to  bear  the  Shame. 


Each  Deity,  with  Laughter  tir’d,  departs. 
Yet  all  Fill  laugh’d  at  Vulcan  in  their  Hearts. 


Thro’  Heav’n  the  News  of  this  Surprizal  run. 
But  Venus  did  not  thus  forget  the  Sun. 

He,  who  ftol’n  Tranfports  idly  had  betray’d. 
By  a  Betrayer  was  in  kind  repay’d. 


W  hat  now  avails,  great  God,  thy  piercing  Blaze 
That  Youth,  and  Beauty,  and  thofc  golden  Rays  > 
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Thou,  who  can’ft  warm  this  Univerfe  alone, 

Feofft  now  a  Warmth  more  pow’rful  than  thy  own  : 
And  thole  bright  Eyes,  which  all  things  fhould  furvey. 
Know  not  from  fair  Leucothde  to  ft  ray. 

The  Lamp  of  Light,  for  human  Good  defign'd. 

Is  to  one  Virgin  niggardly  confin’d. 

Sometimes  too  early  rife  thy  Eaftern  Beams, 

Sometimes  too  late  they  fet  in  Weftern  Streams : 

’Tis  then  her  Beauty  thy  fwift  Courfe  delays. 

And  gives  to  Winter  Skies  long  Summer  Days. 

Now  in  thy  Face  thy  love-lick  Mind  appears. 

And  fpreads  thro’  impious  Nations  empty  Fears : 

For  when  thy  beamlefs  Head  is  wrapt  in  Night, 

Uoor  Mortals  tremble  in  defpair  of  Light. 

’Tis  not  the  Moon,  that  o’er  thee  calls  a  Veil, 

’Tis  Love  alone,  which  makes  thy  Looks  fo  pale. 
Leucothde  is  grown  thy  only  Care, 

Not  ‘Phaetons  fair  Mother  now  is  fair. 

The  youthful  Rhodos  moves  no  tender  Thought, 

And  beauteous  Perfa  is  at  lafl  forgot. 

Fond  Cljtie,  fcorn’d,  yet  lov’d,  and  fought  thy  Bed, 
Ev’n  then  thy  Heart  for  other  Virgins  bled. 

Leucothde  has  all  thy  Soul  pofTeft, 

And  chas’d  each  rival  Paflion  from  thy  BreafL 
To  this  bright  Nymph  Eurynom'e  gave  Birth 
In  the  blefl  Confines  of  the  fpicy  Earth. 

Excelling  others,  fhe  herfelf  beheld 
By  her  own  blooming  Daughter  fu*  excell’d. 

The  Sire  was  Orchamus ,  whole  vaft  Command, 

The  Seventh  from  Belus,  rul’d  the  Perfmn  Land. 

Deep  in  cool  Vales,  beneath  th '  Hefierian  Sky, 

For  the  Sun’s  fiery  Steeds  the  Pafturcs  lye. 
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Ambrofia  there  they  eat,  and  thence  they  gain 
New  Vigour,  and  their  daily  Toils  fuftain. 

While  thus  on  heav’nly  Food  the  Courfers  fed. 

And  Night,  around,  her  gloomy  Empire  fpread. 
The  God  affum’d  the  Mother  s  Shape,  and  Air, 

And  pafs’d,  unheeded,  to  his  darling  Fair. 

Clofe  by  a  Lamp,  with  Maids  encompafs’d  round. 
The  Royal  Spinfter,  full-employ’d,  he  found : 

Then  cry’d,  A-while  from  Work,  my  Daughter,  reft? 
And,  like  a  Mother,  fcarce  her  Lips  he  preft. 
Servants,  retire  1 — nor  Secrets  dare  to  hear 
Intruded  only  to  a  Daughter’s  Ear. 

They  fwift  obey’d:  Not  one,  fufpicious,  thought 
The  Secret,  which  their  Miftrefs  would  be  taught. 

*  O 

Then  he:  Since  now  no  Witneffes  are  near. 

Behold  I  the  God,  who  guides  the  various  Year! 

The  World’s  vaft  Eye,  of  Light  the  Source  ferene. 
Who  all  things  fees,  by  whom  are  all  things  feen. 
Believe  me.  Nymph!  (fori  the  Truth  have  fhow’d) 
Thy  Charms  have  Pow’r  to  charm  fo  great  a  God. 
Confus’d,  file  heard  him  his  foft  Paffion  tell. 

And  on  the  Floor,  untwirl’d,  the  Spindle  fell: 

Still  from  the  fwcet  Confufion  fome  new  Grace 
Blufh’d  out  by  Health,  and  languifh’d  in  her  Face. 
The  Lover,  now  inflam’d,  himfelf  put  on. 

And  out  at  once  the  God,  all-radiant,  (hone. 

The  Virgin  ftartlcd  at  his  alter’d  Form, 

Too  weak  to  bear  a  God’s  impetuous  Storm: 

No  more  againft  the  dazling  Youth  flic  ftrovc. 

But  filcnt  yielded,  and  indulg’d  his  Love. 

This  C lytic  knew,  and  knew  file  was  undone, 

Whofc  Soul  was  fix’d,  and  doated  on  the  Sun. 
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She  rag’d  to  think  on  her  neglected  Charms, 

And  Phoebus ,  panting  in  another’s  Arms. 

With  envious  Madnefs  fir’d,  file  flies  in  hafle. 

And  tells  the  King,  his  Daughter  was  unchafte. 

The  King,  incens’d  to  hear  his  Honour  ftain’d. 

No  more  the  Father,  nor  the  Man  retain’d. 

In  vain  file  ftretch’d  her  Arms,  and  turn’d  her  Eyes 
To  her  lov’d  God,  th’  Enlight’ner  of  the  Skies. 

In  vain  {he  own’d,  it  was  a  Crime,  yet  ftill 
It  was  a  Crime  not  a<fted  by  her  Will. 

The  brutal  Sire  flood  deaf  to  ev’ry  Pray’r, 

And  deep  in  Earth  entomb’d  alive  the  Fair. 

What  Phoebus  could  do,  was  by  Phoebus  done. 

Full  on  her  Grave  with  pointed  Beams  he  fhone: 

To  pointed  Beams  the  gaping  Earth  gave  way. 

Had  the  Nymph  Eyes,  her  Eyes  had  feen  the  Day, 

But  lifelefs  now,  yet  lovely  ftill,  file  lay. 

Not  more  the  God  wept,  when  the  World  was  fir’d. 
And  in  the  Wreck  his  blooming  Boy  expir’d. 

The  vital  Flame  he  ftrives  to  light  again. 

And  warm  the  frozen  Blood  in  ev’ry  Vein: 

But  fince  refiftlefs  Fates  deny’d  that  Pow’r, 

On  the  cold  Nymph  he  rain’d  a  Nedtar-fliow’r. 

Ah!  undeferving  thus  fhe  faid^)  to  die. 

Yet  ftill  in  Odours  thou  (halt  reach  the  Sky. 

The  Body  foon  diffolv’d,  and  all  around 
Perfum’d  with  heav’nly  Fragrancies  the  Ground. 

A  Sacrifice  for  Gods  up-rofc  from  thence, 

A  fwcet,  delightful  Tree  of  Frankincenfc. 
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The  Hi '•an. (for  mat  ion  of  C  l,  y  t  i  e. 

T ho’  guilty  Cljtie  thus  the  Sun  betray’d. 

By  too  much  Paflion  Hie  was  guilty  made. 

Excefs  of  Love  begot  Excefs  of  Grief, 

Grief  fondly  bad  her  hence  to  hope  Relief. 

But  angry  Thcebus  hears,  unmov’d,  her  Sighs, 

And  fcornful  from  her  loath’d  Embraces  flies. 

All  Day,  all  Night,  in  tracklefs  Wilds,  alone 
She  pin’d,  and  taught  the  lift  ning  Rocks  her  Moan. 
On  the  bare  Earth  fhe  lies,  her  Bofom  bare, 

Loofe  her  Attire,  difhevel’d  is  her  Hair. 

Nine  times  the  Morn  unbarr’d  the  Gates  of  Light, 

As  oft  were  fpread  th’  alternate  Shades  of  Night, 

So  long  no  Suftenance  the  Mourner  knew, 

Unlefs  fhe  drunk  her  Tears,  or  fuck’d  the  Dew. 

She  turn’d  about,  but  role  not  from  the  Ground, 
Turn’d  to  the  Sun,  {till  as  he  roul’d  his  Round: 

On  his  bright  Pace  hung  her  deliring  Eyes, 

Till  fix’d  to  Earth,  fhe  ftrove  in  vain  to  rife. 

Her  Looks  their  Palenefs  in  a  Flow’r  retain’d. 

But  here,  and  there,  fome  purple  Streaks  they  gain’d. 
Still  the  lov’d  Object  the  fond  Leafs  purfue. 

Still  move  their  Root,  the  moving  Sun  to  view. 

And  in  the  Heliotrope  the  Nymph  is  true. 

The  Sifters  heard  thefe  Wonders  with  Surpri£e> 

But  part  receiv’d  them,  as  Romantick  Lies  ; 

And  pertly  rally ’d,  that  they  could  not  fee 
In  Pow’rs  Divine  fo  vaft  an  Energy. 

Part  own’d,  true  Gods  fuch  Miracles  might  do. 

But  own’d  not  Bacchus ,  one  among  the  True. 
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At  laft  a  common,  juft  Requeft  they  make. 

And  beg  Blcitboe  her  T urn  to  take. 

I  will  (fhe  faid)  and  pleafe  you,  if  I  can. 

Then  fhot  her  Shuttle  fwift,  and  thus  began. 

The  Fate  of  Baphnis  is  a  Fate  too  known. 

Whom  an  enamour’d  Nymph  transform’d  to  Stone, 
Becaufe  file  fear’d  another  Nymph  might  fee 
The  lovely  Youth,  and  love  as  much  as  fhe: 

So  ftrange  the  Madnefs  is  of  Jealoufte  l 
Nor  fhall  I  tell,  what  Changes  Scytbon  made. 

And  how  he  walk’d  a  Man,  err  tripp’d  a  Maid. 

You  too  would  peevifh  frown,  and  Patience  want 
T o  hear,  how  Celmis  grew  an  Adamant. 

He  once  was  dear  to  Jo<ve3  and  law  of  old 
Jove}  when  a  Child,  but  what  he  faw,  he  told. 

Crocus y  and  Smilax  may  be  turn’d  to  Flow’rs, 

And  the  Curetes  fpring  from  bounteous  Show’rs » 

I  pals  a  hundred  Legends  ftale,  as  thefe. 

And  with  fweet  Novelty  your  Tafte  will  pleafe. 

The  Story  of  S  A  lmacis  and  Hermapi-iroditus. 

By  Mr.  Ad  d  i  s  o  n. 

How  Salmacis,  with  weak  enfeebling  Streams 
Softens  the  Body,  and  unnerves  the  Limbs, 

And  what  the  fecret  Caufc,  fhall  here  befhown; 

The  Caufe  is  fccrct,  but  th’  EfFe<ft  is  known. 

The  Ndtds  nurft  an  Infant  heretofore. 

That  Cytberca  once  to  Hermes  bore : 

From  both  th’Illuftrious  Authors  of  his  Race 
The  Child  was  nam’d ;  nor  was  it  hard  to  trace 
Both  the  bright  Parents  thro’  the  Infant’s  Face. 
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When  fifteen  Years,  in  Idas  cool  Retreat, 

The  Boy  had  told,  he  left  his  Native  Seat, 

And  fought  frefh  Fountains  in  a  foreign  Soil : 

The  Pleafure  leflen’d  the  attending  Toil. 

With  eager  Steps  the  Lycian  Fields  he  croft. 

And  Fields  that  border  on  the  Lycian  Coaft; 

A  River  here  he  view’d  fo  lovely  bright,  y 

It  fhew’d  the  Bottom  in  a  fairer  Light,  \ 

Nor  kept  a  Sand  conceal’d  from  Human  fight.  \ 

The  Stream  produc’d  nor  fiimy  Ooze,  nor  Weeds, 

Nor  miry  Rufhes,  nor  the  fpiky  Reeds; 

But  dealt  enriching  Moifture  all  around,  ^ 

The  fruitful  Banks  with  chearful  Verdure  crown’d,  \ 
And  kept  the  Spring  Eternal  on  the  Ground.  ) 

A  Nymph  prefides,  nor  practis’d  in  the  Chace, 

Nor  skilful  at  the  Bow,  nor  at  the  Race; 

Of  all  the  Blue-ey’d  Daughters  of  the  Main, 

The  only  Stranger  to  2)/Ws  Train  : 

Her  Sifters  often,  as  ’tis  faid,  wou’d  cry 
<c  Fi eSalmacis,  what  always  idle!  fie, 

“  Or  take  thy  Quiver,  or  thy  Arrows  feize, 
cc  And  mix  the  Toils  of  Hunting  with  thy  Eafe. 

Nor  Quiver  (he  nor  Arrows  e’er  wou’d  feize. 

Nor  mix  the  Toils  of  Hunting  with  her  Eafe. 

But  oft  would  bathe  her  in  the  Chryftal  Tide, 
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Oft  with  a  Comb  her  dewy  Locks  divide ; 

Now  in  the  limpid  Streams  file  views  her  Face, 

And  dreft  her  Image  in  the  floating  Glafs  : 

On  Beds  of  Leaves  flic  now  repos’d  her  Limbs, 

Now  gather’d  Flow’rs  that  grew  about  her  Stream 
And  then  by  chance  was  gathering,  as  flic  flood 
To  view  the  Boy,  and  long’d  for  what  flic  view’d. 
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Fain  wou’d  fhe  meet  the  Youth  with  haftv  Feet. 
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She  fain  wou’d  meet  him,  but  refus’d  to  meet 
Before  her  Looks  were  fet  with  niceft  Care, 

And  well  deferv’d  to  be  reputed  Fair. 

<c  Bright  Youth,  fhe  cries,  whom  all  thy  Features  prove 
<c  A  God,  and,  if  a  God,  the  God  of  Love, 

<c  But  if  a  Mortal,  bleft  thy  Nurfe’s  Brea  ft, 

‘c  Bled  are  thy  Parents,  and  thy  Sifters  bleft: 

“  But  oh  how  bleft !  how  more  than  bleft  thy  Bride, 
Ally’d  in  Blifs,  if  any  yet  ally’d. 
tc  If  fo,  let  mine  the  ftoln  Enjoyments  be  5 
<e  If  not,  behold  a  willing  Bride  in  me. 

The  Boy  knew  nought  of  Love,  and  toucht  with  Shame, 
He  ftrove,  and  blufht,  but  ftill  the  Blufh  became : 

In  riling  Blulhes  ftill  frefl.1  Beauties  rofe  > 

The  funny  Side  of  Fruit  fuch  Blufhes  fhovvs. 

And  fuch  the  Moon,  when  all  her  Silver  White 
Turns  in  Eclipfes  to  a  ruddy  Light. 

The  Nymph  ftill  begs,  if  not  a  nobler  Blifs, 

A  cold  Salute  at  leaft,  a  Sifter’s  Kifs: 

And  now  prepares  to  take  the  lovely  Boy 
Between  her  Arms.  He,  innocently  coy, 

.Replies,  <c  Or  leave  me  to  my  felf  alone, 

<c  You  rude  uncivil  Nymph,  or  I’ll  be  gone. 
cc  Fair  Stranger  then,  fays  file,  it  fhall  befoj 
And,  for  flic  fear’d  his  Threats,  file  feign’d  to  go  : 

But  hid  within  a  Covert’s  neighbouring  Green, 

She  kept  him  ftill  in  fight,  herfelf  unfeen. 

The  Boy  now  fancies  all  the  Danger  o’er, 

And  innocently  fports  about  the  Shore, 

Playful  and  wanton  to  the  Stream  he  trips. 

And  dips  his  Foot,  and  fhivers,  as  he  dips. 

H  h 
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The  Coolnefs  pleas’d  him,  and  with  eager  hafte 
His  airy  Garments  on  the  Banks  he  call  > 

His  Godlike  Features,  and  his  Heav’nly  Hue, 

And  ail  his  Beauties  were  expos’d  to  View. 

His  naked  Limbs  the  Nymph  with  Rapture  fpies. 
While  hotter  Paflions  in  her  Bofom  rife, 

v 

Flufh  in  her  Cheeks,  and  fparkle  in  her  Eyes. 

She  longs,  fhe  burns  to  clafp  him  in  her  Arms, 
And  looks,  and  fighs,  and  kindles  at  his  Charms. 

Now  all  undrefl  upon  the  Banks  he  Hood, 

And  clapt  his  Sides,  and  leapt  into  the  Flood: 

His  lovely  Limbs  the  Silver  Waves  divide. 
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...viibs  appear  more  lovely  through  the  Tide; 
As  Lilies  fhut  within  a  Chryftal  Cafe, 

Receive  a  glofTy  Luftre  from  the  Glafs. 

He’s  mine,  he’s  all  my  own,  the  Ndid cries. 

And  flings  off  all,  and  after  him  fhe  flies. 

And  now  fhe  fallens  on  him  as  he  fwims. 

And  holds  him  clofe,  and  wraps  about  his  Limbs 
The  more  the  Boy  refilled,  and  was  coy. 

The  more  file  dipt,  and  kill  the  flrugling  Boy. 

So  when  the  wrigling  Snake  is  fnacht  on  high 
In  Eagles  Claws,  and  hilfcs  in  the  Sky, 

Around  the  Foe  his  twirling  Tail  he  flings. 

And  twills  her  Legs,  and  wriths  about  her 
The  relllefs  Boy  Hill  obEinately  flrove 
To  free  himfclf,  and  Hill  refus’d  her  Love 


A  mi  d  11  his  Limbs  flic  kept  her  Limbs  intwin’d. 

And  why,  coy  Youth,  fhe  cries,  why  thus  unkind 
,c  Oh  may  the  Gods  thus  keep  us  ever  join’d! 
c  Oh  may  wc  never,  never  part  again ! 

■>o  pray  d  the  Nymph,  nor  did  flic  pray  in  vain  : 
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For  now  £he  finds  him,  as  his  Limbs  fhe  preft. 

Grow  nearer  hill,  and  nearer  to  her  Bread: > 

Till,  piercing  each  the  other's  Flefh,  the/  run 
Together,  and  incorporate  in  One: 

Lad:  in  one  Face  are  both  their  Faces  join'd. 

As  when  the  Stock  and  grafted  Twig  combin’d 
Shoot  up  the  fame,  and  wear  a  common  Rind  : 

Both  Bodies  in  a  dingle  Body  mix, 

A  fingle  Body  with  a  double  Sex. 

The  Boy,  thus  lod  in  Woman,  now  furvey’d 
The  River’s  guilty  Stream,  and  thus  he  pray’d. 

(He  pray’d,  but  wonder’d  at  his  fofter  Tone, 
Surpriz’d  to  hear  a  Voice  but  half  his  own) 

You  Parent-Gods,  whofe  Heav’nly  Names  I  bear. 
Hear  your  Hermaphrodite ,  and  grant  my  Pray’r ; 

Oh  grant,  that  whomfoe’er  thefe  Streams  contain, 

If  Man  he  enter’d,  he  may  rife  again 
Supple,  undnew’d,  and  but  half  a  Man ! 

The  Heav’nly  Parents  anfwefd,  from  on  high, 
Their  two-fhap’d  Son,  the  double  Votary  ; 

Then  gave  a  fecret  Virtue  to  the  Flood, 

And  ting’d  it’s  Source  to  make  his  Willies  good. 

Continued  by  Mr.  E  (J  S  DEN. 
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A  lcit  ri  d  e  and  her  Sifters  transform'd  to  Bats . 

But  Mineus  Daughters  hill  their  Tasks  purl ue. 

To  Wickednefs  mod:  obftinatcly  true: 

At  Bacchus  hill  they  laugh,  when  all  around, 

Unfecn,  the  Timbrels  hoarfc  were  heard  to  found. 
Saffron,,  and  Myrrh  their  fragrant  Odours  filed. 

And  now  the  prefent  Deity  they  dread. 
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Strange  to  relate  !  Here  Ivy  firft  was  feen. 

Along  the  Diftaff  crept  the  wondrous  Green. 

Then  fudden-fpringing  Vines  began  to  bloom. 

And  the  foft  Tendrils  curl'd  around  the  Loom: 

While  purple  Clufters,  dangling  from  on  high. 

Ting'd  the  wrought  Purple  with  a  fecond  Die. 

Now  from  the  Skies  was  fhot  a  doubtful  Light, 

The  Day  declining  to  the  Bounds  of  Night. 

The  Fabriclc’s  firm  Foundations  fhake  all  o’er, 

Falfe  Tigers  rage,  and  figur’d  Lions  roar. 

Torches,  aloft,  feem  blazing  in  the  Air, 

And  angry  Flafhes  of  red  Light  nings  glare. 

To  dark  Recedes,  the  dire  Sight  to  fhun. 

Swift  the  pale  Sifters  in  Confufton  run. 

Their  Arms  were  loft  in  Pinions,  as  they  fled. 

And  fubtle  Films  each  flender  Limb  o’er-fpread. 

Their  alter’d  Forms  their  Senfes  foon  reveal’d  5 
Their  Forms,  how  alter’d,  Darknefs  ftill  conceal’d. 

Clofe  to  the  Roof  each,  wond’ring,  upwards  Iprings, 
Born  on  unknown,  tranfparent,  plumelefs  Wings. 

They  ftrove  for  Words;  theirlittle  Bodies  found 
No  Words,  but  murmur’d  in  a  fainting  Sound. 

In  Towns,  not  Woods,  the  footy  Batts  delight. 

And  never,  till  the  Dusk,  begin  their  Flight; 

Till  Vefper  riles  with  his  Ev’ning  Flame ; 

From  whom  the  Romans  have  deriv’d  their  Name. 

9 

'. The  Transformation  of  I  n  o  and  Melicerta  to  Sea- 

Gods. 

The  Pow’r  of  Bacchus  now  o’er  Thebes  had  flown. 

With  awful  Rev’rencc  foon  the  God  they  own. 


Proud 
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Proud  lno^  all  around,  the  Wonder  tells* 

And  on  her  Nephew -Deity  ftill  dwells, 

Of  num’rous  Sifters,  fhe  alone  yet  knew 
No  Grief,  but  Grief,  which  file  from  Sifters  drew. 

Imperial  Juno  faw  her  with  Difdain, 

Vain  in  her  Offspring,  in  her  Confort  vain. 

Who  rul’d  the  trembling  Thebans  with  a  Nod, 

But  faw  her  vaineft  in  her  Fofter-God. 

Could  then  ('fhe  cry’d)  a  Baftard-Boy  have  Powf 
To  make  a  Mother  her  own  Son  devour? 

Could  he  the  Tufcan  Crew  to  Fifties  change. 

And  now  three  Sifters  damn  to  Forms  fo  ftrange  ? 

Yet  fhall  the  Wife  of  Jove  find  no  Relief? 

Shall  file,  ftill  unreveng’d,  difclofe  her  Grief? 

Have  I  the  mighty  Freedom  to  complain? 

Is  that  my  Pow’r  ?  is  that  to  cafe  my  Pain  ? 

A  Foe  has  taught  me  Vengeance;  and  who  ought 
To  fcorn  that  Vengeance,  which  a  Foe  has  taught? 
What  fure  Deftrudtion  frantick  Rage  can  throw. 

The  gaping  Wounds  of  flaughter’d  Pen  them  ftiow. 
Why  fllould  notl»0,  fir’d  with  Madnefs,  ftray. 

Like  her  mad  Sifters  her  own  Kindred  flay. 

Why,  fhe  not  follow,  where  they  lead  the  way. 

Down  a  ftcep,  yawning  Cave,  where  Yews  difnlav’d 
In  Arches  meet,  and  lend  a  baleful  Shade, 

Thro’ filent  Labyrinths  a  Paffagclies 
To  mournful  Regions,  and  infernal  Skies. 

Here  Styx  exhales  its  noifome  Clouds,  and  lieie, 
Thcfun’ral  Rites  once  paid,  all  Souls  appear. 

Stiff  Cold,  and  Horror  with  a 
And  flaring  Lyes,  infeft  the  dreary  Place. 

I  i 


ghaftly  Face 
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Ghofls,  new-arriv’d,  and  Strangers  to  thefe  Plains, 
Know  not  the  Palace,  where  grim  Pluto  reigns. 

They  journey  doubtful,  nor  the  Road  can  tell. 

Which  leads  to  the  Metropolis  of  Hell. 

A  thoufand  Avenues  thole  Tow’rs  command, 

A  thoufand  Gates  for  ever  open  hand. 

As  all  the  Rivers,  difembogu’d,  find  Room 
For  all  their  Waters  in  old  Ocean’s  Womb: 

So  this  vafl  City  Worlds  Of  Shades  receives. 

And  Space  for  Millions  frill  of  Worlds  fhe  leaves. 

The  unbody 7d  Spectres  freely  rove,  and  (how 
Whate’er  they  lov’d  on  Earth,  they  love  below. 

The  Lawyers  lrill,  or  right,  or  wrong,  fupport. 

The  Courtiers  fmoothly  glide  to  Pluto” s  Court. 

Still  airy  Heroes  Thoughts  of  Glory  fire. 

Still  the  dead  Poet  firings  his  deathlefs  Lyre, 

And  Lovers  frill  with  fancy’d  Darts  expire. 

The  Queen  of  Heav’n,  to  gratifie  her  Hate, 

And  footh  immortal  Wrath,  forgets  her  State. 

Down  from  the  Realms  of  Day,  to  Realms  of  Night, 
The  Goddefs  fwift  precipitates  her  Flight. 

At  Hell  arriv’d,  the  Noife  Hell’s  Porter  heard, 

Th’  enormous  Dog  his  triple  Head  up-rear’d: 

Thrice  from  three  grizly  Throats  he  howl’d  profound. 
Then  fuppliant  couch’d,  and  frietch’d  along  the  Ground 
The  trembling  Threfhold,  which  Saturnia  prcfl, 

The  Weight  of  fuch  Divinity  confcJri 
Before  a  lofty,  adamantine  Gate, 

Which  clos’d  a  Tow’r  of  Brafs,  the  Furies  fate: 
Mifhapen  Forms,  tremendous  to  the  Sight, 

Th’ implacable,  foul  Daughters  of  the  Night. 
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A  founding  Whip  each  bloody  Sifter  fhakes, 

1 

Or  from  her  TrdTes  combs  the  curling  Snakes. 

But  now  great  J mo’s  Majefty  was  known. 

Thro’  the  thick  Gloom,  all-heav’nly  bright,  fhe  fhone: 
The  hideous  Monfters  their  Obedience  fhow’d. 

And  riling  from  their  Seats,  fubmiflive  bow’d. 

This  is  the  Place  of  Woe,  here  groan  the  Dead; 
Huge  Tityus  o’er  nine  Acres  here  is  fpread. 

Fruitful  for  Pain,  th*  immortal  Tiver  bleeds. 

Still  grows,  and  ftill  th’  infatiate  Vulture  feeds. 

Poor  "Tantalus  to  tafte  the  Water  tries. 

But  from  his  Lips  the  faithlefs  W ater  dies : 

Then  thinks,  the  bending  Tree  he  can  command. 

The  Tree  ftarts  backwards,  and  eludes  his  Hand. 

The  Labour  too  of  S/JjpLus  is  vain. 

Up  the  fteep  Mount  he  heaves  the  Stone  with  Pain, 
Down  from  the  Summit  rouls  the  Stone  again. 

The  Belides  their  leaky  Veftels  ftill 
Are  ever  filling,  and  yet  never  fill  : 

Doom’d  to  this  Pumfhment  for  Blood  they  Ihed, 

For  Bridegrooms  flaughter’d  in  the  Bridal  Bed. 
Stretch’d  on  the  rouling  Wheel  Ixion  lies ; 

Himfelf  he  follows,  and  himfclf  he  flies. 
lx  ion,  tortur’d,  Juno  ftcrnly  cy’d, 

Then  turn’d,  and  toiling  Sijyphus  cfpy’d; 

And  why  (flic  faid)  fo  wretched  is  the  Fate 
Of  him,  whofe  Brother  proudly  reigns  in  State  ? 

Yet  ftill  my  Altars  unador’d  have  been 
By  sit  Lamas ,  and  his  prefumptuous  Queen. 

What  caus’d  her  Hate,  the  Goddcfs  thus  con  fell  . 
What  caus’d  her  Journey  now  was  more  than  gueft. 
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That  Hate,  relentlefs,  its  Revenge  did  want. 

And  that  Revenge  the  Furies  foon  could  grant  : 

They  could  the  Glory  of  proud  Thebes  efface. 

And  hide  in  Ruin  the  Cadmean  Race. 

%  ■ 

For  this  fhe  largely  promifes,  entreats. 

And  to  Entreaties  adds  Imperial  Threats. 

Then  fell  Tif phone  with  Rage  was  flung. 

And  from  her  Mouth  th’  untwifled  Serpents  flung. 

To  gain  this  trifling  Boon,  there  is  no  need 
('She  cry’d)  in  formal  Speeches  to  proceed. 

W hatever  thou  command’!!  to  do,  is  done ; 

Believe  it  finifll'd,  tho’  not  yet  begun. 

But  from  thefe  melancholy  Seats  repair 
To  happier  Manfions,  and  to  purer  Air. 

Shefpoke:  The  Goddefs,  darting  upwards,  flies. 
And  joyous  re-afcends  her  native  Skies  : 

Nor  enter’d  there,  ’till  round  her  Iris  threw 
Ambrofial  Sweets,  and  pour’d  Celeftial  Dew. 

The  faithful  Fury,  guiltlefs  of  Delays, 

With  cruel  Hafle  the  dire  Command  obeys. 

Girt  in  a  bloody  Gown,  a  Torch  file  fhakes. 

And  found  her  Neck  twines  fpeckled  Wreaths  of  Snakes 
Fean  and  Difmay,  and  agonizing  Pain, 

With  frantick  Rage,  compleat  her  lovelefs  Train. 

To  ’Thebes  her  Flight  file  fped,  and  Hell  forfook; 

At  her  Approach  the  Theban  Turrets  (hook: 

The  Sun  flirunk  back,  thick  Clouds  the  Day  o’er-caft. 
And.  fpringing  Greens  were  wither’d,  as  file  paft. 

Now,  difmal  Ycllings  heard,  A range  Spectres  fecn 
Confound  as  much  the  Monarch,  as  the  Queen. 

In  vain  to  quit  the  Palace  they  prepar’d, 

Tifiphone  was  there,  and  kept  the  Ward. 


She 
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She  wide-extended  her  unfriendly  Arms, 

And  all  the  Fury  lavifh’d  all  her  Harms. 

Fart  of  her  Trelfes  loudly  hifs,  and  part 
Spread  Poyfon,  as  their  forky  Tongues  they  dart. 
Then  from  her  middle  Locks  two  Snakes  fhe  drew, 
Whofe  Merit  from  fuperior  Mifchief  grew: 

Th’ envenom’d  Ruin,  thrown  with  fpiteful  Care, 
Clung  to  the  Bofoms  of  the  haplcfs  Pair. 

The  haplefs  Pair  foon  with  wild  Thoughts  were  fir’d. 
And  Madnefs,  by  a  thoufand  ways  infpir’d. 

’Tis  true,  th’ unwounded  Body  Hill  was  found. 

But  ’twas  the  Soul,  which  felt  the  deadly  Wound. 
Nor  did  th’  unfated  Monfter  here  give  o’er, 

But  dealt  of  Plagues  a  frefh,  unnumber’d  Store. 

Each  baneful  Juice  too  well  fhe  underflood. 

Foam,  churn’d  by  Cerberus,  and  Hydras.  Blood. 

Hot  Hemlock,  and  cold  Aconite  Ale  chofe. 
Delighted  in  Variety  of  Woes. 

^Whatever  can  untune  th’  harmonious  Soul, 

And  its  mild,  reashiing  Faculties  controul. 

Give  fa  He  Ideas,  raife  Deflres  profane. 

And  whirl  in  Eddies  the  tumultuous  Brain, 

Mix’d  with  curs’d  Art,  Ale  direfully  around 
Thro’  all  their  Nerves  diffus’d  the  fad  Compound. 
Then  tofs’d  her  Torch  in  Circles  ftill  the  fame. 
Improv’d  their  Rage,  and  added  Flame  to  Flame. 
The  grinning  Fury  her  own  Conquefl  fpy’d. 

And  to  her  rueful  Shades  return’d  with  Pride, 

And  threw  th’  exhaufted,  ufelefs  Snakes  afide. 

Now  Athamas  cries  out,  his  Reafon  fled. 

Here,  Fellow-hunters,  let  the  Toils  be  fpread. 
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I  faw  a  Lionefs 


queft  of  Food 


With  her  two  Young,  run  roaring  in  this  Wood 
Again  the  fancy’d  Savages  were  feen. 

As  thro5  his  Palace  Bill  he  chac’d  his  Queen ; 

4 

Then  tore  Learcbus  from  her  Breaffc:  The  Child 
Stretch’d  little  Arms,  and  on  its  Father  fmil’d  : 

A  Father  now  no  more,  who  now  begun 
Around  his  Head  to  whirl  his  giddy  Son, 

And,  quite  infenflble  to  Nature’s  Call, 

The  helplefs  Infant  flung  againA  the  W all. 

The  fame  mad  Poyfon  in  the  Mother  wrought. 
Young  Melicerta  in  her  Arms  fhe  caught. 

And  with  diforder’d  Trefles,  howling,  flies. 


O 


acchusy  £w, 


loud  fhe 


The  Name  of  Bacchus  funo  laugh’d  to  hear. 

And  faid,  thy  FoAer-God  has  coA  thee  dear. 

A  Rock  there  flood,  whofe  Side  the  beating  W aves 
Had  long  confum’d,  and  hollow’d  into  Caves. 

The  Head  fhot  forwards  in  a  bending  Steep, 

And  call  a  dreadful  Covert  o’er  the  Deep. 

The  wretched  At?,  on  Deftru&ion  bent. 

Climb’d  up  the  Cliff 5  fuch  Strength  her  Fury  lent: 
Thence  with  her  guiltlefs  Boy,  who  wept  in  vain 
At  one  bold  Spring  fhe  plung’d  into  the  Main. 

Her  Neice’s  Fate  touch’d  Cythcrea’s  BreaA, 

And  in  foft  Sounds  fhe  Neptune  thus  addreA. 

Great  God  of  Waters,  whofe  extended  Sway 
Is  next  to  his,  whom  Heav’n  and  Earth  obey  : 

Let  not  the  Suit  of  Venus  thee  difpleafe. 

Pity  the  Floaters  on  th’  Ionian  Seas. 

Encreafc  thy  Subje6b-Gods,  nor  yet  difdain 
To  add  my  Kindred  to  that  glorious  Train. 
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If  from  the  Sea  I  may  fuch  Honours  claim. 

If  ’tis  Defert,  that  from  the  Sea  I  came. 

As  Greetian  Poets  artfully  have  fung, 

And  in  the  Name  confed,  from  whence  I  fprung. 
Pleas’d  Neptune  nodded  his  Afcent,  and  free 
Both  foon  became  from  frail  Mortality. 

He  gave  them  Form,  and  Majedy  Divine, 

And  bad  them  glide  along  the  foamy  Brine. 

For  Melicerta  is  PaUmon  known. 

And  Ino3  once,  Leucothoe  is  grown. 

the  transformation  of  the  Theban  Matrons. 

The  Theban  Matrons  their  lov’d  Queen  purfu’d. 
And  tracing  to  the  Rock,  her  Footdeps  view’d. 
Too  certain  of  her  Fate,  they  rend  the  Skies 
With  piteous  Shrieks,  and  lamentable  Cries. 

All  beat  their  Breads,  and  Juno  all  upbraid. 

Who  dill  remember’d  a  deluded  Maid : 

Who,  dill  revengeful  for  one  dol’n  Embrace, 

Thus  wreak’d  her  Hate  on  the  Cadmean  Race. 

This  Juno  heard ;  And  diall  fuch  Elfs,  fhe  cry’d. 


Difpute  my  Judic 


my  Pow’r  deride 


You  too  diall  feel  my  Wrath  not  idly  fpent; 

A  Goddefs  never  for  Infults  was  meant. 

She,  who  lov’d  mod,  and  who  mod  lov’d  had  been 
Said,  Not  the  Waves  diall  part  me  from  my  Queen. 
She  drove  to  plunge  into  the  roaring  Flood ; 

Fix’d  to  the  Stone,  a  Stone  herfelf  fhe  dood. 

This,  on  her  Bread  would  fain  her  Blows  repeat. 

Her  differed  Hands  refus’d  her  Bread  to  beat. 

That,  dretch’d  her  Arms  unto  the  Seas;  in  vain 
Her  Arms  die  labour’d  to  un  ft  retch  again. 


128  O  V  1  D’s  Metamorphoses.  Book  IV. 

% 

* - -  - — - " —  |  -  W* 

To  tear  her  comely  Locks  another  try’d, 

Both  comely  Locks,  and  Fingers  petrify ’d. 

Fart  thus  j  but  funo  with  a  fofter  Mind 

Part  doom’d  to  mix  among  the  feather’d  Kind. 

Transform’d,  the  Name  of  Theban  Birds  they  keep, 

And  skim  the  Surface  of  that  fatal  Deep. 

* 

C  a  d  m  u  s  and  his  Queen  transform'd  to  Serpents. 

0 

Mean  time,  the  wretched  Cadmus  mourns,  nor  knows, ' 
That  they  who  mortal  fell,  immortal  rofe. 

With  a  long  Series  of  new  Ills  opprefb 
He  droops,  and  all  the  Man  forfakes  his  Breaft. 

Strange  Prodigies  confound  his  frighted  Eyes  > 

From  the  fair  City,  which  he  rais’d,  he  flies  : 

As  if  Misfortune  not  purfu’d  his  Race, 

But  only  hung  o’er  that  devoted  Place. 

Refolv’d  by  Sea  to  leek  fome  diftant  Land, 

At  lafl  he  fafely  gain’d  th '  llljrian  Strand. 

Chearlefs  himfelf,  his  Confbrt  ftill  he  chears. 

Hoary,  and  loaden’d  both  with  Woes,  and  Tears. 

Then  to  recount  paffc  Sorrows  they  begin. 

And  trace  them  to  the  gloomy  Origin. 

That  Serpent  fure  was  hallow’d,  Cadmus  cry’d. 

Which  once  my  Spear  transfix’d  with  foolifh  Pride; 

When  the  big  Teeth,  a  Seed  before  unknown,  o 

By  me  along  the  wond ’ring  Glebe  werefown,  > 

And  fprouting  Armies  by  themfelves  o’erthrown.  ) 

If  thence  the  Wrath  of  Heav’n  on  me  is  bent. 

May  Heav’n  conclude  it  with  one  fad  Event ; 

To  an  extended  Serpent  change  the  Man, 

And  while  hefpoke,  the  wifh’d-ior  Change  began. 


His 
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His  Skin  with  Sea-green  Spots  was  vary’d  ’round  , 

And  on  his  Belly  prone  he  pred  the  Ground. 

He  glitter’d  foon  with  many  a  golden  Scale, 

And  his  fhrunk  Legs  clos’d  in  a  fpiry  Tail. 

Arms  yet  remain’d,  remaining  Arms  he  fpread 

* 

To  his  lov’d  Wife,  and  human  Tears  yet  filed. 

Come,  my  Harmonia ,  come,  thy  Lace  recline 
Down  to  my  Lace ;  ftill  touch,  what  dill  is  mine. 

O!  letthefe  Hands,  while  Hands,  be  gently  pred. 
While  yet  the  Serpent  has  not  all  pofTefl. 

More  he  had  fpoke,  but  drove  to  fpeak  in  vain. 

The  forky  Tongue  refus’d  to  tell  his  Pain, 

And  learn’d  in  Hidings  only  to  complain. 

Then  dlriek’d  Harmonia,  Stay,  my  Cadmus,  day. 

Glide  not  in  fuch  a  mondrous  Shape  away ! 
Dedru&ion,  like  impetuous  Waves,  rouls  on, 

Where  are  thy  Leet,  thy  Legs,  thy  Shoulders  gone  \ 
Chang’d  is  thy  Vifage,  chang’d  is  all  thy  Lrame  ; 

Cadmus  is  only  Cadmus  now  in  Name. 

Ye  Gods,  my  Cadmus  to  himfelf  redore. 

Or  me  like  him  transform  $  I  ask  no  more. 

The  Husband-Serpept  fhow’d,  he  dill  had  Thought, 
With  wonted  Londnefs  an  Embrace  he  fought: 

O  7 

Play’d  ’round  her  Neck  in  many  a  harmlefs  Twid, 
And  lick’d  that  Bofom,  which,  a  Man,  he  kid. 

The  Lookers  on  (for  Lookers  on  there  were) 

Shock’d  at  the  Sight,  half-dy’d  away  with  Lear. 

The  Transformation  was  again  renew'd. 

And,  like  the  Husband,  chang’d  the  Wife  they  view’d. 
Both,  Serpents  now,  with  Lold  involv’d  in  Lold, 

To  the  next  Covert  amicably  foul'd. 
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There  curl’d  they  lie,  or  wave  along  the  Green, 
Fearlefs  fee  Men,  by  Men  are  fearlefs  feen. 

Still  mild,  and  confcious,  what  they  once  have  been 


‘The  Story  of  P  erseus. 

t 

Yet  tho’  this  harfh,  inglorious  Fate  they  found. 
Each  in  the  deathlefs  Grandfon  liv’d  renown’d. 
Thro’  conquer’d  India  Bacchus  nobly  rode. 

And  Greece  with  Temples  hail’d  the  conqu’ring  God. 
In  Argos  only  proud  Acrifms  reign’d. 

Who  all  the  confecrated  Rites  profan’d. 

Audacious  Wretch !  thus  Bacchus  to  deny. 

And  the  great  Thunderer’s  great  Son  defie! 

Nor  him  alone :  Thy  Daughter  vainly  flrove 
Brave  Perfeus  of  Celeftial  Stem  to  prove. 

And  herfelf  pregnant  by  a  golden  Jove. 

Yet  this  was  true,  and  Truth  in  time  prevails ; 

Acrifms  now  his  Unbelief  bewails- 

His  former  Thought,  an  impious  Thought  he  found. 

And  both  the  Heroe,  and  the  God  were  own’d. 

He  faw,  already  one  in  Heav’n  was  plac’d. 

And  one  with  more,  than  mortal  Triumphs  grac’d. 

The  Victor  Perfeus  with  the  Gorgon- head. 

O’er  Libyan  Sands  his  airy  Journey  fped. 

The  gory  Drops  diftill’d,  as  fwift  he  flew. 

And  from  each  Drop  envenom’d  Serpents  grew. 

The  Mifchiefs  brooded  on  the  barren  Plains, 

And  ftill  th’  unhappy  Fruitfulncfs  remains. 


Atlas  transform'd  to  a  Mountain. 

Thence  Perfeus ,  like  a  Cloud,  by  Storms  was  driv’n 

Thro'  all  th’  Expanfc  beneath  the  Cope  of  ITeav’n. 
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The  jarring  Winds  unable  to  controul, 

He  faw  the  Southern ,  and  the  Northern  Pole  : 

And  Eaft  ward  thrice,  and  W  eft  ward  thrice  was  whirl’d 
And  from  the  Skies  furvey’d  the  nether  World. 

But  when  grey  Ev’ning  fhow’d  the  Verge  of  Night, 
He  fear’d  in  Darknefs  to  purfue  his  Plight. 

He  pois’d  his  Pinions,  and  forgot  to  foar. 

And  finking,  clos’d  them  on  th’  Hefperian  Shore  : 

Then  beg’d  to  reft,  till  Lucifer  begun 
To  wake  the  Mom,  the  Morn  to  wake  the  Sun. 

Here  Atlas  reign’d,  of  more  than  human  Size, 

And  in  his  Kingdom  the  World’s  Limit  lies. 

Here  Titan  bids  his  weary ’d  Courfers  ileep. 

And  cools  the  burning  Axle  in  the  Deep. 

The  mighty  Monarch,  u 
His  Sceptre  fway  s :  no  lie 


£ 


d.  alone 


Branches,  and  their  Apples,  Gold 


; :  no  neighb’ring  States  are  know 
A  thoufand  Flocks  on  ftlady  Mountains  fed, 

A  thoufand  Herds  o’er  gralfy  Plains  were  fpread. 
Here  u^ond’rous  Trees  their  fhining  Stores  unfold 
Their  fhining  Stores  too  wondrous  to  be  told. 
Their  Leafs,  their 
Then  Terfeus  the  gigantick  Prince  addreft. 

Humbly  implor’d  a  hofpitable  Reft. 

If  bold  Exploits  thy  Admiration  fir c. 

He  faid,  I  fancy,  mine  thou  wilt  admire. 

Or  if  the  Glory  of  a  Race  can  move, 

Not  mean  my  Glory,  for  I  fpring  from  Jove. 

At  this  Confeflion  Atlas  ghaftly  ftar’d. 

Mindful  of  what  an  Oracle  declar’d. 

That  the  dark  Womb  of  Time  conceal’d  a  Day, 
Which  fhould,  difclos’d,  the  bloomy  Gold  betray 
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All  fhould  at  once  be  ravifh’d  from  his  Eyes, 

And  Jove  s  own  Progeny  enjoy  the  Prize. 

For  this,  the  Fruit  he  loftily  immur’d. 

And  a  fierce  Dragon  the  ftrait  Pafs  fecur’d. 

For  this,  all  Strangers  he  forbad  to  land. 

And  drove  them  from  th’  inhofpitable  Strand. 

To  Perfens  then:  Fly  quickly,  fly  this  Coaft, 

Nor  falfly  dare  thy  Adis,  and  Race  to  boaft. 

In  vain  the  Heroe  for  one  Night  entreats, 

Threat’ning  he  ftorms,  and  next  adds  Force  to  Threats 
By  Strength  not  Terfeus  could  himfelf  defend. 

For  who  in  Strength  with  Atlas  could  contend? 

But  fince  fhort  Reft  to  me  thou  wilt  not  give, 

A  Gift  of  endlefs  Reft  from  me  receive. 

He  faid,  and,  backward  turn’d,  no  more  conceal’d 
The  Prefent,  and  Medufds  Head  reveal’d. 

Soon  the  high  Atlas  a  high  Mountain  flood. 

His  Locks,  and  Beard  became  a  leafy  Wood. 

His  Hands,  and  Shoulders  into  Ridges  went. 

The  Summit-head  Hill  crown’d  the  fteep  Afcent. 

His  Bones  a  folid,  rocky  Hardnefs  gain’d  : 

He,  thus  immenfely  grown,  (as  Fate  ordain’d) 

The  Stars,  the  Heav’ns,  and  all  the  Gods  fuftain’d. 


And  rom 


refcuecl fr 


the  Sc  a- Mon  ft 


Now  JEolus  had  with  flrong  Chains  confin’d 
And  deep  imprifon’d  ev’ry  blufl’ring  Wind. 
The  riling  Thofpher  with  a  purple  Light 
Did  fluggifll  Mortals  to  new  Toils  invite. 

His  Feet  again  the  valiant  Pcrfeus  plumes. 

And  his  keen  Sabre  in  his  Hand  refumes  ; 


Then 
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Then  nobly  fpurns  the  Ground,  and  upwards  fprings. 
And  cuts  the  liquid  Air  with  founding  Wings. 

O’er  various  Seas,  and  various  Lands  he  paft, 

Till  /Ethiopia  s  Shore  appear’d  at  lafl. 

Andromeda  was  there,  doom’d  to  attone 

By  her  own  Ruin  Tollies  not  her  own: 

And  if  Injuftice  in  a  God  can  be. 

Such  was  the  Libyan  God’s  unjuft  Decree. 

Chain’d  to  a  Rock  (lie  hood ;  young  Perfeus  flay’d 
His  rapid  Plight,  to  view  the  beauteous  Maid. 

So  fweet  her  Frame,  fo  exquifltely  fine. 

She  feem’d  a  Statue  by  a  Hand  Divine, 

Had  not  the  Wind  her  waving  TrefTes  fhow’d. 

And  down  her  Cheeks  the  melting  Sorrows  flow’d. 

Her  faultlefs  Form  the  Heroes  Bofom  fires. 

The  more  he  looks,  the  more  he  hill  admires. 

Th’  Admirer  almoh  had  forgot  to  fly. 

And  fwift  defcended,  flutt’ring  from  on  high. 

O !  Virgin,  worthy  no  fuch  Chains  to  prove. 

But  pleafing  Chains  in  the  foft  Folds  of  Love; 

Thy  Country,  and  thy  Name  (he  faid)  difclofe. 

And  give  a  true  Rehearfal  of  thy  Woes. 

A  quick  Reply  her  Bafhfulnefs  refus’d. 

To  the  free  Converfe  of  a  Man  unus’d. 

Her  rifling  Blufhes  had  Concealment  found 

From  her  fpread  Hands,  but  that  her  Hands  were  bound. 

She  ached  to  her  full  Extent  of  Pow’r, 

And  bath’d  her  Face  with  a  frefh,  filent  Show’r. 

But  by  degrees  in  Innocence  grown  bold. 

Her  Name,  her  Country,  and  her  Birth  (he  told ; 

And  how  flic  fuffer’d  for  her  Mother’s  Pride, 

Who  with  the  Nereids-  once  in  Beauty  vy’d. 

M  m 
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Part  yet  untold,  the  Seas  began  to  roar. 

And  mounting  Billows  tumbled  to  the  Shore. 
Above  the  Waves  a  Monfter  rais’d  his  Head, 
His  Body  o’er  the  Deep  was  widely  fpread : 
Onward  he  flounc’d,  aloud  the  Virgin  cries. 
Each  Parent  to  her  Shrieks  in  Shrieks  replies, 
But  fhe  had  deepeft  Caufe  to  rend  the  Skies. 
Weeping,  to  her  they  cling ;  no  Sign  appears 
Of  Help,  they  only  lend  their  helplefs  Tears. 
Too  long  you  vent  your  Sorrows,  Ter  feus  Paid, 
Short  is  the  Hour,  and  fwift  the  time  of  Aid. 
In  me  the  Son  of  thund’ring  Jove  behold. 

Got  in  a  kindly  Show’r  of  fruitful  Gold. 

Medujas  Snaky  Head  is  now  my  Prey, 

And  thro’  the  Clouds  I  boldly  wing  my  Way. 
If  fuch  Defert  be  worthy  of  Efteem, 

Add,  if  your  Daughter  I  from  Death  redeem. 
Shall  fhe  be  mine  >  Shall  it  not  then  be  thought, 
A  Bride,  fo  lovely,  was  too  cheaply  bought  ? 
For  her  my  Arms  I  willingly  employ. 

If  I  may  Beauties,  which  I  fave,  enjoy. 

The  Parents  eagerly  the  Terms  embrace. 


For  who  would  flight  fuch  Terms  in  fuch  a  Cafe  ? 


Nor  her  alone  they  promife,  but  beflde. 

The  Dowry  of  a  Kingdom  with  the  Bride. 

As  well-rigg’d  Gallics,  which  Slaves,  fweating,  row 
With  their  (harp  Beaks  the  whiten’d  Ocean  plough ; 

So  when  the  Monfter  mov’d,  ftill  at  his  Back 


The  furrow’d  Waters  left  a  foamy  Track. 


Now  to  the  Rock  he  was  advanc’d  fo  nigh. 
Whirl'd  from  a  Sling  a  Stone  the  Space  would  fly. 
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Then  bounding,  upwards  the  brave  Perfeus  fprung. 
And  in  mid  Air  on  hov’ring  Pinions  hung. 

His  Shadow  quickly  floated  on  the  Main, 

The  Monfter  could  not  his  wild  Rage  reft  rain. 

But  at  the  floating  Shadow  leap’d  in  vain. 

As  when  Jove’s  Bird,  a  fpeckled  Serpent  fpies. 
Which  in  the  Shine  of  Phoebus  basking  lies, 
Unfeen,  he  foufes  down,  and  bears  away, 

Trufs’d  from  behind,  the  vainly  hilling  Prey. 

To  writh  his  Neck  the  Labour  nought  avails. 

Too  deep  th’ imperial  Talons  pierce  his  Scales. 
Thus  the  wing’d  Heroenow  defcends,  now  foars. 
And  at  his  Pleafure  the  vaft  Monfter  gores. 

Pull  in  his  Back,  fwift-ftooping  from  above. 

The  crooked  Sabre  to  its  Hilt  he  drove. 


The  Monfter  rag’d,  impatient  of  the  Pain, 

Firft  bounded  high,  and  then  funk  low  again. 

Now,  like  a  favage  Boar,  when  chaf’d  with  Wounds 
And  bay’d  with  op’ning  Mouths  of  hungry  Hounds, 
He  on  the  Foe  turns  with  colle£ted  Might, 

Who  ftill  eludes  him  with  an  airy  Flight  j 
And  wheeling  round,  the  fcaly  Armour  tries 
Of  his  thick  Sides  ,  his  thinner  Tail  now  plies: 

Till  from  repeated  Strokes  out-gufh’d  a  Flood, 

And  the  Waves  redden’d  with  the  ft  reaming  Blood. 
At  laft  the  dropping  Wings,  befoam’d  all  o'er, 

With  flaggy  Heavinefs  their  Mafter  bore : 

A  Rock  he  fpy’d,  whofc  humble  Head  was  low. 

Bare  at  an  Ebb,  but  cover'd  at  a  Flow. 

A  ridgy  Hold,  he,  thither  flying,  gain’d. 

And  with  one  Hand  his  bending  Weight  fuftain’d  j 
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With  th’ other,  vig’rous  Blows  he  dealt  around, 

And  the  Home-thrufts  th’  expiring  Monfter  own’d. 

In  deaf’ning  Shouts  the  glad  Applaufes  rife> 

And  Peal  on  Peal  runs  ratling  thro’  the  Skies. 

The  Saviour- Youth  the  Royal  Pair  confefs. 

And  with  heav’d  Hands  their  Daughter’s  Bridegroom  blefs. 

•  ,  «  t 

The  beauteous  Bride  moves  on,  now  loos’d  from  Chains, 

The  Caufe,  and  fweet  Reward  of  all  the  Heroe’s  Pains. 

^  « 

Mean  time,  on  Shore  triumphant  Perjcus  flood. 

And  purg’d  his  Hands,  fmear’d  with  the  Monffer’s  Blood : 
Then  in  the  Windings  of  a  fandy  Bed 


Compos’d  Medufds  execrable  Head. 

But  to  prevent  the  Roughnefs,  Leafs  he  threw. 

And  young,  green  Twigs,  which  foft  in  Waters  grew. 
There  foft,  and  full  of  Sap,  but  here,  when  lay’d. 
Touch’d  by  the  Head,  that  Softnefs  foon  decay’d. 
The  wonted  Flexibility  quite  gone. 

The  tender  Scyons  harden’d  into  Stone. 

Frefh,  juicy  Twigs,  furpris’d,  the  Nereids  brought, 
Frefh,  juicy  Twigs  the  fame  Contagion  caught. 

The  Nymphs  the  petrifying  Seeds  ftill  keep. 

And  propagate  the  Wonder  thro’  the  Deep. 

The  pliant  Sprays  of  Coral  yet  declare 
Their  JftifPning  Nature,  when  expos’d  to  Air. 


Thofc  Sprays,  which  did,  like  bending  Offers,  move. 
Snatch’d  from  their  Element,  obdurate  prove. 

And  Shrubs  beneath  the  Waves,  grow  Stones  above. 
The  great  Immortals  grateful  Perfcus  prais’d. 


■ 


And  to  three  Povv’rs  three  turfy  Altars  rais’d. 


To  Hermes  this,  and  that  he  did  aflign 
To  Pallas'.  The  mid  Honours,  jow,  were  thine. 


He 
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He  haftes  for  Pallas  a  white  Cow  to  cull, 

A  Calf  for  Hermes ,  but  for  Jo<ve  a  Bull. 

Then  feiz’d  the  Prize  of  his  victorious  Fight, 

Andromeda ,  and  claim’d  the  Nuptial  Rite. 

Andromeda  alone  he  greatly  fought, 

The  Dowry-Kingdom  was  not  worth  his  Thought. 

Pleas’d  Hymen  now  his  golden  Torch  difplays; 

With  rich  Oblations  fragrant  Altars  blaze. 

Sweet  Wreaths  of  choiceft  Flow’rs  are  hung  on  high. 

And  cloudlefs  Pleafure  fmiles  in  ev’ry  Eye. 

The  melting  Mufick  melting  Thoughts  infpires. 

And  warbling  Songllers  aid  the  warbling  Lyres. 

The  Palace  opens  wide  in  pompous  State, 

And  by  his  Peers  furrounded,  Cepheus  fate. 

A  Fealt  was  ferv’d,  fit  for  a  King  to  give. 

And  fit  for  God-like  Heroes  to  receive. 

The  Banquet  ended,  the  gay,  chearful  Bowl 
Mov’d  round,  and  brighten’d,  and  enlarg’d  each  Soiih 
Then  Perfeus  ask’d,  what  Cufloms  there  obtain’d. 

And  by  what  Laws  the  People  were  reft  rain’d. 

Which  told ;  the  Teller  a  like  Freedom  takes. 

And  to  the  Warrior  his  Petition  makes. 

To  know,  what  Arts  had  won  Medufas  Snakes. 

The  Story  of  M  edo  sa’j  Head. 

The  Heroe  with  his  juft  Requeft  complies. 

Shows,  how  a  Vale  beneath  cold  Atlas  lies. 

Where,  with  afpiring  Mountains  fenc’d  around. 

He  the  two  Daughters  of  old  P bonus  found. 

Fate  had  one  common  Eye  to  both  aftign’d. 

Each  law  by  turns,  and  each  by  turns  was  blind. 

N  n 
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But  while  one  ftrove  to  lend  her  Sifter  Sight, 

He  ftretch’d  his  Hand,  and  ftole  their  mutual  Light, 
And  left  both  Eyelefs,  both  involv’d  in  Night. 
Thro’  devious  Wilds,  and  tracklefs  Woods  he  paft. 
And  at  the  Gorgon-Se ats  arriv’d  at  laft : 

But  as  he  journey’d,  penftve  he  furvey’d, 
Whatwafteful  Havock  dire  Medufa  made. 

Here,  flood  ftill  breathing  Statues,  Men  before ; 
There,  rampant  Lions  feem’d  in  Stone  to  roar. 

Nor  did  he,  yet  affrighted,  quit  the  Field, 

But  in  the  Mirror  of  his  polifh’d  Shield 

Refle6ted  faw  Medufa  Slumbers  take. 

And  not  one  Serpent  by  good  chance  awake. 

Then  backward  an  unerring  Blow  he  fped. 

And  from  her  Body  lop’d  at  once  her  Head. 

The  Gore  prolifick  prov’d,  with  fudden  Force 
Sprung  Pegafus,  and  wing’d  his  airy  Courfe. 

The  Heav’n-born  Warrior  faithfully  went  on, 

And  told  the  num’rous  Dangers  w7hich  he  run. 

What  fubjecSt  Seas,  what  Lands  he  had  in  view. 

And  nigh  what  Stars  th’  advent’ roiis  Heroe  flew. 

At  laft; he  filent  fate;  the  lift’ning  Throng 
Sigh’d  at  the  Paufe  of  his  delightful  Tongue. 

Some  beg’d  to  know,  why  this  alone  fhould  wear 
Of  all  the  Sifters  fuch  deftrudtive  Hair. 

Great  Perfcus  then:  With  me  you  fhall  prevail. 
Worth  the  Relation,  to  relate  a  Tale. 

Mcdufa  once  had  Charms ;  to  gain'  her  Love 
A  rival  Crowd  of  envious  Lovers  ftrove. 

They,  who  have  feen  her,  own,  they  ne’er  did  trace 
More  moving  Features  in  a  Tweeter  Face. 


139 


BookIV.  OVID' s  Metamorphoses. 

Yet  above  all,  her  Length  of  Hair,  they  own. 

In  golden  Ringlets  wav’d,  and  graceful  fhone. 
Her  Neptune  faw,  and  with  fuch  Beauties  fir’d, 
Refolv’d  to  compafs,  what  his  Soul  defir’d. 

9 

In  chafte  Minerva's  Fane,  he,  luftful,  flay’d. 

And  feiz’d,  and  rifled  the  young,  blufhing  Maid. 
The  balhful  Goddefs  turn’d  her  Eyes  away. 

Nor  durfl  fach  bold  Impurity  furvey ; 

But  on  the  ravifh’d  Virgin  Vengeance  takes. 

Her  fhining  Hair  is  chang’d  to  hiding  Snakes. 
Thefe  in  her  JEgis  Pallas  joys  to  bear. 

The  hiding  Snakes  her  Foes  more  lure  enfnare, 
Thf^i  they  did  Lovers  once,  when  fhining  Hair. 
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META  MO  R  T  H  O  S  E  S. 


Tranjlated  by  Arthur  Maynwarinc,  Efq> 


<The  Story  of  V  erseus  continued. 


HILE  Terfeus  entertain’d,  with  this  Report 
His  Father  Cephcus ,  and  the  lift’ning  Court, 
Within  the  Palace  Walls  was  heard  aloud 
The  roaring  Noife  of  fome  unruly  Crowd 
Not  like  the  Songs  which  chearful  Friends  prepare 
For  nuptial  Days,  but  Sounds  that  threaten’d  War; 
And  all  the  Pleafures  of  this  happy  Feafl, 

To  Tumult  turn’d,  in  wild  Diforder  ceas’d: 

So,  when  the  Sea  is  calm,  we  often  find 
A  Storm  rais’d  fudden  by  fome  furious  Wind. 

Chief  in  the  Riot  Fhincus  firft  appear’d. 

The  rafll  Ringleader  of  this  boift’rous  Herd, 

And  brandifhing  his  brazen-pointed  Lance, 

Behold,  he  Lid,  an  injur’d  Man  advance. 


O 
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Stung  with  Refentment  for  his  ravifh’d  Wife, 
Nor  fhall  thy  Wings,  O  T  erfeus ,  fave  thy  Life; 
Nor  Jove  himfelf ;  tho’  we’ve  been  often  told 
Wrho  got  thee  in  the  Form  of  tempting  Gold. 

His  Lance  was  aim’d,  when  Cepheus  ran,  and  faid. 
Hold,  Brother,  hold;  what  brutal  Rage  has  made 
Your  frantick  Mind  fo  black  a  Crime  conceive  > 
Are  thefe  the  Thanks  that  you  to  Per Jeus  give  ? 
This  the  Reward  that  to  his  Worth  you  pay, 
Whofe  timely  Valour  fav’d  Andromeda? 

Nor  was  it  he,  if  you  would  reafon  right. 

That  forc’d  her  from  you,  but  the  jealous  Spight 
Of  envious  Nereids ,  and  Jove’s  high  Decree  > 

And  that  devouring  Monfter  of  the  Sea, 

That  ready  with  his  Jaws  wide-gaping  Hood 
T o  eat  my  Child,  the  faireft  of  my  Blood. 

You  loll  her  then,  when  fihe  feem’d  paft  Relief, 
And  wifh’d  perhaps  her  Death,  to  eafe  your  Grief 
With  my  Afflictions :  Not  content  to  view 


Andromeda  in  Chains,  unhelp’d  by  you. 

Her  Spoufe  and  Uncle ;  will  you  grieve  that  he 
Expos’d  his  Life  the  dying  Maid  to  free  > 

And  fhall  you  claim  his  Merit  >  Had  you  thought 
Her  Charms  fo  great,  you  fhou’d  have  bravely  fought 
That  Bleffing  on  the  Rocks,  where  fix’d  fhe  lay : 

But  now  let  P erfeus  bear  his  Prize  away. 

By  Service  gain’d,  by  promis’d  Faith  polfefs’d ; 


To  him  I  owe 


it,  that  my  Age  is  blefs’d 


Still  with  a  Child :  Nor  think  that  I  prefer 


Th incus  on  him,  and  P erfeus  roul’d  about 

Elis  Eyes  in  filcnt  Rage,  and  fccm’d  to  doubt 
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Which  to  deAroys  till,  refolute  at  length, 

He  threw  his  Spear  with  the  redoubled  Strength 

His  Fury  gave  him,  and  at  Perfeus  Aruck ; 
hut  miffing  Perfeus ,  in  his  Seat  it  Auck. 

Who,  fpringing  nimbly  up,  return’d  the  Dart, 

And  almoA  plung’d  it  in  his  Rival’s  Heart ; 

But  he,  for  Safety,  to  the  Altar  ran. 

Unfit  Protection  for  fo  vile  a  Man > 

Yet  was  the  Stroke  not  vain,  as  Rhatus  found. 

Who  in  his  Brow  receiv’d  a  mortal  Wound  > 
Headlong  he  tumbled,  when  his  Skull  was  broke. 
From  which  his  Friends  the  fatal  Weapon  took, 
Wkile  he  lay  trembling,  and  his  gufhing  Blood 
In  crimfon  Streams  around  the  Table  flow’d. 

But  this  provok’d  th’  unruly  Rabble  worfc. 

They  flung  their  Darts,  and  fome  in  loud  Difcourfe 
To  Death  young  Perfeus  and  the  Monarch  doom; 
But  Cepheus  left  before  the  guilty  Room, 

With  Grief  appealing  to  the  Gods  above. 

Who  Laws  of  Hofpitality  approve. 

Who  Faith  protect,  and  fuccour  injur’d  Right, 

That  he  was  guiltlefs  of  this  barb’rous  Fight. 

Pallas  her  Brother  Perfeus  clofe  attends, 

And  with  her  ample  Shield  from  Harm  defends. 
Railing  a  fprightly  Courage  in  his  Heart  5 
But  Indian  Athis  took  the  weaker  Part, 

Born  in  the  chryflal  Grottoes  of  the  Sea, 

Limnatc s  Son,  a  Fenny  Nymph,  and  file 
Daughter  of  Ganges  j  Graceful  was  his  Mein, 

His  Perfon  lovely,  and  his  Age  Sixteen. 

His  ITabit  made  his  native  Beauty  more ; 

A  purple  Mantle  fring'd  with  Gold  he  wore; 
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His  Neck  well-turn  d  with  golden  Chains  was  grac’d 

■ 

His  Hair  with  Myrrh  perfum’d,  was  nicely  drefs’d. 

Tho’  with  juft  Aim  he  cou’d  the  Javelin  throw. 

Yet  with  more  Skill  he  drew  the  bending  Bow  ; 

And  now  was  drawing  it  with  artful  Hand, 

When  Tcrfeus  fnatching  up  a  flaming  Brand, 

Whirl'd  Hidden  at  his  Face  the  burning  Wood, 

Crufh’d  his  Eyes  in,  and  quench’d  the  Fire  with  Blood 
Thro’  the  foft  Skin  the  fplinter’d  Bones  appear. 

And  fpoil’d  the  Face  that  lately  was  fo  fair. 


And  fpoil’d  the  Face  that  lately  was  fo  fair. 

When  Lycabas  his  A  this  thus  beheld. 

How  was  his  Heart  with  friendly  Horror  fill’d  ? 

A  Youth  fo  noble,  to  his  Soul  fo  dear, 

To  fee  his  Ihapelefs  Look,  his  dying  Groans  to  hear! 
He  fnatch’d  the  Bow  the  Boy  was  us’d  to  bend. 

And  cry’d,  With  me,  falfe  Tray  tor,  dare  contend ; 
Boaft  not  a  Conqueft  o’er  a  Child,  but  try 
Thy  Strength  with  me,  who  all  thy  Pow’rs  defy? 

Nor  think  fo  mean  an  A6t  a  Victory. 

While  yet  he  fpoke  he  flung  the  whizzing  Dart, 

W hich  pierc’d  the  plaited  Robe,  but  mifs’d  his  Heart  : 
Ferfeus  defy’d,  upon  him  fiercely  prefs’d 

W ith  Sword  unfheath’d,  and  plung’d  it  in  his  Breaft ; 
His  Eyes  o’erwhelm’d  with  Night,  he  ftumbling  falls. 
And  with  his  lateft  Breath  on  At  his  calls  j 
Pleas’d  that  fo  near  the  lovely  Youth  he  lies. 

Fie  finks  his  Head  upon  his  Friend,  and  dies. 

Next  eager  Tborbas ,  old  Methion’s  Son, 

Came  milling  forward  with  Amphimedon  j 

When  the  fmooth  Pavement,  flippcry  made  with  Gore 

Trip’d  up  their  Feet,  and  flung  ’em  on  the  Floor ; 


The 
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The  Sword  of  Perfeus ,  who  by  chance  was  nigh. 
Prevents  their  Rife,  and  where  they  fall  they  lye: 
Full  in  his  Ribs  Awphimedon  he  fmote. 

And  then  ffuck  fiery  Pborbas  in  the  Throat. 

'Eurythm  lifting  up  his  Ax,  the  Blow 
Was  thus  prevented  by  his  nimble  Foe  ; 

A  golden  Cup  he  feizes,  high  emboft* 

And  at  his  Head  the  maffy  Goblet  toff  : 

It  hits,  and  from  his  Forehead  bruis’d  rebounds. 

And  Blood  and  Brains  he  vomits  from  his  Wounds  5 
With  his  flain  Fellows  on  the  Floor  he  lies* 

And  Death  for  ever  flints  his  fwimming  Eyes. 

Then  Poly  daemon  fell,  a  Goddefs-born ; 

6 

PhlegUs ,  and  Elyoen  with  Locks  unfhorn 

Next  follow’d  ;  next,  the  Stroke  of  Death  he  gave 

To  Clytus ,  Abanis *  and  Lycetus  brave; 

While  o’er  unnumbefd  Heaps  of  ghaflly  Dead, 

The  Argive  Heroe’s  Feet  triumphant  tread. 

But  Phineus  Hands  aloof,  and  dreads  to  feel 
His  Rival’s  Force,  and  flies  his  pointed  Steel  : 

Yet  threw  a  Dart  from  far;  by  chance  it  lights 
On  Idas ,  who  for  neither  Party  fights; 

But  wounded,  fternly  thus  to  Phineus  faid, 

Since  of  a  Neuter  thou  a  Foe  hall  made. 

This  I  return  thee,  drawing  from  his  Side 
The  Dart ;  which,  as  he  flrove  to  fling,  he  dy’d. 

Oditcs  fell  by  Clymenus’s  Sword, 

The  Ccphcn  Court  had  not  a  greater  Lord. 

Hypfeus  his  Blade  docs  ill  Protenor  flieath. 

But  brave  Lyncides  foon  reveng’d  his  Death. 

Here  too  was  old  Emathion ,  one  that  fear'd 
The  Gods,  and  in  the  Caufe  of  Heav’n  appear’d, 

P  p 


i4 6  O  V  1  D’s  Metamorphoses.  Boo 


Who  only  wifhing  the  Succefs  of  Right, 

And,  by  his  Age,  exempted  from  the  Fight, 

Both  Sides  alike  condemns;  This  impious  War 
Ceafe,  ceafe,  he  cries;  thefe  bloody  Broils  forbear. 
This  fear ce  the  Sage  with  high  Concern  had  faid. 

When  Cbromis  at  a  Blow  druck  off  his  Head, 

■ 

Which  dropping,  on  the  royal  Altar  roul’d. 

Still  daring  on  the  Crowd  with  Afpe6fc  bold ; 

And  frill  it  feem’d  their  horrid  Strife  to  blame. 

In  Life  and  Death  his  pious  Zeal  the  fame; 

While,  clinging  to  the  Horns,  the  Trunk  expires, 
The  fever’d  Head  confumes  amidft  the  Fires. 


Then  Pbincus,  who  from  far  his  Javelin  threw, 

Broteas  and  Ammon,  Twins  and  Brothers,  llew ; 
For  knotted  Gauntlets  matchlefs  in  the  Field  > 

But  Gauntlets  mud  to  Swords  and  Javelins  yield. 

Ampycus  next,  with  hallow'd  Fillets  bound. 


As  Ceres  Pried,  and  with  a  Mitre  crown’d. 

His  Spear  transfix’d,  and  druck  him  to  the  Ground. 


O,  lap e tide sy  with  Pain  X  tell 


How  you,  fweet  Lyrid,  in  the  Riot  fell ; 


What  worfe  than  brutal  Rage  his  Bread  could  fill. 
Who  did  thy  Blood,  O  Bard  Celedial,  fpill? 

Kindly  you  prefs’d  amid  the  Princely  Throng, 

•  • 

To  crown  the  Fead,  and  give  the  Nuptial  Song: 
Difcord  ahhort’d  the  Mufick  of  thy  Lyre, 

Whole  Notes  did  gentle  Peace  fo  well  infpire ; 
Thee,  when  fierce  Tct talus  far  off  efpy’d, 
Dcfencclcfs  with  thy  Harp,  hefcoffing  cry’d. 

Go;  to  the  Ghods  thy  Toothing  Leffons  play; 


We  loath  thy  Lyre,  and  {corn 


thy  peaceful  Lay : 
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And,  as  again  he  fiercely  bid  him  go. 

He  pierc’d  his  Temples  with  a  mortal  Blow. 

His  Harp  he  held,  tho’  finking  on  the  Ground,  7 

Whole  Strings  in  Death  his  trembling  Fingers  found  y 
By  chance,  and  tun’d  by  chance  a  dying  Sound.  ^ 

With  Grief  Lycormas  fa w  him  fall  from  far, 

* 

And,  wrefting  from  the  Door  a  maffy  Bar, 

Full  in  his  Poll  lays  on  a  Load  of  Knocks, 

Which  flun  him,  and  he  falls  like  a  devoted  Ox. 

Another  Bar  Telates  would  have  {hatch’d. 

But  Cory  thus  his  Motions  flily  watch’d ; 

He  darts  his  Weapon  from  a  private  Stand, 

And  rivets  to  the  Poll:  his  veiny  Hand  : 

When  {trait  a  miflive  Spear  transfix’d  his  Side, 

By  Ah  as  thrown,  and  as  he  hung,  he  dy’d. 

Melaneus  on  the  Prince’s  Side  was  (lain ; 

And  Dorylasj  who  own’d  a  fertile  Plain, 

Of  Nafamonias  Fields  the  wealthy  Lord, 

Whofe  crowded  Barns  could  fcarce  contain  their  Hoard. 
A  whizzing  Spear  obliquely  gave  a  Blow, 

Stuck  in  his  Groin,  and  pierc’d  the  Nerves  below ; 

His  Foe  beheld  his  Eyes  convulfive  roul. 

His  ebbing  Veins,  and  his  departing  Soul, 

Then  taunting  faid.  Of  all  thy  fpacious  Plains, 

This  Spot  thy  only  Property  remains. 

He  left  him  thus ;  blit  had  no  fooner  left. 

Than  Pcrfeus  in  revenge  his  Noftrils  cleft; 

From  his  Friend’s  Bread:  the  murd’ring  Dart  he  drew. 

And  the  fame  Weapon  at  the  Murd'rer  threw. 

His  Head  in  halves  the  darted  Javelin  cut, 

And  on  each  Side  the  Brain  came  iffuing  out. 
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Fortune  his  Friend,  his  Deaths  around  he  deals. 
And  this  his  Lance,  and  that  his  Faulchion  feels : 
Now  Clytius  dies  5  and  by  a  different  W ound. 

The  Twin,  his  Brother  bites  the  Ground. 

t 

In  his  rent  Jaw  the  bearded  Weapon  flicks. 

And  the  Heel’d  Dart  does  Clytius ’  Thigh  transfix. 
With  thefe  Aiendefian  Celadon  he  flew;. 

And  Jftreus  next,  whofe  Mother  was  a  Jew, . 

His  Sire  uncertain :  Then  by  Perfeus  fell 
JEthion ,  who  cou’d  things  to  come  foretell ; 

But  now  he  knows  not  whence  the  Javelin  flies 
That  wounds  his  Bread,  lior  by  whofe  Arm  he  dies. 

The  Squire  to  Fhineus  next  his  Valour  try’d, 

And  fierce  Agyrtes  flain’d  with  Parricide. 

As  thefe  are  flain,  frefh  Numbers  ftill  appear. 

And  wage  with  Ferfeus  an  unequal  War  5 
To  rob  him  of  his  Right,  the  Maid  he  won. 

By  Honour,  Promifc,  and  Defert  his  own. 

With  him,  the  Father  of  the  beauteous  Bride, 

The  Mother,  and  the  frighted  Virgin  fide; 

With  Shrieks  and  doleful  Cries  they  rend  the  Air: 
Their  Shrieks  confounded  with  the  Din  of  War, 
With  clafhing  Arms,  and  Groanings  of  the  Slain, 
They  grieve  unpitied,  and  unheard  complain. 

The  Floor  with  ruddy  Streams  Bellona  flains. 

And  Fhineus  a  new  War  with  double  Rase  maintains. 

‘.Perfeus  begirt,  from  all  around  they  pour 
Their  Lances  on  him,  a  tempcfluous  Show'r, 

Aim’d  all  at  him  ;  fa  Cloud  of  Darts  and  Spears, 

Or  blind  his  Eyes,  or  whittle  round  his  Ears. 

Their  Numbers  to  refill,  againfl  the  Wall 
He  auards  his  Back  fccurc,  and  dares  them  all. 
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Here  from  the  Left  Molpeus  renews  the  Fight, 

And.  bold  Ethemon  preffes  on  the  Right : 

I 

As  when  a  hungry  Tiger  near  him  hears 

%  * 

T wo  lowing  Herds,  awhile  he  both  forbears ; 

Nor  can  his  Hopes  of  This,  or  That  renounce. 

So  flrong  he  lulls  to  prey  on  both  at  once; 

Thus  Ferfeus  now  with  That,  or  This  is  loath 
To  war  dillin<5t,  but  fain  wou’d  fall  on  Both. 

And  firfb  Chaonian  Molpeus  felt  his  Blow, 

And  fled,  and  never  after  fac’d  his  Foe; 

i 

Then  fierce  Ethemon),  as  he  turn’d  his  Back, 

Hurried  with  Fury,  aiming  at  his.  Neck, 

Flis  brandifh’d  Sword  againft  the  Marble  ftriick. 

With  all  his  Might;  the  brittle  Weapon  broke. 

And  in  his  Throat  the  Point  rebounding  ftuck. 

Too  flight  the  W  ound  for  Life  to  iffue  thence. 

And  yet  too  great  for  Battle,  or  Defence ; 

His  Arms  extended  in  this  piteous  State, 

For  Mercy  he  wou’d  fue,  but  fues  too  late ; 

Ferfeus  has  in  his  Bofom  plung’d  the  Sword, 

And,  e’re  he  fpeaks,  the  Wound  prevents  the  Word. 

The  Crowds  encrealing,  and  his  Friends  diflrefs’d, 
Himfelf  by  warring  Multitudes  opprefs’d  > 

Since  thus  unequally  you  fight,  ’tis  time. 

He  cry’d,  to  punifli  your  prefumptuons  Crime ; 
Beware,  my  Friends ;  his  Friends  were  foon  prepar’d, 
Their  Sight  averting,  high  the  Head  he  rear’d. 

And  Gorgon  on  his  Foes  feverely  flar’d. 

Vain  Shift!  fays  Fhcfielus,  with  Afpcdl  bold, 

Thee,  and  thy  Bugbear  Mon  Her  I  behold 

With  Scorn;  he  lifts  his  Arm,  but  e’re  he  threw*. 

* 

The  Dart,  the  Heroc  to  a  Statue  grew. 

Q-q 
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In  the  Tame  PoBute  Bill  the  Marble  Bands, 

And  holds  the  Warriors  Weapons  in  its  Hands. 

a 

Jmphyx ,  whom  yet  this  Wonder  can’t  alarm. 

Heaves  at  Lyncides’  BreaB  his  impious  Arm  ; 

But,  while  thus  daringly  he  preffes  on. 

His  Weapon,  and  his  Arm  are  turn’d  to  Stone. 

Next  Nileus ,  life  who  vainly  fa  id  he  ow’d 
His  Origin  to  NHSs  prOlifick  Flood  > 

Who  on  his  Shield  feveli  (liver  Rivers  bore. 

His  Birth  to  v/itnefs  by  the  Arms  he  wore ; 

Full  of  his  fev’n-'fold  Fathfer,  thus  exprefs’d 
FI  is  BoaB  to  Per  fens,  arid  his  Pride  confefs’d: 

See  whence  we  fpruiig  >  Let  this  thy  Comfort  be 
In  thy  fure  Death,  that  thou  didft  die  by  me. 

While  yet  he  fpoke,  the  dying  Accents  hung 
In  Sounds  imperfect  on  his  Marble  Tongue » 

Tho’  chang’d  to  Stone,  his  Lips  he  Teem’d  to  ftretch. 
And  thro’  th’infenfate  Rock  wou’d  force  a  Speech. 

This  Eryx  faw,  but  feeing  wou’d  not  own; 

The  Mifchief  by  your  fe l ves,  he  cries,  is  done, 

’Tis  your  cold  Courage  turns  your  Hearts  to  Stone. 
Comfe  follow  m!e ;  fall  ori  the  flriplirig  Boy, 

Kill  him,  and  you  hismagick  Arms  deft roy. 

Then  rufhing  on,  his  Arm  to  Brike  he  rear’d. 

And  marbled  O’er,  his  varied  Frame  appear’d. 

Thefe  for  affronting  P-dllm  were  chaftis’d. 

And  juftly  met  the  Death  they  had  defpis’d. 

But  brave  Ac  on  tens,  Pcvfms  Friend,  by  chance 

Look’d  back,  arid  met  the  Gorgon’s  fatal  Glance  ‘ 

A  Statue  now  become,  he  ghaftly  Bares, 

And  Bill  the  Foe  to  mortal  Combat  dares ; 
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Ajlyages  the  living  Likenefs  knew. 

On  the  dead  Stone  with  vengeful  Fury  hews 
But  impotent  his  Rage,  the  jarring  Blade 
No  Print  upon  the  folid  Marble  made  : 

Again,  as  with  redoubled  Might  he  ftruck, 

t 

Himfelf  aftonijCh’d  in  the  Quarry  fhixek. 

The  vulgar  Deaths  ’twere  tedious  to  rehearle. 
And  Fates  below  the  Dignity  of  Verfes 
Their  Safety  in  their  Flight  Two  Hundred  found 
Two  Hundred,  by  Med&fa  s  Head  were  hon'd. 
Fierce  Thimus  now  repents  the  wrongful  Fight, 
And  views  his  varied  Friends,  a  dreadful  Sight  $ 
He  knows  their  Faces,  for  their  Help  he  fues. 
And  thinks,  not  hearing  him,  that  they  refufe : 


By  Name  he  begs  their  Succour 


by 


Then  doubts  their  Life,  and  feels  the  friendly  Stone 
Struck  with  Remorfe,  and  confcious  of  his  Pride, 
Convift  of  Sim  he  turn’d  his  Eyes  alkie. 

With  fuppliamt  Mein  to  forfeits  thus  he  prays. 

Hence  with  the  Head,  as  far  as  W inds  and  Seas 
Can  bear  thee;  Hence,  O  quit  the  Cephen  Shore, 
And  never  curie  us  with  Medufa  more. 

That  horrid  Head,  which  fliffens  into  Stone 
Thofe  impious  Men  who,  daring  Death,  look  on, 

I  warr’d  not  with  thee  out  «of  Hate  or  Strife, 

My  honeft  C  a  life  was  to  defend  my  Wife, 

Firlt  pledgd  to  me  ;  What  Chime  coifd  I  fuppofe, 
To  arm  my  Friends,  and  vindicate  my  Spoufe  > 


But 


late,  I  foe  was  our  Delign 


Mine  was  the  Tide,  but  dhe  Merit  thine. 
Contending  made  me  guilty,  I  confcls. 

But  Penitence  fhou’d  make  that  Guilt  the  lefs 
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’Twas  thine  to  conquer  by  Minerva  s  Pow’rj 

Favour’d  of  Heav’n,  thy  Mercy  I  implore; 

For  Life  I  fue ;  the  reft  to  thee  I  yield  j 

In  Pity,  from  my  Sight  remove  the  Shield. 

He  fuing  faid ;  nor  durd  revert  his  Eyes  - 

On  the  grim  Head :  And  Perfeus  thus  replies ; 

Coward,  what  is  in  me  to  grant*  I  will. 

Nor  Blood,  unworthy  of  my  Valour,  fpill  : 

Fear  not  to  perifh  by  my  vengeful  Sword, 

From  that  fecure;  ’tis  all  the  Fates  afford. 

W  here  I  now  fee  thee,  thou  fhalt  ftill  be  feen , 

A  lading  Monument  to  pleafe  our  Queen ; 

T here  dill  {hall  thy  Betroth’d  behold  her  Spoufe, 

And  find  his  Image  in  her  Fathers  Houfe. 

This  faid ;  where  Phineus  turn’d  to  fhun  the  Shield, 

Full  in  his  Face  the  daring  Head  he  held,- 

As  here,  and  there  he  drove  to  turn  afide, 

T  he  VV onder  wrought,  the  Man  was  petrify ’d  : 

All  Marble  was  his  Frame  s  his  humid  Eyes 

Drop’d  T ears,  which  hung  upon  the  Stone  like  Ice. 

In  fuppliant  Podure,  with  uplifted  Hands, 

And  fearful  Look,  the  guilty  Statue  dands. 

Hence  Perfeus  to  his  native  City  hies. 

Victorious,  and  rewarded  with  his  Prize. 

9 

Conqued,  o’er  Tratus  the  Ufurper,  won. 

He  rcindates  his  Grandfirefin  the  Throne. 


‘Prxtus,  his  Brother  difpodefs’d  by  Might, 

His  Realm  enjoy’d,  and  dill  detain’d  his  Right: 

But  Perfeus  pull’d  the  haughty  T yrant  down. 

And  to  the  rightful  King  redor’d  the  Throne. 

wrong, 

W  here  Gorgon’s  Head  appears,  what  Arms  are  drong  ? 

When 


Weak  was  tlf  Ufurper,  as  his  Caufe  was 
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When  Terfeus  to  his  Hoft  the  Monfter  held. 

They  foon  were  Statues,  and  their.  King  expell’d. 

Thence,  to  with  the  Efead  he  fails, 

Whofe  Prince  his  Story  treats  as  idle  Tales : 

Lord  of  a  little  He,  he  fcorns  to  feetn 

••  1 

Too  credulous,  but  laughs  at  That,  and  Him. 

Yet  did  he  not  fo  much  fufpedt  the  Truth, 

As  out  of  Pride  or  Envy  hate  the  Youth. 

The  A r give  Prince:,  at  his  Contempt  enrag’d. 

To  force  his  Faith  by  fatal  Proof  engag’d. 

Friends,  Ihut  your  Eyes,  he  cries ;  his  Shield  he  takes. 
And  to  the  King  expos’d  Adedufa’s  Snakes. 

The  Monarch  felt  the  Pow’r  he  wou’d  not  own. 

And  Hood  convicSt  of  Folly  in  the  Stone.  r 

* 

0 

i  '  $  ,  ^ 

Minerva  *s  Interview  with  the  Mu  s  e  s'. 

0  • 

Thus  far  Minerva  was  content  to  rove 
With  Ferfem,  Offspring  of  her  Father  Jove: 

Now,  hid  in  Clouds,  Seriphos  fb e  forfook; 

And  to  the  Theban  Tow’rs  her  Journey  took. 

1 

Cythnos  and  Gjaros  lying  to  the  Right, 

*  %  I _ 

She  pafs’d  unheeded  in  her  eager  Flight; 

And  choofing  firft  on  Helicon  to  reft. 

The  Virgin  Mufes  in  thefe  Words  addrefs’d: 

Me,  the  ftrange  Tidings  of  a  new-found  Spring, 

Ye  learned  Sifters,  to  this  Mountain  bring. 

0 

If  all  be  true  that  Fame’s  wide  Rumours  tell, 

•  • 

’Twas  Tcgajus  difcover’d  firft  your  Well ; 

Whofe  piercing  Eloof  gave  the  foft  Earth  a  Blow, 

Which  broke  the  Surface,  where  thefe  Waters  flow. 

I  faw  that  Horfe  by  Miracle  obtain 
Life,  from  the  Blood  of  dire  Me  da  fa  (lain  5 

R  r 
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And  now,  this  equal  Prodigy  to  view. 

From  diftant  Hies  to  fam’d  Boeotia  flew. 

The  Mufe  Urania  fa  id,  Whatever  Caufe 

% 

So  great  a  Goddefs  to  this  Manfion  draws ; 

Our  Shades  are  happy  With  fo  bright  a  Gueft, 

You,  Queen,  are  Welcome,  and  we  Mufes  bleft. 

What  Fame  has  publilh’d  of  our  Spring  is  true. 

Thanks  for  our  Spring  to  Pegafus  are  due. 

Then,  with  becoming  Courtefy,  fhe  led 

* 

The  curious  Stranger  to  their  Fountain’s  Head; 

Who  long  furVey’d,  with  W onder,  and  Delight, 

Their  facred  Water,  charming  to  the  Sight; 

Their  ancient  Groves,  dark  Grottos,  fhady  Bow’rs, 

And  fmiling  Plains  adorn’d  with  various  Flow’rs. 

O  happy  Mufes !  (he  with  Rapture  cry’d. 

Who,  fafe  from  Cares,  on  this  fair  Hill  refide ; 

Bleft  in  your  Seat,  and  free  your  felves  to  pleafe 
With  Joys  of  Study,  and  with  glorious  Eafe. 


The  Fate  of  Pvreneus. 

T  hen  one  replies ;  O  Goddefs,  fit  to  guide 
Our  humble  Works,  and  in  our  Choir  p  re  fide. 
Who  fure  wou’d  wifely  to  thefe  Fields  repair. 

To  tafte  our  Pleafures,  and  our  Labours  {flare. 
Were  not  your  Virtue,  and  fuperior  Mind 
To  higher  Arts,  and  nobler  Deeds  inclin’d; 
Juftly  you  praife  our  Works,  and  pleating  Scat, 
Which  all  might  envy  in  this  foft  Retreat, 

W  ere  we  fecur’d  from  Dangers,  and  from  Harms 
But  Maids  arc  frighten’d  with  the  leaft  Alarms, 
And  none  are  fafe  in  this  licentious  Time  ; 

Still  fierce  Pyrenees,  and  his  daring  Crime 
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With  ladling  Horror  flrikes  my  feeble  Sight, 

Nor  is  my  Mind  recover’d  from  the  Fright. 

With  Thracian  Arms  this  bold  Ufurper  gain’d 
Vaults  3  and  Thocis ,  where  he  proudly  reign’d: 

It  happen’d  once,  as  thro’  his  Lands  we  went. 

For  the  bright  Temple  of  Pamajfus  bent> 

He  met  us  there,  and  in  his  artful  Mind 
Hiding  the  faithlefs  Aftion  he  defign’d, 

Confer’d  on  us  (whom.  Oh !  too  well  he  knew! 

All  Honours  that  to  Goddcfles  are  due. 

Stop,  flop,  ye  Mufes,  ’tis  your  Friend  who  calls. 

The  Tyrant  faid;  Behold  the  Rain  that  falls 
On  ev’ry  Side,  and  that  ill-boding  Sky, 

Whofe  lowringFace  portends  more  Storms  are  nigh» 

Pray  make  my  Houfe  your  own,  and  void  of  Fear, 
While  this  bad  Weather  lafts,  take  Shelter  here. 

Gods  have  made  meaner  Places  their  Refort, 

And,  for  a  Cottage,  left  their  fhining  Court. 

Oblig’d  to  flop,  by  the  united  Force 
Of  pouring  Rains,  and  complaifant  Difcourfe, 

His  courteous  Invitation  we  obey. 

And  in  his  Hall  refolve  awhile  to  flay. 

Soon  it  clear’d  up ;  the  Clouds  began  to  fly. 

The  driving  North  refin’d  the  fbow’ry  Sky; 

Then  to  purfue  our  Journey  we  began: 

But  the  falfe  Traitor  to  his  Portal  ran, 

Stopt  our  Efcape,  the  Door  fecurely  barr’d. 

And  to  our  Honour,  Violence  prepar’d. 

But  we,  transform’d  to  Birds,  avoid  his  Snare, 

On  Pinions  riling  in  the  yielding  Air. 

But  he,  by  Lull  and  Indignation  fir’d. 

Up  to  his  highcft  Tow’r  with  Speed  retir’d. 
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The  Conqueft  yours,  your  Prize  from  us  fhall  be 

T If  AEmathian  Plains  to  fnowy  Pa?  one  5 

The  Nymphs  our  Judges.  To  difpute  the  Field, 

9 

We  thought  a  Shame;  but  greater  Shame  to  yield. 
On  Seats  of  living  Stone  the  Sifters  fit. 

And  by  the  Rivers  fwear  to  judge  aright; 


The  Song  of  the  Pierides. 

Then  rifes  one  of  the  prefumptuous  Throng, 

Steps  rudely  forth,  and  firft  begins  the  Song  5 
With  vain  Addrefs  defcribes  the  Giants  Wars, 

And  to  the  Gods  their  fabled  Acfts  prefers. 

She  fings,  from  Earths  dark  Womb  how  Typhm  rofe. 
And  ftruck  with  mortal  Fear  his  heav’nly  Foes. 

How  the  Gods  fled  to  Egypt’s  flimy  Soil, 

And  hid  their  Heads  beneath  the  Banks  of  Nile ; 
How  Typhon ,  from  the  conquer’d  Skies,  purfu’d 
Their  routed  Godheads  to  the  fev’n-mouth’d  Flood  j 
Forc’d  ev’ry  God,  his  Fury  to  efcape. 

Some  beaftly  Form  to  take,  or  earthly  Shape. 

Jove  (fo  file  fung)  was  chang’d  into  a  Ram, 

From  whence  the  Homs  of  Libyan  Ammon  came. 

Bacchus  a  Goat,  Apollo  was  a  Crow, 

Vhcebc  a  Cat;  the  Wife  of  Jove  a  Cow, 

Whofe  Flue  was  whiter  than  the  falling  Snow. 

Mercury  to  a  nafty  Ibis  turn’d. 

The  Change  obfcenc,  afraid  of  Typhons  mourn’d  5 
W hilc  Venus  from  a  Fifh  Protection  craves. 

And  once  more  plunges  in  her  native  Waves. 

She  fung,  and  to  her  Harp  her  Voice  apply’d* 
Then  us  again  to  match  her  they  defy’d. 
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But  our  poor  Song,  perhap 
Nor  Leifure  ferves,  nor  is  : 


for  you  to  hear 
worth  your  Ear. 


That  caufelefs  Doubt  remove,  O  Mule  rehearfe. 
The  Goddefs  cry’d,  your  ever-grateful  Verfe. 
Beneath  a  chequer’d  Shade  fhe  takes  her  Seat, 

And  bids  the  Sifter  her  whole  Song  repeat. 

The  Sifter  thus >  Calliope  we  chofe 
For  the  Performance.  The  fweet  Virgin  rofe. 
With  Ivy  crown’d  >  fhe  tunes  her  golden  Strings, 
And  to  her  Harp  this  Compofition  lings. 

<7  be  Song  of  the  Muses. 

Firft  Ceres  taught  the  lab’ring  Hind  to  plow 
The  pregnant  Earth,  and  quickning  Seed  to  low. 
She  firft  for  Man  did  wholefom  Food  provide. 
And  with  juft  Laws  the  wicked  World  fupply’d: 
Ali  Good  from  her  deriv’d,  to  her  belong 
The  grateful  Tributes  of  the  Mufe’s  Song. 

Her  more  than  worthy  of  our  Verfe  we  deem. 
Oh!  were  our  Verfe  more  worthy  of  the  Theme. 

Jove  on  the  Giant  fair  Trinacria  hurl’d. 

And  with  one  Bolt  reveng’d  his  ftarry  World. 
Beneath  her  burning  Hills  Typhous  lies. 


And 


ftmgling  always, 


ft  rives  in  vain  to  rife 


Down  docs  Pelorus  his  right  Eland  fupprefs 
Toward  Lot  item ,  on  the  left  Fachync  weighs. 
Elis  Legs  are  under  Lilykcum  fpread. 

And  /Etna  prefixes  hard  his  horrid  Head. 

On  his  broad  Back  he  there  extended  lies, 

f 

And  vomits  Clouds  of  Allies  to  the  Skies. 
Oft  lab’ring  with  his  Load,  at  laft  he  tires. 
And  fpews  out  in  Revenge  a  Flood  of  Fires. 
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Mountains  he  ftruggles  to  o  erwhelm,  and  Towns, 
Earth’s  inmoll  Bowels  quake,  and  Nature  groans. 

His  Terrors  reach  the  direful  King  of  Hell; 

% 

He  fears  his  Throws  will  to  the  Day  reveal 
The  Realms  of  Night,  and  fright  his  trembling  GhoEs, 
This  to  prevent,  he  quits  the  Stygian  CoaBs, 

In  his  black  Carr,  by  footy  Horfes  drawn. 

Tail*  Sicily  he  leeks,  and  dreads  the  Dawn. 

Around  her  Plains  he  calls  his  eager  Eyes, 

And  ev’ry  Mountain  to  the  Bottom  tries. 

But  when,  in  all  the  careful  Search,  he  faw 
No  Caufe  of  Pear,  no  ill  fufpe&ed  flaw  ; 

Secure  from  Harm,  and  wandring  on  at  Will, 

Venus  beheld  him  from  her  flow’ry  Hill: 

When  Erait  the  Dame  her  little  Cupid  preft 
With  fecret  Rapture  to  her  fnowy  Breaft, 

And  in  thefe  Words  the  flutt’ring  Boy  add  reft. 

O  thou,  my  Arms,  my  Glory,  and  my  Pow’r, 

My  Son,  whom  Men,  and  deathlefs  Gods  adore ; 

Bend  thy  fure  Bow,  whofe  Arrows  never  mifs’d. 

No  longer  let  Hell’s  King  thy  Sway  refill: 

Take  him,  while  ftragling  from  his  dark  Abodes 
Pie  coalts  the  Kingdoms  of  fuperior  Gods. 

If  Sovereign  Jove,  if  Gods  who  rule  the  Waves, 

And  Neptune ,  who  rules  them,  have  been  thy  Slaves ; 
Shall  EIcll  be  free?  The  Tyrant  ftrike,  my  Son, 

Enlarge  thy  Mother’s  Empire,  and  thy  own. 

Let  not  our  Elcav’n  be  made  the  Mock  of  Hell, 

But  Pluto  to  confefs  thy  Pow’r  compel. 

Our  Rule  is  flighted  in  our  native  Skies,  •> 

Sec  Pallas ,  fee  "Diana  too  defies  V 

Thy  Darts,  which  Ceres'  Daughter  wou’d  defpife.  > 
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She  too  our  Empire  treats  with  awkward  Scorn; 
Such  Infolence  no  longer’s  to  be  borri. 

Revenge  our  flighted  Reign,  and  with  thy  Dart 
Transfix  the  Virgin’s  to  the  Uncle’s  Heart. 

She  faid ;  and  from  his  Quiver  ftrait  he  drew 


A  Dart  that  furely  wou’d  the  Bufinefs  do. 

She  guides  his  Hand*  {he  makes  her  Touch  the  Teft, 
And  of  a  thoufand  Arrows  chofe  the  belt  : 


No  Ecather  better  pois’d,  a  fharper  Head 
None  had,  and  fooner  none,  and  furer  fped. 
He  bends  his  Bow,  he  draws  it  to  his  Ear, 
Thro’  ‘Pluto’s  Heart  it  drives,  and  fixes  there. 


IThe  Rape  of  Proserpine. 

Near  Enna  s  Walls  a  fpacious  Lake  is  fpread. 

Tam’d  for  the  fweetly-finging  Swans  it  bred; 

Pergufa  is  its  Name :  And  never  more 
W  ere  heard,  or  fweeter  on  Cajfler  5  Shore. 

Woods  crown  the  Lake;  and  Phcebus  ne'er  invades 
The  tufted  Fences,  or  offends  the  Shades. 

Frefii  fragrant  Breezes  fan  the  verdant  Bow’rs, 

And  the  moift  Ground  fmiles  with  enamel’d  Flow’rs. 

The  chearful  Birds  their  airy  Carols  fing. 

And  the  whole  Year  is  one  eternal  Spring. 

Here,  while  young  Proferpine,  among  the  Maids, 

Diverts  herfclf  in  thefe  delicious  Shades  j 
While  like  a  Child  with  bufy  Speed  and  Care 
She  gathers  Lillies  here,  and  Vi'lcts  there  j 
While  firfl:  to  fill  her  little  Lap  file  drives. 

Hells  grizly  Monarch  at  the  Shade  arrives > 

Secs  her  thus  {porting  on  the  dowry  Green, 

And  loves  the  blooming  Maid,  as  foon  as  fccn. 

His 
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His  argent  Flame  impatient  of  Delay; 

he  feiz’d  the  beauteous  Prey, 
And  bore  her  in  his  footy  Carr  away. 

The  frighted  Goddefs  to  her  Mother  cries. 

But  all  in  vain,  for  now  far  off  fhe  flies ; 

Far  Ale  behind  her  leaves  her  Virgin  Train; 

To  them  too  cries,  and  cries  to  them  in  vain. 

And,  while  with  Paflion  Ale  repeats  her  Call, 

The  Vi’ lets  from  her  Lap,  and  Lillies  fall : 

She  mifles  'em,  poor  Heart !  and  makes  new  Moan ; 
Her  Lillies,  ah  !  are  loft,  her  Vi’lets  gone. 

O’  er  Hills,  the  Raviftler,  and  Vallies  fpeeds. 

By  Name  encouraging  his  foamy  Steeds ; 

He  rattles  o’er  their  Necks  the  rufty  Reins, 

And  ruffles  with  the  Stroke  their  Alaggy  Manes. 

O’er  Lakes  he  whirls  his  flying  Wheels,  and  comes 

# 

To  the  ‘Pallet  breathing  fulph’rous  Fumes. 

And  thence  to  where  the  Baccbiads  of  Renown 

Between  unequal  Havens  built  their  Town; 

Where  Jlrethufa ,  round  th’  imprifon’d  Sea, 

Extends  her  crooked  Coaft  to  Cyane  ; 

The  Nymph  who  gave  the  neighb’ring  Lake  a  Name 
Of  all  Sicilian  Nymphs  the  firft  in  Fame. 

She  from  the  Waves  advanc’d  her  beauteous  Head, 
The  Goddefs  knew,  and  thus  to  Pluto  faid  ; 

Farther  thou  fhalt  not  with  the  Virgin  run; 

Ceres  unwilling,  canft  thou  be  her  Son  ? 

The  Maid  fliou’d  be  by  fwcct  Perfwafion  won. 

Force  fuits  not  with  the  Softnefs  of  the  Fair; 

For,  if  great  things  with  fmall  I  may  compare. 

Me  Jnapis  once  lov’d;  a  milder  Courfe 
He  took,  and  won  me  by  his  Words,  not  Force. 

T  t 


Swift  as  his  Thought 
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Then,  ftretching  out  her  Arms,  fhe  ftopt  his  Way ; 
But  he,  impatient  of  the  fhorteft  Stay, 

Throws  to  his  dreadful  Steeds  the  flacken’d  Rein, 

And  ftrikes  his  Iron  Sceptre  thro’  the  Main  5 

The  Depths  profound  thro’  yielding  Waves  he  cleaves. 

And  to  Hells  Center  a  free  Paffage  leaves ; 

Down  finks  his  Chariot,  and  his  Realms  of  Night 
The  God  foon  reaches  with  a  rapid  Flight. 

C  y  A  n  e  dijfofaes  to  a  Fountain. 

But  Hill  does  Cyanc  the  Rape  bemoan, 

9 

And  with  the  Goddefs’  Wrongs  laments  her  own? 

For  the  doln  Maid,  and  for  her  injur’d  Spring, 

Time  to  her  Trouble  no  Relief  can  bring. 

In  her  fad  Heart  a  heavy  Load  fhe  bears. 

Till  the  dumb  Sorrow  turns  her  all  to  Tears. 

Her  mingling  Waters  with  that  Fountain  pafs. 

Of  which  fhe  late  immortal  Goddefs  was. 

Her  varied  Members  to  a  Fluid  melt, 

A  pliant  Softnefs  in  her  Bones  is  felt. 

Her  wavy  Locks  firft  drop  away  in  Dew, 

% 

And  liquid  next  her  (lender  Fingers  grew. 

The  Body’s  Change  foon  feizcs  its  Extreme, 

i 

Her  Legs  diffolve,  and  Feet  flow  off  in  Stream. 

Her  Arms,  her  Back,  her  Shoulders,  and  her  Side, 

Her  fwclling  Breads  in  little  Currents  glide. 

A  Silver  Liquor  only  now  remains 
Within  the  Channel  of  her  purple  Veins; 

Nothing  to  fill  Love’s  Grafp ;  her  Husband  chailc 
Bathes  in  that  Bofom  he  before  embrac’d. 
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A  Boy  transform'd  to  an  Eft. 

Thus,  while  thro’  all  the  Earth,  and  all  the  Main, 
Her  Daughter  mournful  Ceres  fought  in  vain  $ 

Aurora ,  when  with  dewy  Looks  fhe  rofe. 

Nor  burniftl’d  V fper  found  her  in  Repofe. 

*  % 

At  JEtnd$  flaming  Mouth  two  pitchy  Pines 
To  light  her  in  her  Search  at  length  fhe  tines. 
Reftlefs  with  thefe,  thro’  frofty  Night  fhe  goes. 

Nor  fears  the  cutting  Winds,  nor  heeds  the  Snows; 
And,  when  the  Morning-Star  the  Day  renews. 

Prom  Eaffc  to  Weft  her  abfent  Child  purfues. 

Thirfty  at  laft  by  long  Fatigue  fhe  grows. 

But  meets  no  Spring,  no  Riv’let  near  her  flows. 


Then  looking  round 


lowly  Cottage  fp 


Smoaking  among  the  Trees,  and  thither  hies. 
The  Goddefs  knocking  at  the  little  Door, 

TVas  open’d  by  a  Woman  old  and  poor. 

Who,  when  fhe  begg’d  for  Water,  gave  her  Ale 
Brew’d  long,  but  well  preferv’d  from  being  ftale. 
The  Goddefs  drank ;  a  chuffy  Lad  was  by. 

Who  faw  the  Liquor  with  a  grutching  Eye, 

And  grinning  cries,  She’s  greedy  more  than  dry. 

Ceres ,  offended  at  his  foul  Grimace, 

Flung  what  fhe  had  not  drunk  into  his  Face. 

The  Sprinklings  fpeckle  where  they  hit  the  Skin, 
And  a  long  Tail  does  from  his  Body  fpin ; 

His  Arms  are  turn’d  to  Legs,  and  left  his  Size 
Shou’d  make  him  mifehievous,  and  he  might  rife 
Againft  Mankind,  diminutives  his  Frame, 

Lcfs  than  a  Lizzard,  but  in  Shape  the  fame. 
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Amaz’d  the  Dame  the  wondrous  Sight  beheld. 

And  weeps,  and  fairi  wou’d  touch  her  quondam  Child. 
Y^t  her  Approach  th’  affrighted  Vermin  fhuns. 

And  fall  into  the  greateft  Crevice  runs. 

A  Name  they 

That  rofe  like  *  Stars,  and  varied  all  hisBreaft.  *  Stellio. 

What  Lands,  what  Seas  the  Goddefs  wander’d  o’er. 
Were  long  to  tell,  for  there  remain’d  no  more. 

Searching  all  round,  her  fruitlefs  T oil  fhe  moiirns. 

And  with  Regret  to  Sicily  returns. 

At  length,  where  Cyane  now  flows,  {he  came, 

W ho  cou’d  have  told  her,  were  fhe  ftill  the  fame 
As  when  fhe  faw  her  Daughter  fink  to  Hell, 

But  what  fhe  knows  fhe  wants  a  Tongue  to  telf 
Yet  this  plain  Signal  manifeftly  gave. 

The  Virgins  Girdle  floating  on  a  Wave, 

As  late  fhe  dropt  it  from  her  {lender  Wafte, 

When  with  her  Uncle  thro’  the  Deep  file  paft. 

Ceres  the  Token  by  her  Grief  confeft. 

And  tore  her  golden  Hair,  and  beat  her  Bread:. 

She  knows  not  on  what  Land  her  Curfe  fhou’d  fall. 

But,  as  ingrate,  alike  upbraids  ’em  all. 

Unworthy  of  her  Gifts;  T nnacria  moft, 

Where  the  lad:  Steps  fhe  found  of  what  file  loft. 

The  Plough  for  this  the  vengeful  Goddefs  broke. 

And  with  one  Death  the  Ox  and  Owner  ftruck. 

In  vain  the  fallow  Fields  the  Peafant  tills. 

The  Seed,  corrupted  e’rc  ’tis  fown,  file  kills. 

The  fruitful  Soil,  that  once  fuch  Harvefts  bore. 

Now  mocks  the  Farmer’s  Care,  and  teems  no  more. 

And  the  rich  Grain  which  fills  the  furrow’d  Glade, 

Rots  in  the  Seed,  or  flirivcls  in  the  Blade  > 


Or 
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Or  too  much  Sun  burns  up,  or  too  much  Rain 
Drowns,  or  black  Blights  deftroy  the  blafted  Plain ; 
Or  greedy  Birds  the  new-fown  Seed  devour. 

Or  Darnel,  Thifties,  and  a  Crop  impure 
Of  knotted  Grafs  along  the  Acres  ftand^ 


And  fpread  their  thriving  Roots  thro’  all  the  Land. 

Then  from  the  Waves  foft  Arethufa  rears 
Her  Head,  and  back  file  flings  her  dropping  Hairs 
O  Mother  of  the  Maid,  whom  thou  fo  far 


Haft  fought,  of  whom  thou  canft  no  Tidings  hear ; 
Othou,  fhe  cry’d,  who  art  to  Life  a  Friend, 

Ceafe  here  thy  Search,  and  let  thy  Labour  end. 


Thy  faithful  Sicily's  a  guiltlefs  Clime, 

And  flhou’d  not  fuffer  for  another’s  Crime  ; 


She  neither  knew,  nor  cou’  d  prevent  the  Deed. 
Nor  think  that  for  my  Country  thus  I  plead  j 
My  Country’s  Ptfa}  I’m  an  Alien  here. 

Yet  thefe  Abodes  to  Elis  I  prefer. 

No  Clime  to  me  fo  fweet,  no  Place  fo  deaf. 

Thefe  Springs  I  Arethufa  now  poffefs, 

I 

And  this  my  Seat,  O  gracious  Goddefs,  blefs. 
This  III  and  why  I  love,  and  why  I  croft 
Such  fpacious  Seas  to  reach  Ortygias  Coaft, 

To  you  I  fhall  impart,  when,  void  of  Care, 

Your  Hearts  atEafe,  and  you’re  more  fit  to  hear; 


When  on  your  Brow  no  prefling  Sorrow  fits. 

For  gay  Content  alone  flich  Tales  admits. 

When  thro’  Earth’s  Caverns  I  awhile  have  roul’d 


My  Waves,  I  rife,  and  here  again  behold 
The  long  loft  Stars  5  and,  as  I  late  did  glide 


U  u 
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Fear  Bill  with  Grief  might  in  her  Face  be  Been  ; 

She  Bill  her  Rape  laments ;  yet,  made  a  Queen, 
Beneath  thofe  gloomy  Shades  her  Sceptre  fways. 

And  evil  th’ infernal  King  her  "Will  obeys.  ' 

This  heard,  the  Goddefs  like  a  Statue  flood, 

9 

Stupid  with  Grief ;  and  in  that  mufing  Mood 
Continu’d  long  j  new  Cares  awhile  fuppreft 
The  reigning  Pow’rs  of  her  immortal  Breaft. 

At  laft  to  Jove  her  Daughter’s  Sire  fhe  flies. 

And  with  her  Chariot  cuts  the  chryftal  Skies; 

She  conies  in  Clouds,  and  with  difhevel’d  Hair, 
Standing  before  his  Throne,  prefers  her  Pray  r. 

King  of  the  Gods,  defend  my  Blood  and  thine. 
And  ufe  it  not  the  worfe  for  being  mine. 

If  I  no  more  am  gracious  in  thy  Sight, 

Be  juft,  O  Jove3  and  do  thy  Daughter  right. 

In  vain  I  fought  her  the  wide  World  around, 

A 

And,  when  I  mod:  defpair’d  to  find  her,  found. 

But  how  can  I  the  fatal  Finding  boaft. 

By  which  I  know  file  is  for  ever  loft  > 

Without  her  Father’s  Aid,  what  other  Pow’r 
Can  to  my  Arms  the  ravifh’d  Maid  reftorc  ? 

Let  him  reftorc  her.  I’ll  the  Crime  forgive. 

My  Child,  tho’  ravifh’d.  I’d  with  Joy  receive. 

Pity,  your  Daughter  with  a  Thief  fhou’d  wed, 

Tho’ mine,  you  think,  defcrvcs  no  better  Bed. 

Jove  thus  replies  ;  It  equally  belongs 
To  both,  to  guard  our  common  Pledge  from  W  rongs 
But  if  to  things  we  proper  Names  apply. 

This  hardly  can  be  call’d  an  Injury. 

The  Theft  is  Love;  nor  need  we  blulh  to  own 
The  Thief,  if  I  can  judge,  to  be  our  Son. 
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Had  you  of  his  Defert  no  other  Proof, 

To  be  fove’s  Brother  is  methinks  enough. 

Nor  was  my  Throne  by  Worth  fuperior  got* 

Heav’n  fell  to  me,  as  Hell  to  him,  by  Lot. 

If  you  are  Bill  refolv’d  her  Lofs  to  mourn. 

And  nothing  lefs  will  ferve  than  her  Return  5 
Upon  thefe  Terms  fhe  may  again  be  yours, 

(Th’ irrevocable  Terms  of  Fate,  not  ours y 
Of  Styg  ian  Food  if  fhe  did  never  taBe, 

Hell’s  Bounds  may  then,  and  only  then,  be  paB. 

T he  Transformation  of  Ascalaphus  into  an  Owl 


The  Goddefs  now,  refolving  to  fucceed, 

Down  to  the  gloomy  Shades  defcends  with  Speed; 
But  adverfe  Fate  had  otherwife  decreed. 


For,  long  before,  her  giddy  thoughtlefs  Child 
Had  broke  her  Fait,  and  all  her  Projects  fpoil’d. 
As  in  the  Garden’s  fhady  Walks  fhe  Bray’d, 

A  fair  Pomegranate  charm’d  the  fimple  Maid> 

Hung  in  her  Way,  and  tempting  her  to  taBe, 

* 

She  pluck’d  the  Fruit,  and  took  a  fllort  RepaB. 
Seven  times,  a  Seed  at  once.  Hie  eat  the  Food ; 
The  Fa£t  Afcalaplws  had  only  view’d; 

W horn  Acheron  begot  in  Stygian  Shades 
On  Orphne,  fam’d  among  Avernal  Maids  5 


Fie  faw  what  pall,  and  by  difcov’ring  all. 
Detain’d  the  ravifh’d  Nymph  in  cruel  Thrall. 

But  now  a  Queen,  file  with  Refentment  heard. 


And  chang’d  the  vile  Informer  to  a  Bird. 

In  F hie  get  on  s  black  Stream  her  Hand  file  dips. 
Sprinkles  his  Head,  and  wets  his  babbling  Lips. 
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Soon  on  his  Face,  bedropt  with  Magick  Dew, 

A  Change  appealed,  and  gawdy  Feathers  grew* 

A  crooked  Beak  the  Place  of  Nofe  fupplies. 

Rounder  his  Head,  and  larger  are  his  Eyes. 

His  Arms  and  Body  wafte,  but  are  fupply’d 
W ith  yellow  Pinions  flagging  on  each  Side. 

His  Nails  grow  crooked,  and  are  turn’d  to  Claws, 

And  lazily  along  his  heavy  Wings  he  draws. 

Ill-omcn’d  in  his  Form,  th’ unlucky  Fowl, 

Abhorr’d  by  Men,  and  call’d  a  Scrieching  OwL 


The  Daughters  of  Aghelous  transform'd  ^Sirens. 

Juftly  this  Punifhment  was  due  to  him. 

And  lefs  had  been  too  little  for  his  Crime = 

But,  O  ye  Nymphs  that  from  the  Flood  defcend. 
What  Fault  of  yours  the  Gods  cou’d  fo  offend. 

With  Wings  and  Claws  your  beauteous  Forms  to  fpoil 


Yet  fave  your  maiden  Face,  and  winning  Smile 
Were  you  not  with  her  in  Pergnfds  Bow’rs, 

W  hen  P  r of er pin e  went  forth  to  gather  Flow’rs  > 
Since  Pluto  in  his  Carr  the  Goddefs  caught, 

o  y 

Have  you  not  for  her  in  each  Climate  fought  > 


for  her  in  each  Climate  fou 


And  when  on  Land  you  long  had  fearch’d  in  vai 
You  wifh’d  for  Wings  to  crofs  the  pathlcfs  Main 
That  Earth  and  Sea  might  witnefs  to  your  Care : 
The  Gods  were  cafy,  and  return'd  your  Pray’r; 
With  golden  Wing  o’er  foamy  Waves  you  fled. 
And  to  the  Sun  your  plumy  Glories  fpread. 

But,  left  the  foft  Enchantment  of  your  Songs, 
And  the  fwcct  Mufick  of  your  flats’ ring  Tongues 
Shou’d  quite  be  loft,  (as  courteous  Fates  ordain) 
Your  Voice  and  Virgin  Beauty  ftill  remain. 


Jonjc 
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jfow  fome  Amends  for  Ceres  Lofs  to  make. 

Yet  willing  Tluto  fhou’d  the  Joy  partake. 

Gives  ’em  of  Eroferpine  an  equal  Share, 

Who,  claim’d  by  both,  with  both  divides  the  Year. 

The  Goddels  now  in  either  Empire  fways. 

Six  Moons  in  Hell,  and  fix  with  Ceres  Rays. 

Her  peevifh  Temper’s  chang’d ;  that  fullen  Mind, 

Which  made  ev’n  Hell  uneafy,  now  is  kind.  ; 

Her  Voice  refines,  her  Mein  more  fweet  appears. 

Her  Forehead  free  from  Frowns,  her  Eyes  from  Tears. 

As  when,  with  golden  Light,  the  conqu’ring  Day 
Thro’  dusky  Exhalations  clears  a  Way. 

Ceres  her  Daughter's  Rape  no  longer  mourn’d. 

But  back  to  Arethujas  Spring  return’d ; 

And  fitting  on  the  Margin,  bid  her  tell 
From  whence  file  came,  and  why  a  facred  Well. 

0 

The  Story  0/  A  r  e  t  h  u  s  A. 


Still  were  the  purling  Waters,  and  the  Maid 

From  the  fmooth  Surface  rais’d  her  beauteous  Head, 

# 

Wipes  off  the  Drops  that  from  her  TrefTes  ran. 

And  thus  to  tell  Atpheus ’  Loves  began. 

In  Elis  firfl:  I  breath’d  the  living  Air, 

The  Chafe  was  all  my  Pleafure,  all  my  Care. 


None  lov’d  like  me  the  Foreft  to  explore. 

To  pitch  the  Toils,  and  drive  the  briftled  Boar. 
Of  Fair,  tho’  Mafculine,  I  had  the  Name, 

Put  gladly  wou’d  to  that  have  quitted  Claim : 


To  hear  the  Beauty  I  negle<5ted  prais’d  j 


Such  Compliments  I  loath’d,  fuch  Charms  as  thefc 


I  fcorn’d,  and  thought  it  Infamy  to  plcafe. 


» 
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Once,  I  remember,  in  the  Summer's  Heat, 
Tir’d  with  the  Chafe,  I  fought  a  cool  Retreat; 
And,  walking  on,  a  filent  Current  found. 
Which  gently  glided  o’er  the  grav’ly  Ground. 
The  chryflal  Water  was  lb  fmooth,  fo  dear* 
My  Eye  diAinguilh’d  ev’ry  Pebble  there. 

So  foft  its  Motion,  that  I  fcarce  perceiv’d 
The  running  Stream,  or  what  I  faw,  believ’d* 
The  hoary  Willow,  and  the  Poplar  made 
Along  the  (helving  Bank  a  grateful  Shade. 

In  the  cool  Rivulet  my  F  eet  I  dipt, 

4 

Then  waded  to  the  Knee,  and  then  I  ftript; 

My  Robe  I  carelefs  on  an  Oder  threw. 

That  near  the  Place  commodioufly  grew. 

Nor  long  upon  the  Border  naked  flood. 


But  plung’d  with  Speed  into  the  diver  Flood. 

My  Arms  a  thoufand  ways  I  mov’d,  and  try’d 
To  quicken,  if  I  cou’d,  the  lazy  Tide; 

Where,  while  I  play’d  my  fwimming  Gambols  o’er, 

I  heard  a  murm  ring  Voice,  and  frighted  fprung  to  Shore. 
Oh !  whither,  Arethufa ,  doft  thou  fly  ? 


From  the  Brook’s  Bottom  did  Alph 


cry 


Again,  I  heard  him,  in  a  hollow  Tone, 


Oh !  whither,  Arethufa ,  doft  thou  run  > 


Naked  I  flew,  nor  cou’d  I  (lay  to  hide 
My  Limbs,  my  Robe  was  on  the  other  Side; 

Alphcus  follow’d  faft,  th’  inflaming  Sight 
Quicken’d  his  Speed,  and  made  his  Labour  light ; 
He  fees  me  ready  for  his  eager  Arms, 

And  with  a  greedy  Glance  devours  my  Charms. 

As  trembling  Doves  from  preffing  Danger  fly. 

When  the  fierce  Hawk  comes  fouling  from  the  Sky; 
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And,  as  fierce  Hawks  the  trembling  Doves  purfue, . 

From  him  I  fled,  and  after  me  he  flew. 

Firft  by  Orckomenus  I  took  my  Flight* 

And  foon  had  Pfiphis  and  Cyllene  in  Sight ; 

Behind  me  then  high  Mcenalus  I  loft* 

And  craggy  Erimanthus  fcal’d  with  Froftj 
Elis  was  next  5  thus  far  the  Ground  I  trod 
With  nimble  Feet,  before  the  diftanc’d  God. 

But  here  I  lagg'd*  unable  to  fuftain 

The  Labour  longer,  and  my  Flight  maintain ; 

While  he  more  ftrong,  more  patient  of  the  Toil, 

And  fir’d  with  Hopes  of  Beauty’s  fpeedy  Spoil, 

Gain’d  my  loft  Ground,  and  by  redoubled  Pace, 

Now  left  between  us  but  a  narrow  Space. 

Un weary ’d  I  till  now  o’er  Mills  and  Plains, 

O’er  Rocks  and  Rivers  ran,  and  felt  no  Pains : 

The  Sun  behind  me,  and  the  God  I  kept. 

But,  when  I  fafteft  fhou’d  have  run,  I  ftept. 

Before  my  Feet  his  Shadow  now  appear’d. 

As  what  I  faw,  or  rather  what  I  fear’d. 

Yet  there  I  cou’d  not  be  deceiv’d  by  Fear, 

Who  felt  his  Breath  pant  on  my  braided  Hair, 

And  heard  his  founding  Tread,  and  knew  him  to  be  near. 
Tir’d  and  defpairing,  O  Celeftial  Maid, 

I’m  caught,  I  cry’d,  without  thy  heaV’nly  Aid. 

Help  me,  THana^  help  a  Nymph  forlorn. 

Devoted  to  the  Woods,  who  long  has  worn 
Thy  Livery,  and  long  thy  Quiver  born. 

The  Goddefs  heard,  my  pious  Pray'r  prevail’d. 

In  muffling  Clouds  my  Virgin  Head  was  veil’d. 

The  amorous  God,  deluded  of  his  Hopes, 

Searches  the  Gloom,  and  thro’  the  Darkncfs  gropes; 
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Twice,  where  Diana  did  her  Servant  hide 
He  came,  and  twice,  O  Arethufa ,  cry’d. 

How  fhaken  was  my  Soul,  how  funk  my  Heart  > 

The  Terror  feiz’d  on  ev’ry  trembling  Part. 

Thus  when  the  Wolf  about  the  Mountain  prowls 
Bor  Prey,  the  Lambkin  hears  his  horrid  Howls  ; 

The  tim’rous  Hare,  the  Pack  approaching  nigh. 

Thus  hearkens  to  the  Hounds,  and  trembles  at  the  Cry ; 
Nor  dares  fhe  ftir,  for  fear  her  fcented  Breath 
Diredt  the  Dogs,  and  guide  the  threaten’d  Death. 
Alpbeus  in  the  Cloud  no  Traces  found 

To  mark  my  Way,  yet  ftays  to  guard  the  Ground. 

The  God  fo  near,  a  chilly  Sweat  poffeft 

My  fainting  Limbs,  at  ev’ry  Pore  expreft; 

My  Strength  diftill’d  in  Drops,  my  Hair  in  Dew, 

My  Form  was  chang’d,  and  all  my  Subftance  new. 

Each  Motion  was  a  Stream,  and  my  whole  Frame 
Turn’d  to  a  Fount,  which  Hill  preferves  my  Name. 
Refolv'd  I  fbou’d  not  his  Embrace  efcape. 

Again  the  God  refumes  his  fluid  Shape ; 

To  mix  his  Streams  with  mine  he  fondly  tries. 

But  ftill  ‘Diana  his  Attempt  denies. 

She  cleaves  the  Ground;  thro’  Caverns  dark  I  run 
A  diffrent  Current,  while  he  keeps  his  own. 

To  dear  Ortygia  fhe  condudts  my  Way, 

And  here  I  firft  review  the  welcome  Day.’ 

Here  Arethufa  ftopt ;  then  Ceres  takes 
Her  golden  Carr,  and  yokes  her  fiery  Snakes  > 

With  a  juft  Rein,  along  Mid-heaven  file  flies 
O  er  Earth  and  Seas,  and  cuts  the  yielding  Skies. 

She  halts  at  Athens  3  dropping  like  a  Star, 

And  to  Triptolemus  refigns  her  Carr. 


Parent 
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Parent  of  Seed,  fhe  gave  him  fruitful  Grain, 

~  * 

And  bad  him  teach  to  till  and  plough  the  Plain ; 

The  Seed  to  fovv,  as  well  in  fallow  Fields, 

As  where  the  Soil  manur’d  a  richer  Harveft  yields: 

*1  he  Transformation  of  Lyncus. 


The  Youth  o’er  Europe ,  and  o’er  Afia  drives. 

Till  at  the  Court  of  Lyncus  he  arrives. 

The  Tyrant  Scythia’s  barb’rous  Empire  fway’dj 
And,  when  he  faw  Triptolemusi  he  Paid, 

How  cam’ ft  thou.  Stranger,  to  our  Court,  and  why  ? 

Thy  Country,  and  thy  Name?  The  Youth  did  thus  reply 
Triptolemus  my  Name ;  my  Country’s  known 
O’er  all  the  W orld,  Minerva's  fav’rite  Town, 

Athens ,  the  firfl  of  Cities  in  Renown. 

By  Land  I  neither  w  alk’d,  nor  fail’d  by  Sea, 

But  hither  thro’  the  AEther  made  my  Way. 

By  me,  the  Goddefs  who  the  Fields  befriends, 

Thefe  Gifts,  the  greatefl:  of  all  Bleffings,  fends. 

The  Grain  fhe  gives  if  in  your  Soil  you  fow. 

Thence  wholfom  Food  in  golden  Crops  flail  grow. 

Soon  as  the  Secret  to  the  King  was  known. 

He  grudg’d  the  Glory  of  the  Service  done, 

And  wickedly  refolv’d  to  make  it  all  his  own. 


To  hide  his  Purpofc,  he  invites  his  Gucft, 

The  Friend  of  Ceres 3  to  a  royal  Feaft. 

And  when  fwcct  Sleep  his  heavy  Lyes  had  feizd. 
The  Tyrant  with  his  Steel  attempts  his  Breaft. 
Him  ftrait  a  Lynx’s  Shape  the  Goddefs  gives. 
And  home  the  Youth  her  facrcd  Dragons  drives. 
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The  chofen  Mufe  here  ends  her  facred  Lays  j 
The  Nymphs  unanimous  decree  the  Bays, 

And  give  the  Heliconian  Goddeffes  the  Praife. 

Then,  far  from  vain  that  we  fhou’d  thus  prevail, 

to  hear  the  VanquifhM  rail. 

Calliope  refumes ;  Too  long  weVe  bom 
Your  daring  Taunts,  and  your  affronting  Scorn; 

Your  Challenge  juftly  merited  a  Curfe, 

And  this  uiimanner’d  Railing  makes  it  worfe. 

Since  you  refufe  us  calmly  to  enjoy 
Our  Patience,  next  our  Paffions  well  employ ; 

The  Dictates  of  a  Mind  enrag’d  purfue. 

And,  what  our  juft  Refentment  bids  us,  do. 

The  Railers  laugh,  our  Threats  and  Wrath  defpife, 

and  make  a  fcolding  Noife: 
But  in  the  Fa£t  they’re  feiz’d;  beneath  their  Nails 
Feathers  they  feel,  and  on  their  Faces  Scales ; 

Their  homy  Beaks  at  once  each  other  fcare. 


And  clap  their  Hands, 


But  much  provok’d 


Their  Anns  are  plum’d,  and  on  their  Backs  they  bear 
Py’d  W  ings,  and  flutter  in  the  fleeting  Air. 
Chatt’ring,  the  Scandal  of  the  Woods  they  fly, 

And  there  continue  £till  their  clam  rous  Cry : 

The  fame  their  Eloquence,  as  Maids,  or  Birds, 

Now  only  Noife,  and  nothing  then  but  W  ords. 


The  End  of  the  Fifth  Book. 
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Tr (inflated  by  Mr .  C  R  O  X  A  L  L. 


7^  7" ransformation  of  Arachne  into  a  Spider. 


Allas,  attending  to  the  Mufe’s  Song, 

Approv’d  the  juftRefentmentof  their  Wrong; 
And  thus  reflects  j  Wliile  tamely  I  commend 
Thofe  who  their  injur’d  Deities  defend. 

My  own  Divinity  affronted  Hands, 

And  calls  aloud  for  Juftice  at  my  Hands  5 
Then  takes  the  Hint,  afham’d  to  lag  behind. 


And  on  Arachne  bends  her  vengeful  Mind ; 

One  at  the  Loom  fo  excellently  skill’d. 

That  to  the  Goddefs  flic  refus’d  to  yield. 

Low  was  her  Birth,  and  fmall  her  native  Town 
She  from  her  Art  alone  obtain’d  Renown. 

# 

Jdmon  her  Father  made  it;  his  Lm ploy, 

To  give  the  fpungy  Fleece  a  purple  Dye: 

Of  vulgar  Strain  her  Mother,  lately  dead. 

With  her  own  Rank  had  been  content  to  wed  j 
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Yet  fhe  their  Daughter,  tho’  her  Time  was  fpent 
In  a  fmall  Hamlet,  and  of  mean  Defcent, 

Thro’  the  great  Towns  of  Lydia,  gain’d  a  Name, 

And  fill’d  the  neighb  ring  Countries  with  her  Fame. 

Oft  to  admire  the  Nicenefs  of  her  Skill, 

► 

The  Nymphs  would  quit  their  Fountain,  Shade,  or  Hill 
Thither,  from  green  Tymolus  they  repair. 

And  leave  the  Vineyards,  their  peculiar  Care; 
Thither,  from  fam’d  Paiiolus  golden  Stream, 

Drawn  by  her  Art,  the  curious  Naiads  came. 

Nor  would  the  Work,  when  finifh’d,  pleafe  fo  much. 
As,  while  fhe  wrought,  to  view  each  graceful  Touch 


while  fhe  wrought 


Whether  the  fhapelefs  Wooll  in  Balls  fhe  wound 
Or  with  quick  Motion  turn’d  the  Spindle  round. 
Or  with  her  Pencil  drew  the  neat  Defign, 

Pallas  her  Miftrefs  fhone  in  ev’ry  Line. 

This  the  proud  Maid  with  fcornful  Air  denies. 
And  ev’n  the  Goddefs  at  her  Work  defies  j 
Difowns  her  heav’nly  Miftrefs  ev’ry  Hour, 

\ 

Nor  asks  her  Aid,  nor  deprecates  her  Pow’r. 

Let  us,  file  cries,  but  to  a  L'ryal  come,! 

And,  if  file  conquers,  let  her  fix  my  Doom. 

The  Goddefs  then  a  Beldame’s  Form  put  on. 
With  fiiver  Hairs  her  hoary  Temples  fhone; 
Prop’d  by  a  Staff,  flic  hobbles  in  her  Walk, 

And  tott’ring  thus  begins  her  old  Wives  Talk. 

Young  Maid  attend,  nor  ftubbornly  defpife 
The  Admonitions  of  the  Old,  and  Wife; 

For  Age,  tho’  fcorn’d,  a  ripe  Experience  bears. 
That  golden  Fruit,  unknown  to  blooming  Years: 
Still  may  rcmotcft  Fame  your  Labours  crown. 
And  Mortals  your  fuperior  Genius  own ; 


But 


S-*  - 
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But  to  the  Goddefs  yield,  and  humbly  meek 
A  Pardon  for  your  bold  Prefumption  Peek  5 
The  Goddefs  will  forgive.  At  this  the  Maid 
With  Paffion  fir’d,  her  gliding  Shuttle  flay’d ; 
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And,  darting  Vengeance  with  an  angry  Look 
To  P alias  in  Difguife  thus  fiercely  fpoke. 


Thou  doatin 


bin 


cr 


whole  idle  babling  Tongu 


But  too  well  fhews  the  Plague  of  living  long ; 
Hence,  and  reprove,  with  this  your  Page  Advice 


Your  giddy  Daughter 


your  awkward  Neice 


Know,  I  defpiPe  your  Counfel,  and  am  flill 
A  Woman,  ever  wedded  to  my  Will; 

And,  if  your  skillful  Goddefs  better  knows. 

Let  her  accept  the  Tryal  I  propofe. 

She  does,  impatient  Pallas  ftrait  replies,  [Difimife 

And,  cloath’d  with  heavenly  Light,  fprung  from  he?  odd 
The  Nymphs,  and  Virgins  of  the  Plain  a  don 


The  awful  Goddefs,  and  confefs  her  Pow’r; 

The  Maid  alone  flood  unappall’d;  yet  Plow’d 

A  tranfient  Bin  Pi,  that  for  a  Moment  glow’d, 

% 

Then  difappear’d  ;  as  purple  Streaks  adorn 
The  opening  Beauties  of  the  rofy  Morn  5 
Till  Phoebus  riPng  prevalently  bright. 

Allays  the  Tin £!ure  with  his  Silver  Light. 

Yet  Pie  pcrffls,.and  obftinatcly  great. 

In  hopes  of  ConqueP  hurries  on  her  Fate. 

The  Goddefs  now  the  Challenge  waves  no  more. 
Nor,  kindly  good,  advifes  as  before. 

Strait  to  their  Pops  appointed  both  repair. 

And  fix  their  threaded  Looms  with  equal  Care: 
Around  the  folid  Beam  the  Web  is  ty'd. 

While  hollow  Canes  the  parting  Warp  divide  ; 

Z  z 
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Thro’  which  with  nimble  Flight  the  Shuttles  play, 

And  for  the  Woof  prepare  a  ready  Way  ; 

The  Woof  and  Warp  unite,  prefs’d  by  the  toothy  Slay 
Thus  both,  their  Mantles  button’d  to  their  Breaft, 


Their  skilful  Fingers  ply  with  willing  hafte 


5 


And  work  with  Pleafure ;  while  they  chear  the  Ey 
With  glowing  Purple  of  the  Tyrian  Dyer 
Or,  juftly  intermixing  Shades  with  Light, 


Their  Colourings  infenfibly  unite 


As  when  a  Show  r  tranfpierc’d  with  Sunny  Rays 
It’s  mighty  Arch  along  the  Heaven  difplays ; 


5) 


From  whence  a  thoufand  diff ’rent  Colours  rife, 
Whofe  fine  Transition  cheats  the  cleareft  Eyes  s 
So  like  the  intermingled  Shadin 


Ind  only  differs  in  the  laft  Extreams. 

Then  Threads  of  Gold  both  artfully  difpofe. 

And,  as  each  Part  in  juft  Proportion  rofe. 

Some  antique  Fable  in  their  Work  difclofe. 

Pallas  in  Figures  wrought  the  heav'nly  Pow’rs, 

And  Adarss  Hill  among  th  'Athenian  Tow’rs. 

On  lofty  Thrones  twice  fix  Celeftials  fate, 

Jove  in  the  Midft,  and  held  their  warm  Debate  ; 

The  Subjed:  weighty,  and  well-known  to  Fame, 

From  whom  the  City  Jltould  receive  its  Marne. 

Each  God  by  proper  Features  was  expreft, 

Jove  with  majeftick  Mein  cxcell’d  the  reft. 

His  three-fork’d  Macc  the  dewy  Sea-God  ihook. 

And,  looking  fternly,  fmotc  the  ragged  Rock ; 

W hen  from  the  Stone  leapt  forth  a  fpritcly  Steed, 

And  Neptune  claims  the  City  for  the  Deed. 

Herfelf  file  blazons  with  a  glitt’ring  Spear, 

And  crcftcd  Helm  that  veil’d  her  braided  Flair, 

With  Shield,  and  fcaly  Brcaft-platc,  Implements  of  W  ar. 


* 
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* 


Struck  with  her  pointed  Launce,  the  teeming  Earth 

Seem’d  to  produce  a  new  furprizing  Birth  5 

When,  from  the  Glebe,  the  Pledge  of  Conqueft  fprung, 

A  Tree  pale-green  with  faireft  Olives  hung. 

And  then,  to  let  her  giddy  Rival  learn 

What  juft  Rewards  fuch  Boldnefs  was  to  earn. 

Pour  Tryals  at  each  Corner  had  their  Part, 

Defign’d  in  Miniature,  and  touch’d  with  Art. 

Hcemus  in  one,  and  Rhodope  of  Thrace , 

Transform’d  to  Mountains,  fill’d  the  foremoft  Places 
Who  claim’d  the  Titles  of  the  Gods  above. 

And  vainly  us’d  the  Epithets  of  fove. 

Another  fhew’d,  where  the  Tigmcean  Dame, 

Profaning  Juno  s  venerable  Name, 

Turn’d  to  an  airy  Crane,  defcends  from  far. 

And  with  her  Pigmy  Subjects  wages  War. 

In  a  third  Part,  the  Rage  of  Heaven’s  great  Queen, 
Difplay’d  on  proud  Antigone,  was  feen ; 

Who  with  preftzmptuous  Boldnefs  dar "d  to  vye. 

For  Beauty,  with  the  Emprefs  of  the  Sky. 

Ah  !  what  avails  her  ancient  Princely  Race, 

Her  Sire  a  King,  and  Troy  her  native  Place  > 

Now,  to  a  noify  Stork  transform’d?  file  flies. 

And  with  her  whiten’d  Pinions  cleaves  the  Skies. 


And  in  the  laft  remaining  Part  was  drawn 
Poor  Cinyrasy  that  feem’d  to  weep  in  Stone ; 
Clafping  the  Temple  Steps,  he  fadiy  mourn’d 
His  lovely  Daughters,  now  to  Marble  turn’d. 
With  her  own  Tree  the  finifh’d  Piece  is  crown’d. 


And  Wreaths  of  peaceful  Olive  all  the  Work  furround. 
Arachnc  drew  the  fam’d  Intrcagues  of  Jow, 

Chang’d  to  a  Bull  to  gratify  his  Love; 
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How  thro’ the  briny  Tide  all  foaming  Hoar, 

Lovelv  Europa  on  his  Back  he  bore. 

J 

The  Sea  feeiii’d  waving,  and  the  trembling  Maid 
Shrunk  up  her  tender  Feet,  as  if  afraid; 

And,  looking  back  on  the  forfaken  Strand, 

To  her  Companions  wafts  her  diftant  Hand. 

Next  fhe  defign’d  Aflerias  fabled  Rape, 

When  Jove  affum’d  a  {baring  Eagle's  Shape: 

And  fhew’d  how  Leda  lay  fupinely  prefs’d, 

Whilft  the  foftfiiowy  Swan  fate  hov’ring  o’er  her  Breaft. 
How  in  a  Satyr’s  Form  the  God  beguil’d. 

When  fair  Antiop}  with  Twins  he  fill’d. 

Then,  like  Amphitryon ,  but  a  real  Jove, 

In  fair  Alcmena  s  Arms  he  cool’d  his  Love. 

In  fluid  Gold  to  Danas  s  Heart  he  came, 

AdEma  felt  him  in  a  lambent  Flame. 


He  took  Mnemofyne  in  Shepherd’s  Make, 

And  for  2 Yeots  was  a  fpeckled  Snake. 

She  made  thee,  Neptune,  like  a  wanton  Steer, 

Pacing  the  Meads  for  Love  of  Arne  dear ; 

Next  like  a  Stream,  thy  burning  Flame  to  flake. 

And  like  a  Ram,  for  fair  Bifaltis *  fake. 

Then  Ceres  in  a  Steed  your  Vigour  try’d. 

Nor  cou’d  the  Mare  the  yellow  Goddefs  hide. 

Next  to  a  Fowl  transform’d,  you  won  by  Force 
The  Snake-hair’ d  Mother  of  the  winged  Horfc; 

And,  in  a  Dolphin’s  fifhy  Form,  fubdu’d 
Melantho  fweet  beneath  the  oozy  Flood. 

All  thefe  the  Maid  with  lively  Features  drew. 

And  open’d  proper  Landskips  to  the  View. 

There  ‘ Phoebus ,  roving  like  a  Country  Swain, 

along  the  Plain ; 

For 


Attunes  his  jolly  Pipe 
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For  lovely  IJJe  s  fake  in  Shepherd’s  Weeds, 

O’er  Paflures  green  his  bleating  Flock  he  feeds. 
There  Bacchus ,  imag’d  like  the  cluft  ring  Grape, 
Melting  bedrops  Erigone  s  fair  Lap ; 

And  there  old  Saturn ,  Hung  with  youthful  Heat, 
Form’d  like  a  Stallion,  rufhes  to  the  Feat. 

Frefh  Flow’rs,  which  Twills  of  Ivy  intertwine. 
Mingling  a  running  Foliage,  clofe  the  neat  Defign. 

This  the  bright  Goddefs,  paffionately  mov’d. 
With  Envy  faw,  yet  inwardly  approv’d. 

The  Scene  of  heav’nly  Guilt  with  hafte  fhe  tore. 
Nor  longer  the  Affront  with  Patience  bore  j 
A  boxen  Shuttle  in  her  Hand  fhe  took, 

And  more  than  once  Arachnes  Forehead  ft  ruck. 


Th’  unhappy  Maid,  impatient  of  the  Wrong,  . 
Down  from  a  Beam  her  injur’d  Perfon  hung ; 

When  Pallas,  pitying  her  wretched  State, 

At  once  prevented,  and  pronounc’d  her  Fate  f 
Live  5  but  depend,  vile  Wretch,  the  Goddefs  cry’d. 
Doom’d  in  Sufpence  for  ever  to  be  ty’d  > 

That  all  your  Race,  to  utmoft  Date  of  Time, 

May  feel  the  Vengeance,  and  deteft  the  Crime. 

Then,  going  off,  flic  fprinkled  her  with  Juice, 
Which  Leaves  of  baleful  Aconite  produce. 

Touch’d  with  the  pois’nous  Drug,  her  flowing  Flair 
Fell  to  the  Ground,  and  left  her  Temples  bare; 

Her  ufual  Features  vanifh’d  from  their  Place, 

Her  Body  lcffen’d  all,  but  mod:  her  Face. 

Her  (lender  Fingers,  hanging  on  each  Side 
With  many  Joynts,  the  ufe  of  Legs  fupply’d: 

A  Spider’s  Bag  the  reft,  from  which  flic  gives 
A  Thread,  and  ftill  by  conftant  Weaving  lives. 
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The  Story  of  Niobe. 

Swift  thro’  the  Phrygian  Towns  the  Rumour  flies. 
And  the  ftrange  News  each  female  Tongue  emplo> 
Niobe.  who  before  fhe  married  knew 


The  famous  Nymph 


found  the  Story 


Yet,  unreclaim’d  by  poor  A rachnes  Fate, 

Vainly  above  the  Gods  afium’d  a  State. 

Her  Husband’s  Fame,  their  Family’s  Defcent, 

Their  Pow’r,  and  rich  Dominion’s  wide  Extent, 
Might  well  have  jufliify’d  a  decent  Pride  ; 

But  not  on  thefe  alone  the  Dame  rely’d. 

Her  lovely  Progeny,  that  far  excell’d. 

The  Mother’s  Heart  with  vain  Ambition  fwell’d : 

The  happiefl:  Mother  not  unjuftly  ftyl’d. 

Had  no  conceited  Thoughts  hertow’ring  Fancy  fill’d. 
For  once  a  Prophetefs  with  Zeal  infpir’d. 

Their  flow  Neglect  to  warm  Devotion  fir’d ; 

Thro’  ev’ry  Street  of  Thebes  who  ran  polfefs’d. 

And  thus  in  Accents  wild  her  Charge  exprefs’d : 

Halle,  halle,  ye  Theban  Matrons,  and  adore. 


With  hallow’d  Rites 


mighty  Pow 


And 


the  heav’nly  Twins  that  from  her  fp 


With  Laurel  crown’d,  your  fmoaking  Incenfe  brin 
Strait  the  great  Summons  ev’ry  Dame  obey’d. 
And  due  Submifllon  to  the  Goddcfs  paid ; 
Graceful,  with  Laurel  Chaplets  drefs’d,  they  came 
And  offer’d  Incenfe  in  the  facred  Flame. 

Meanwhile,  furrounded  with  a  courtly  Guard, 
The  royal  Niobe  in  State  appear’d > 

Attir’d  in  Robes  embroider’d  o’er  with  Gold, 

And  mad  with  Rage,  yet  lovely  to  behold : 


* 
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Her  comely  Trelfes,  trembling  as  fhe  flood, 
Down  her  fine  Neck  with  eafy  Motion  flow’d  ; 
Then,  darting  round  a  proud  difdainful  Look, 
In  haughty  Tone  her  hally  Faffion  broke. 

And  thus  began  5  "VThat  Madnefs  this,  to  court 
A  Goddefs  founded  meerly  on  Report  > 

Dare  ye  a  poor  pretended  Pow’r  invoke. 

While  yet  no  Altars  to  my  Godhead  fmoke> 
Mine,  whole  immediate  Lineage  Hands  confefs’d 
From  Tantalus ,  the  only  mortal  Guefi: 

That  e’er  the  Gods  admitted  to  their  Feafl. 


A  Siller  of  the  Tlciads  gave  me  Birth  > 

And  Atlas,  mightiefl  Mountain  upon  Earth, 

Who  bears  the  Globe  of  all  the  Stars  above. 

My  Grandfire  vvasj  and  Atlas  fprung  from  Jove. 

The  Theban  Towns  my  Majefty  adore. 

And neighb’ring  Phrygia  trembles  at  my  Pow’r: 

Rais’d  by  my  Husband’s  Lute,  with  Turrets  crown’d. 
Our  lofty  City  Hands  fecur’d  around. 

Within  my  Court 
Unbounded  Treafures  to  my  Profpedt  rife  : 

With  thefe  my  Face  I  modeftly  may  name. 

As  not  unworthy  of  fo  high  a  Claim  ; 

Seven  are  my  Daughters,  of  a  Form  Divine, 

With  feven  fair  Sons,  an  indefedlive  Line. 

Go,  Fools !  confider  this  j  and  ask  the  Caufc 
From  which  my  Pride  its  ftrong  Prefumption  draws  5 
Confider  this  >  and  then  prefer  to  me 


,  where-e’er  I  turn  my  Eyes, 


Caus  the  Titans  vagrant  Progeny ; 


To  whom,  in  Travel, 


the  whole  fpacious  Earth 


No  Room  afforded  for  her  fpurious  Birth. 
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Not  the  leaf!  Part  in  Earth,  in  Heaven,  or  Seas, 

Would  grant  your  outlaw’d  Goddefs  any  Eafe  : 

Till  pitying  her’s,  from  his  own  wandring  Cafe, 

Delos,  the  floating  Ifland)  gave  a  Place. 

There  file  a  Mother  was,  of  two  at  moft; 

Only  the  feventh  Part  of  what  I  boaffc. 

My  Joys  all  are  beyond  Sufpicion  fix’d. 

With  no  Pollutions  of  Misfortune  mix  d; 

Safe  on  the  Bafis  of  my  Pow’r  I  Band, 

Above  the  Reach  of  Fortunes  fickle  Hand. 

Leiden  file  may  my  inexhaufted  Store, 

And  much  deftroy,  yet  ftill  muft  leave  me  more. 

Suppofe  it  poffible  that  fome  may  dye 
Of  this  my  num’rous  lovely  Progeny ; 

Still  with  Latona  I  might  fafely  vye. 

Who,  by  her  fcanty  Breed,  fcarce  fit  to  name. 

But  juft  efcapes  the  childlefs  Woman’s  Shame. 

Go  then,  with  Speed  your  laurel’d  Heads  uncrown. 

And  leave  the  filly  Farce  you  have  begun. 

The  tim’rous  Throng  their  facred  Rites  forbore. 

And  from  their  Heads  the  verdant  Laurel  tore; 


Their  haughty  Queen  they  with  Regret  obey’d. 
And  ftill  in  gentle  Murmurs  foftly  pray’d. 


With  Grief  the  Goddefs  faw  the  bale  Affront; 


And,  the  Abufe  revolving  in  her  Bread:, 

The  Mother  her  Twin-offspring  thus  addreft. 

Lo  I,  my  Children,  who  with  Comfort  knew 
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My  Godhead  queftion’d,  and  all  Rites  Divine, 

Unlefs  you  fuccour,  banifh’d  from  my  Shrine. 

JNIay  more,  the  Imp  of  Tantalus  has  flung 
Reflections  with  her  vile  paternal  Tongue ; 

Has  dar’d  prefer  her  mortal  Breed  to  mine. 

And  call’d  me  childlefs;  which,  juft  Fate,  may  file  repine 
When  to  urge  more  the  Goddefs  was  prepar’d, 

Vhcehus  in  hafte  replies.  Too  much  we’ve  heard. 

And  ev’ry  Moment’s  loft,  while  Vengeance  is  defer' d. 
Diana  fpoke  the  fame.  Then  both  enfhroud 
Their  heav’nly  Bodies  in  a  fable  Cloud; 

And  to  the  Theban  Tow’rs  defcending  light. 

Thro’  the  foft  yielding  Air  direct  their  Flight. 

Without  the  Wall  there  lies  a  champian  Ground 
With  even  Surface,  far  extending  round. 

Beaten  and  level’d,  while  it  daily  feels 

The  trampling  Horfe,  and  Chariot’s  grinding  Wheels. 

Part  of  proud  Niobe  s  young  rival  Breed, 

Practifing  there  to  ride  the  manag’d  Steed  5 
Their  Bridles  bofs’d  with  Gold,  were  mounted  high 
On  ftately  Furniture  of  Tyrian  Dye. 

Of  thefe,  Ifmcnos ,  who  by  Birth  had  been 
The  firfl  fair  Ifliie  of  the  fruitful  Queen, 

Juft  as  he  drew  the  Rein  to  guide  his  Horfe 
Around  the  Compafs  of  the  circling  Courfc, 

Sigh’d  deeply,  and  the  Pangs  of  Smart  exprefs’d. 

While  the  Shaft  ft  tick,  engor’d  within  his  Breaft  : 

And,  the  Reins  dropping  from  his  dying  Hand, 

He  funk  quite  down,  and  tumbled  on  the  Sand. 

Sipylus  next  the  rattling  Quiver  heard. 

And  with  full  Speed  for  his  Efcape  prepar’d  ; 
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As  when  the  Pilot  from  the  black’ning  Skies 
A  gath  ring  Storm  of  wintry  Rain  defcries. 

His  Sails  unfurl’d,  and  crowded  all  with  Wind, 

He  drives  to  leave  the  threat’ning  Cloud  behind : 

So  fled  the  Youth  5  but  an  unerring  Dart 

O’er  to  ok  him,  quick  difcharg’d,  and  fped  with  Art  5 

fix’d  in  his  Neck  behind,  ir  trembling  flood, 

/  1 

And  at  his  Throat  difplay’d  the  Point  behn ear’d  with  Blood. 
Prone,  as  his  Pofture  was,  he  tumbled,  o’er. 

And  bath’d  his  Courfer’s  Mane  with  {teaming  Gore. 

N e x t  at  young  Phadimus  they  took  their  Aim, 

And  Tantalus,  who  bore  his  Grandfire’s  Name; 

Thefc,  when  their  other  Exercife  was  done. 


To  try  the  Wreftlefs  oily  Sport  begun; 

And,  {training  cv’ry  Nerve,  their  Skill  exprefs’d 
In  clofefc  Grapple,  joyning  Breaft  to  Breaft? 

When  from  the  bending  Bow  an  Arrow  lent, 

Joyn’d  as  they  were,  thro’  both  their  Bodies  went: 

Both  groan’d,  and  writhing  both  their  Limbs  with  Pain, 
They  fell  together  bleeding  on  the  Plain; 

Then  both  their  languid  Eye-balls  faintly  roul. 

And  thus  together  breath  away  their  Soul. 

With  Grief  A Ipbenor  faw  their  doleful  Plight, 

And  finotc  his  Breaft,  and  ficken’d  at  the  Sight  5 
Then  to  their  Succour  ran  with  eager  hafle. 


fondly  griev’d,  their  ftifF’ning  Limbs  embrac’d: 


But  in  the  Adlion  falls  :  A  thrilling  Dart, 


By  Phccbus  guided,  pierc’d  him  to  the  Heart. 


This,  as  they  drew  it  forth,  his  Midriff  tore. 

It’s  barbed  Point  the  ilcfhy  Fragments  bore. 

And  let  the  Soulgufh  out  in  Streams  of  purple  Gore. 
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But  Damafietbon ,  by  a  double  Wound, 

Beardlefs,  and  young,  lay  gafping  on  the  Ground. 
Fix’d  in  his  (inewy  Ham,  the  Heely  Point 
Stuck  thro’  his  Knee,  and  pierc’d  the  nervous  Joint : 
And,  as  he  Hoop’d  to  tug  the  painful  Dart, 

Another  Hruclc  him  in  a  vital  Part; 

Shot  thro’  his  Wezon,  by  the  Wing  it  hung. 

The  Life-blood  forc’d  it  out,  and  darting  upward  fp 
llioneus ,  the  laid,  with  Terror  Hands, 

Lifting  in  Pray’r  his  unavailing  Hands  5 
And,  ignorant  from  whom  his  Griefs  arife, 

Spare  me,  O  all  ye  heav’nly  Pow’rs,  he  cries  .* 

Thosbus  was  touch’d  too  late,  the  founding  Bow 
Had  fent  the  Shaft,  and  Hruck  the  fatal  Blow  ; 
Which  yet  but  gently  gor’d  his  tender  Side, 

So  by  a  Hight,  and  eafy  Wound  he  dy’d. 

Swift  to  the  Mother’s  Ears  the  Rumour  came, 

And  doleful  Sighs  the  heavy  News  proclaim; 

With  Anger  and  Surprize  inflam’d  by  turns. 

In  furious  Rage  her  haughty  Stomach  burns : 

Firfl  file  difputes  th’  Efledfs  of  heav’nly  Pow’r, 
Then  at  their  daring  Boldnefs  wonders  more ; 

For  poor  Amphion  with  fore  Grief  diflrefl. 

Hoping  to  footh  his  Cares  by  endlefs  Refl, 

Had  fheath’d  a  Dagger  in  his  wretched  Brcafl. 

And  flic,  who  tofs’d  her  high  difdainful  Head, 

When  thro’  the  Streets  in  folemn  Pomp  Hie  led 
The  Throng  that  from  Latonas  Altar  fled, 

Afluming  State  beyond  the  proudefl  Queen  ? 

Was  now  the  mifcrablcfl  Qbjcdfc  feen. 

Proflrate  among  the  clay-cold  Dead  Hie  fell* 

And  kifs’d  an  undiHinguifli’d  lafl  Farcwcl. 
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Then,  her  pale  Arms  advancing  to  the  Skies 
Cruel  Latvna!  triumph  now  fhe  cries. 

My  grieving  Soul  in  bitter  Anguifh.  drench. 


And  with  my  W oes  your  thirfty  Paffion  quench  $ 
Feafl  your  black  Malice  at  a  Price  thus  dear. 

While  the  fore  Pangs  of  fev’n  fuch  Deaths  I  bear. 
Triumph,  too  cruel  Rival,  anddifplay 
Your  conqu  ring  Standard  s  for  you’ve  won  the  Day 
Yet  Ill  excel  5  for  yet,  tho’  fev’n  are  {lain, 

Superior  ftill  in  Number  I  remain. 


Scarce  had  fie  fpoke 


firing’s  twanging  Sound 


W as  heard,  and  dealt  frefh  Terrors  all  around  ; 
Which  all,  but  Niobe  alone,  confound. 

Stunn’d,  and  obdurate  by  her  Load  of  Grief, 

Infenfible  fhe  fits,  nor  hopes  Relief. 

Before  the  fun’ral  Biers,  all  weeping  fad. 

Her  Daughters  flood,  in  Veils  of  Sable  clad. 

When  one,  furpriz’d,  and  ftung  with  fudden  Smart, 

In  vain  attempts  to  draw  the  flicking  Dart: 

But  to  grim  Death  her  blooming  Youth  refigns. 

And  o’er  her  Brothers  Corpfe  her  dying  Head  reclines 
This,  to  affwage  her  Mother’s  Anguifh  tries. 

And,  filenccl  in  the  pious  A6tion,  dies ; 

Shot  by  a  feerct  Arrow,  wing’d  with  Death, 

Her  fault  ring  Lips  but  only  gafp’d  for  Breath. 

One,  on  her  dying  Sifter,  breathes  her  laft  ; 

Vainly  in  Flight  another’s  Hopes  are  plac’d: 

This  hiding,  from  her  Fate  a  Shelter  fecks  5 

That  trembling  Hands,  and  fills  the  Air  with  Shrieks. 
And  all  in  vain;  for  now  all  fix  had  found 
Their  Way  to  Death,  each  by  a  diffrent  Wound. 
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The  laft,  with  eager  Care  the  Mother  veil’d. 
Behind  her  fpreading  Mantle  clofe  conceal’d. 
And  with  her  Body  guarded,  as  a  Shield. 
Only  for  this,  this  youngeft,  I  implore. 

Grant  me  this  oneRequeft,  I  ask  no  mores 
O  grant  me  this!  fhe  paflionately  cries. 

But  wrhile  fhe  {peaks,  the  deftin’d  Virgin  dies. 

The  ’Transformation  of  Niobe. 


Widow’d,  and  Childlefs,  lamentable  State! 

A  doleful  Sight,  among  the  Dead  fhe  fate: 
Harden’d  with  Woes,  a  Statue  of  Defpair, 

To  cv’ry  Breath  of  Wind  unmov’d  her  Hair; 
Her  Cheek  ftill  red’ning,  but  its  Colour  dead. 
Faded  her  Eyes,  and  fet  within  her  Head. 

No  more  her  pliant  Tongue  its  Motion  keeps. 
But  Bands  congeal’d  within  her  frozen  Lips. 
Stagnate,  and  dull,  within  her  purple  Veins, 

Its  Current  hop’d,  the  lifelefs  Blood  remains. 
Her  Feet  their  ufual  Offices  refufe, 

Her  Arms,  and  Neck  their  graceful  Geftures  lofe: 
Adtion,  and  Life  from  ev’ry  Part  are  gone. 

And  ev’n  her  Entrails  turn  to  folid  Stone  > 


Yet  ftill  file  weeps,  and  whirl’d  by  ftonny  Winds, 
Born  thro’  the  Air,  her  native  Country  finds ; 
There  fix’d,  fhe  Hands  upon  a  bleaky  Hill, 


There  yet  her  marble  Cheeks  eternal  Tears  diftii. 


The  Peafants  of  L  y  c  i  a  transform'd  to  Frogs. 

Then  all,  reclaim’d  by  this  Example,  fliovv’d 
A  due  Regard  for  each  peculiar  God : 


■ 
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Both  Men,  and  Women  their  Devoirs  exprefs’d. 
And  great  Latond s  awful  Pow’r  confefs’d. , 

Then,  tracing  Inftarices  of  older  Time, 

To  fuit  the  Nature  of  the  prefent  Crime, 

Thus  one  begins  his  Tale.  —  Where  Lycia  yields 
A  golden  Harveft  from  its  fertile  Fields, 

Some  churlifh  Peafants,  in  the  Days  of  Yore, 
Provok’d  the  Goddels  to  exert  her  Pow’r. 

The  thing  indeed  the  Meannefs  of  the  Place 
Has  made  obfcure,  furprizing  as  it  was ; 

But  I  my  felf  once  happen’d  to  behold 
This  famous  Lake  of  which  the  Story’s  told. 

My  Father  then,  worn  out  by  Length  of  Days, 

Nor  able  to  fuftain  the  tedious  Ways, 

Me  with  a  Guide  had  fent  the  Plains  to  roam. 

And  drive  his  well-fed  ftragling  Heifers  home. 

Here,  as  we  faunter’d  thro’  the  verdant  Meads, 

We  fpy’d  a  Lake  o’er-grown  with  trembling  Reeds, 
Whofe  wavy  Tops  an  op’ning  Scene  difclofe. 

From  which  an  antique  fmoaky  Altar  rofe. 

I,  as  my  fuperftitious  Guide  had  done, 

Stop’d  Ihort,  and  blefs’d  my  felf,  and  then  went  on? 
Yet  I  enquir’d  to  whom  the  Altar  hood. 

Faun  us,  the  Naiads,  or  fome  native  God  ? 

No  Silvan  Deity,  my  Friend  replies, 

Enfhrin’d  within  this  hallow’d  Altar  lies  : 


For  this,  O  Youth,  to  that  fam’d  Goddefs  hands. 
Whom,  at  th’ imperial  funds  rough  Commands, 
Of  ev’ry  Quarter  of  the  Earth  bereav’d, 

Delos ,  the  floating  Me,  at  length  receiv’d. 

Who  there,  in  fpitc  of  Enemies,  brought  forth. 
Beneath  an  Olive’s  Shade,  her  great  Twin-  birth. 
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Hence  too  fhe  fled  the  furious  Stepdame’s  Powr, 
And  in  her  Arms  a  double  Godhead  bore  3 
And  now  the  Borders  of  fair  Lycia  gain’d. 

Juft  when  the  Summer  Solftice  parch’d  the  Land. 
"With  Thirft  the  Goddefs  languifhing,  no  more 
Her  empty’d  Breaft  would  yield  its  milky  Store  5 
When,  from  below,  the  fmiling  Valley  fhowd 
A  filver  Lake  that  in  its  Bottom  flow’d  : 

A  fort  of  Clowns  were  reaping,  near  the  Bank, 

The  bending  Ofler,  and  the  Bullrufh  dank; 

The  CrefTe,  and  Water-lilly,  fragrant  Weed, 

Whofe  juicy  Stalk  the  liquid  Fountains  feed. 

The  Goddefs  came,  and  kneeling  on  the  Brink, 
Stoop’d  at  the  frefh  Repaid,  prepar’d  to  drink. 

Then  thus,  being  hinder’d  by  the  Rabble  Race, 

In  Accents  mild  expoftulates  the  Cafe. 

W ater  I  only  ask,  and  fure  ’tis  hard 
From  Natures  common  Rights  to  be  debar  d: 

This,  as  the  genial  Sun,  and  vital  Air, 

Should  flow  alike  to  ev’ry  Creature’s  Share. 

Yet  ftill  I  ask,  and  as  a  Favour  crave. 

That,  which  a  publick  Bounty,  Nature  gave. 

Nor  do  I  feek  my  weary  Limbs  to  drench ; 

Only,  with  one  cool  Draught,  my  Third  I’d  quench. 
Now  from  my  Throat  the  ufual  Moifture  dries, 

And  cv’11  my  Voice  in  broken  Accents  dies: 

One  Draught  as  dear  as  Life  I  fhould  efteem, 

And  Water,  now  I  thirft,  would  Nccftar  feem. 

Oh !  let  my  little  Babes  your  Pity  move. 

And  melt  your  Hearts  to  charitable  Love ; 

They  (as  by  chance  they  did)  extend  to  you 
Thcirlittlc  Hands,  and  my  Rcqucft  purfue. 
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Whom  would  thefe  foft  Perfwafions  not  fubdue, 

Tho’  the  moft  ruftick  and  unmanner’d  Crew  > 

Yet  they  the  Goddefs’s  Requed  refufe. 

And  with  rude  Words  reproachfully  abufe : 

Nay  more,  with  fpiteful  Feet  the  Villains  trod  ) 

O  ’er  the  foft  Bottom  of  the  marfhy  Flood,  \ 

And  blacken’d  all  the  Lake  with  Clouds  of  riling  Mud.  j 
Her  Third  by  Indignation  was  fupprefs’d; 

Bent  on  Revenge,  the  Goddefs  dood  confefs’d. 

Her  fuppliant  Hands  uplifting  to  the  Skies, 

Fora  Redrefs,  to  Heav’n  fhe  now  applies. 

And,  May  you  live,  Ihe  padionately  cry’d, 

Doom’d  in  that  Pool  for  ever  to  abide. 

The  Goddefs  has  her  Wifll;  for  now  they  chufe 
To  plunge  and  dive  among  the  watry  Ooze; 

Sometimes  they  fhew  their  Head  above  the  Brim, 

And  on  the  glalfy  Surface  fpread  to  fwim ; 

Often  upon  the  Bank  their  Station  take. 

Then  fpring,  and  leap  into  the  cooly  Lake. 

Still,  void  of  Shame,  they  lead  a  clam’rous  Life, 

And,  croaking,  dill  fcold  on  in  endlefs  Strife ; 

Compell’d  to  live  beneath  the  liquid  Stream, 

Where  dill  they  quarrel,  and  attempt  to  skream. 

Now,  from  their  bloated  Throat,  their  Voice  puts  on 
Impcrfcdt  Murmurs  in  a  hoarier  Tone; 

Their  noify  Jaws,  with  Bawling  now  grown  wide. 

An  ugly  Sight !  extend  on  either  Side : 

Their  motly  Back,  dreak’d  with  a  Lid  of  Green, 

Joyn’d  to  their  Head,  without  a  Neck  is  feen  ; 

And,  with  a  Belly  broad  and  white,  they  look 
Meer  Frogs,  and  dill  frequent  the  muddy  Brook. 
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The  Fate  of  Marsyas. 

Scarce  had  the  Man  this  famous  Story  told. 

Of  Vengeance  on  the  Lycims  Chown  of  old. 

When  ftrait  Another  pi&ures  to  their  View 

% 

The  Satyrs  Fate,  whom  angry  Thcebus  flew; 

Who,  rais’d  with' high  Conceit,  and  puff’d  with  Pride, 
At  his  own  Pipe,  the  skilful  God  defy’d. 

Why  do  you  tear  me  from  my  felf,  he  cries  > 

Ah  cruel !  muft  my  Skin  be  made  the  Prize  > 

This  for  a  iilly  Pipe?  he  roaring  Paid, 

Mean  while  the  Skin  from' off  his  Limbs  was  flay’d. 

All  bare,  and  raw,  one  large;  continu’d  Wound, 

With  Streams  of  Blood  his  Body  bath’d  the  Ground. 

The  blueifh  Veins  their  trembling  Pulfe  difclos’d? 

The  ftringy  Nerves  lay  naked,  and  expos’d;  : 

His  Guts  appear’d,  diftindtly  each  exprefs’d. 

With  ev’ry  Ihining  Fibre  of  his  Breaft. 

The  Fauns ,  and  Sihans ,  with  the  Nymphs  that  rove 
Among  the  Satyrs  in  the  fhady  Grove ; 

Olympus ,  known  of  old,  and  ev’ry  Swain 

That  fed,  or  Flock,  or  Herd  upon  the  Plain, 

Bewail’d  the  Lofs;  and  with  their  Tears  that  flow’d, 

A  kindly  Moillure  on  the  Earth  bellow’d  ; 

That  foon,  conjoyn’d,  and  in  a  Body  rang’d, 

Sprung  from  the  Ground,  to  limpid  Water  chang’d; 
Which,  down  thro’ : 'Phrygia's  Rocks,  a  mighty  Stream, 
Comes  tumbling  to  the  Sea,  and  Marfa  is  its  Name. 


The  Story  of  Pelops, 

From  thefe  Relations  ftrait  the  People  tu 
To  prefent  Truths,  and  loft  Nmphion  mourn 
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The  Mother  moft  was  blam'd,  yet  feme  relate 
That  Pelops  pityd,  and  bewail’d  her  Bate, 

And  ftript  his  Cloaths,  and  laid  his  Shoulder  bare. 
And  made  the  Iv’ry  Miracle  appear. 

This  Shoulder,  from  the  firft,  was  form’d  of  Flefh, 

As  lively  as  the  other,  and  as  frefh; 

But,  when  the  Youth  was  by  his  Father  flain. 

The  Gods  reftor’d  his  mangled  Limbs  again? 

Only  that  Place  which  joins  the  Neck,  and  Arm, 

The  reft  untouch’d,  was  found  to  fuller  Harm: 

The  Lofs  of  which  an  Iv’ry  Piece  fuftain’d; 

And  thus  the  Youth  his  Limbs,  and  Life  regain'd. 

The  Story  of  Tereus,  Procne,  ^Philomela. 

To  Thebes  the  neighb’ring  Princes  all  repair. 

And  with  Condolance  the  Misfortune  fhare. 

Each  bord’ring  State  in  folemn  Form  addrefs’d. 

And  each  betimes  a  friendly  Grief  exprefs’d. 

Argos ,  with  Sparta  s,  and  MycenTs  Towns, 

An dCalydon,  yet  free  from  fierce  ‘Diana's  Frowns. 

Corinth  for  fineft  Brafs  well  fam’d  of  old, 

Orchomenos  for  Men  of  Courage  bold  : 

Cleonce  lying  in  the  lowly  Dale, 

And  rich  MeJJem  with  its  fertile  V ale : 

Tylos ,  for  Ncjiors  City  after  fam’d. 

And  Traezjen,  not  as  yet  from  Tit theus  nam’d. 

And 'thole  fair  Cities,  which  arc  hem’d  around 
By  double  Seas  within  the  Ijlhmian  Ground ; 

And  thofc,  which  farther  from  the  Sca-coaft  ftand. 
Lodg’d  in  the  Bofom  of  the  fpacious  Land. 

Who  can  believe  it  s'  Athens  was  the  laft: 

Tho’  for  Politcnefs  fam’d  for  Ages  paft. 
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For  a  ftrait  Siege,  which  then  their  Walls  enclos’d. 
Such  Adis  of  kind  Humanity  oppos’d : 

And  thick  with  Ships,  from  foreign  Nations  bound 
Sea-ward  their  City  lay  invefted  round. 

Thefe,  with  auxiliar  Forces  led  from  far, 

Tereus  of  Thrace ,  brave,  and  inur’d  to  War, 

Had  quite  defeated,  and  obtain’d  a  Name, 

The  Warriors  Due,  among  the  Sons  of  Fame. 
This,  with  his  Wealth,  and  Pow’r,  and  ancient  Li 
From  Mars  deriv’d,  Pandions  Thoughts  incline 
His  Daughter  Proem  with  the  Prince  to  joyn. 

Nor  Hymen ,  nor  the  Graces  here  prelide. 

Nor  Juno  to  befriend  the  blooming  Bride  j 
But  Fiends  with  fun’ral  Brands  the  Procefs  led. 

And  Furies  waited  at  the  Genial  Bed : 


Line 


And  all  Night  long  the  fcrieching  Owl  aloof. 
With  baleful  Notes,  fate  brooding  o’er  the  Roof 
With  fiich  ill  Omens  was  the  Match  begun, 

That  made  them  Parents  of  a  hopeful  Son. 

Now  Thrace  congratulates  their  feeming  Joy, 

And  they,  in  thankful  Rites,  their  Minds  employ. 
If  the  fair  Queen’s  Efpoufils  pleas’d  before, 

Itys3  the  new-born  Prince,  now  pieafes  more  ; 

And  each  bright  Day,  the  Birth,  and  Bridal  Feair, 
Were  kept  with  hallow’d  Pomp  above  the  reft. 

So  far  true  Happinefs  may  lye  conceal’d. 

When,  by  falfc  Lights,  we  fancy  ’tis  reveal’d! 

Now,  fince  their  Nuptials,  had  the  golden  Sun 
Five  Courfcs  round  his  ample  Zodiac  run ; 

W  hen  gentle  Proem  thus  her  Lord  addrefs  d. 

And  fpokc  the  fccrct  Willies  of  her  Breaft: 
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If  I,  file  faid,  have  ever  Favour  found* 

Let  my  Petition  with  Succefs  be  crown’d: 

Let  me  at  Athens  my  dear  Siftet  fee* 

Or  let  her  come  to  Thrace ,  and  Vifit  trie. 

And*  left  my  Father  fhould  her  Abfence  mourn* 
Promife  that  Ihe  ftlall  make  a  quick  Return. 

With  Thanks  I’d  own  the  Obligation  due 
Only,  O  Tereus ,  to  the  Gods*  and  you. 

4 

Now,  ply’d  with  Oar,  and  Sail  at  his  Command 
The  nimble  Gallies  reach’d  thl  Athenian  Land* 

And  anchor’d  in  the  fam’d  Pirxan  Bay, 

WTile  Tereus  to  the  Palace  takes  his  Way  ; 

The  King  falutes*  and  Ceremonies  pafts 
Begins  the  fatal  Embafty  at  laft ; 

The  Occalion  of  his  Voyage  he  declares* 

And*  with  his  own,  his  Wife’s  Requeft  prefers ; 
Asks  Leave  that*  only  for  a  little  Space* 

Their  lovely  Sifter  might  embark  for  Thrace. 

Thus,  while  he  fpoke*  appear’d  the  royal  Maid 
Bright  Philomela ,  fplendidly  array’d  5 
But  moft  attractive  in  her  charming  Face, 

And  comely  Perfon,  turn’d  with  ev’ry  Grace  : 
Like  thofe  fair  Nymphs *  that  arc  defcrib’d  to  rove 
Acrofs  the  Glades,  and  Op’nings  of  the  Grove ; 
Only  that  thefe  are  drefs’d  for  Silvan  Sports, 

And  lefs  become  the  Finery  of  Courts. 

Tereus  beheld  the  Virgin,  and  admir’d. 

And  with  the  Coals  of  burning  Luft  was  fir’d : 
Like  crackling  Stubble,  or  the  Summer  Hay, 
When  forked  Lightnings  o’er  the  Meadows  play. 
Such  Charms  in  any  Bread:  might  kindle  Love, 
But  him  the  Heats  of  inbred  Lcwdncfs  move  5 


To 


To  which,  tho5  J brace  is  naturally  prone. 

Yet  his  isftill  fuperior,  and  his  own. 

Strait  her  Attendants  he  defigns  to  buy, 

9 

And  with  large  Bribes  her  Governefs  would  try : 
Herfelf  with  ample  Gifts  refolves  to  bend. 

And  his  whole  Kingdom  in  th'  Attempt  expend: 
Or,  fnatch’d  away  by  Force  of  Arms*  to  bear. 
And  juftify  the  Rape  with  open  War. 

The  boundlefs  Paffion  boils  within  his  Bread:, 

And  his  proje6fcing  Soul  admits  no  Reft. 

And  now,  impatient  of  the  leaft  Delay, 

By  pleading  Procn'es  Caufe,  he  fpeeds  his  Way: 
The  Eloquence  of  Love  his  Tongue  infpires, 
And,  in  his  W ife's,  he  fpeaks  his  own  Deftres ; 
Hence  all  his  Importunities  arife. 

And  Tears  unmanly  trickle  from  his  Eyes. 

Ye  Gods!  what  thick  involving  Darknefs  blinds 
The  ftupid  Faculties  of  mortal  Minds! 

Tereus  the  Credit  of  Good-nature  gains 

From  thefe  his  Crimes;  fo  well  the  Villain  feigns. 

And,  unfufpe&ing  of  his  bafe  Defgns, 

In  the  Requeft  fair  Philomela  joyns ; 

Her  fhowy  Arms  her  aged  Sire  embrace, 

And  clafp  his  Neck  with  an  endearing  Grace  : 
Only  to  fee  her  Sifter  fhe  entreats, 

A  fecming  Bleffing,  which  a  Curfe  compleats. 
Terms  furveys  her  with  a  lufcious  Eye, 

And  in  his  Mind  foreftalls  the  blifsful  Joyt 
Her  circling  Arms  a  Scene  of  Luft  infpire. 

And  ev’ry  Kifs  foments  the  raging  Fire. 

Fondly  he  wifhes  for  the  Father’s  Place, 

T o  feel,  and  to  return  the  warm  Embrace; 
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Since  not  the  neareft  Ties  of  filial  Blood, 

_ _  . 

Would  damp  his  Flame,  and  force  him  to  be  good. 

* 

At  length,  for  both  their  fakes,  the  King  agrees rp 

4 

And  Philomela,  on  her  bended  Knees,  r’',[  ■ 

Thanks  him  for  what  her  Fancy  calls  Succefs, 

When  cruel  Fate  intends  her  nothing  lefs.  7 

*  i 

Now  Phoebus,  hailing  to  ambrofial  Kell, 

His  fiery  Steeds  drove  Hoping  down  the  Well: 

% 

The  fculptur’d  Gold  with  fparkling  Wines  was  fill'd. 
And,  with  rich  Meats,  each  chearful  Table  fmifd. 
Plenty,  and  Mirth  the  royal  Banquet  clofe. 

Then  all  retire  to  Sleep,  and  fweet  Repofe. 

But  the  lewd  Monarch,  tho*  withdrawn  apart, 

* 

Still  feels  Love’s  Poifon  rankling  in  his  Heart  : 

Her  Face  Divine  is  ftamp’d  within  his  Breaft, 

Fancy  imagines,  and  improves  the  reft; 

And  thus,  kept  waking  by  intenfe  Defire, 

He  nourifhes  his  own  prevailing  Fire. 

Next  Day  the  good  old  King  for  Terms  fends. 

And  to  his  Charge  the  Virgin  recommends; 

His  Hand  with  Tears  th*  indulgent  Father  prefs’d. 
Then  fpolte,  and  thus  with  Tendernefs  addrefs’d. 

Since  the  kind  Inftances  of  pious  Love, 

Do  all  Pretence  of  Obftacle  remove  > 

Since  Trocnes,  and  her  own,  with  your  Requeft, 
Q'er-rule  the  Fears  of  a  Paternal  Breaft  > 

With  you,  dear  Son,  my  Daughter  I  entruft, 

t  9 

And  by  the  Gods  adjure  you  to  be  juft  $ 

By  Truth,  and  ev’ry  confanguineal  Tye, 

To  watch,  and  guard  her  with  a  Father’s  Eye. 

And,  fince  the  leaft  Delay  will  tedious  prove. 

In  keeping  from  my  Sight  the  Child  I  love. 
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With  Speed  return  her,  kindly  to  aflwage 
The  tedious  Troubles  of  my  lingring  Age. 

And  you,  my  Philomel,  let  it  fuffice, 

T o  know  y our  Sifter’s  banifh’d  from  my  Eyes  $ 

If  any  Senfe  of  Duty  fways  your  Mind, 

Let  me  from  you  the  Ihorteft  Abfence  find. 

He  wept ;  then  kifs’d  his  Child ;  and  while  he  (peaks 
The  Tears  fall  gently  down  his  aged  Cheeks. 

Next,  as  a  Pledge  of  Fealty,  he  demands. 

And,  with  a  folemn  Charge,  conjoyns  their  Hands ; 
Then  to  his  Daughter,  and  his  Grandfon  fends. 

And  by  their  Mouth  a  Blefllng  recommends ; 

While,  in  a  Voice  with  dire  Forebodings  broke, 

0 

Sobbing,  and  faint,  the  laft  Farewel  was  {poke. 

Now  Philomela ,  fcarce  receiv’d  on  Board, 

And  in  the  royal  gilded  Bark  fecur’d. 

Beheld  the  Dafhes  of  the  bending  Oar, 

The  raffled  Sea,  and  the  receding  Shore  5 
When  ftrait  (his  Joy  impatient  of  Difguifel 
W e’ve  gain’d  our  Point,  the  rough  Barbarian  cries ; 
Now  I  poflefs  the  dear,  the  blifsful  Hour, 

And  ev’ry  Wifh  fubjedted  to  my  Pow’r. 

Tranfports  of  Luft  his  vicious  Thoughts  employ. 
And  he  forbears,  with  Pain,  th’  expected  Joy. 

ft 

His  gloting  Eyes  inceflantly  Purvey’d 
The  Virgin  Beauties  of  the  lovely  Maid : 

As  when  the  bold  rapacious  Bird  of  Jfove, 

With  crooked  Talons  (looping  from  above, 

Has  fnatcht,  and  carry ’d  to  his  lofty  Neft 
A  Captive  Hare,  with  cruel  Gripes  opprefH 
Secure,  with  fix’d,  and  unrelenting  Eyes, 

He  fits,  and  views  the  hclplefs,  trembling  Prize. 
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Their  Veffels  now  had  made  th’  intended  Land, 

And  all  with  Joy  defcend  upon  the  Strand  j- 
When  the  falfe  Tyrant  feiz’d  the  Princely  Maid, 

And  to  a  Lodge  in  diftant  Woods  convey’d; 

Pale,  linking,  and  diftrefs’d  with  jealous  Fears, 

And  asking  for  her  Siller  all  in  Tears.  r 

The  Letcher,  for  Enjoyment  fully  bent. 

No  longer  now  conceal’d  his  bale  Intent  5 
But  with  rude  Halle  the  bloomy  Girl  deflowr’d. 

Tender,  defericclefs,  and  with  Eafe  o’erpowr’d. 

* 

Her  piercing  Accents  to  her  Sire  complain. 

And  to  her  abfenfc  Siller,  but  in  vain : 

In  vain  llie  importunes,  with  doleful  Cries, 

Each  unattentive  Godhead  of  the  Skies. 

She  pants,  and  trembles,  like  the  bleating  Prey, 
Fromfome  clofe-hunted  Wolf  -juft  fnatch’d  away; 

That  Hill,  with  fearful  Horror,  looks  around. 

And  on  its  Flank  regards  the  bleeding  Wound. 

Or,  as  the  tim’rous  Dove,  the  Danger  o’er. 

Beholds  her  Ihining  Plumes  belmear’d  with  Gore, 

And,  tno’  deliver’d  from  the  Faulcon’s  Claw, 

Yet  fhivers,  and  retains  a  fecret  Awe. 

But  when  her  Mind  a  calm  Reflexion  lhar’d. 

And  all  her  fcatter’d  Spirits  were  repair’d  : 

Torn,  and  dilbrder’d  while  her  TrelTes  hung. 

Her  livid  Hands,  like  one  that  mourn’d,  file  wrung; 

Then  thus,  with  Grief  o’erwhelm’d  her  languid  Eyes, 
Savage,  inhumane,  cruel  Wretch  !  file  cries > 

Whom  nor  a  Parent’s  llridt  Commands  could  move, 

Tho'  charg’d,  and  utter’d  with  the  Tears  of  Love; 

Nor  Virgin  Innocence,  nor  all  that’s  due 
To  the  ftrong  Contract  of  the  Nuptial  Vow: 


V  irtue 


Book  VI.  O  V I  D’ s  Metamorphoses.  201 

Virtue,  by  this,  in  wild  Confufion’s  laid. 

And  I  compell’d  to  wrong  my  Sifter’s  Bed > 

Whilft  you,  regardlefs  of  your  Marriage  Oath, 

With  Stains  of  Iiiceft  have  defil’d  us  Both. 

% 

Tho’  I  deferv’d  fome  Pimifhment  to  find,- 
This  was,  ye  Gods,  too  cruel,  and  unkind. 

Yet,  Villain,  to  compleat  your  horrid  Guilt, 

Stab  here,  and  let  my  tainted  Blood  be  fpilt. 

Oh  happy !  had  it  come,  before  I  knew 

•  • 

The  curs’d  Embrace  of  vile  perfidious  you; 

;  _ _ 

Then  my  pale  Ghoft,  pure  from  inceftuous  Love, 

Had  wander’d  fpotlefs  thro’  th’  Ely ftan  Grove. 

But,  if  the  Gods  above  have  Pow’r  to  know. 

And  judge  thofe  Adtions  that  are  done  below ; 

Unlefs  the  dreaded  Thunders  of  the  Sky, 

Like  me,  fubdu’d,  and  violated  lye  5  : 

Still  my  Revenge  fhall  take  its  proper  Time, 

And  fixit  the  Bafenefs  of  your  hellifh  Crime. 

My  felf,  abandon’d,  and  devoid  of  Shame, 

Thro’  the  wide  World  your  Adtions  will  proclaim  3 
Or  tho’  I’m  prifon’d  in  this  lonely  Den, 

Obfcur’d,  and  bury’d  from  the  Sight  of  Men, 

My  mournful  Voice  the  pitying  Rocks  fhall  move. 

And  my  Complainings  eccho  thro’  the  Grove. 

Hear  me,  O  Heav’n !  and,  if  a  God  be  there, 

Let  him  regard  me,  and  accept  my  Pray’r. 

Struck  with  thefe  Words,  the  Tyrant’s  guilty  Breaft 
With  Fear,  and  Anger,  was,  by  turns,  pofteft; 

Now,  with  Remorfe  his  Confcience  deeply  flung. 

He  drew  the  Faulchion  that  befide  him  hung. 

And  firft  her  tender  Arms  behind  her  bound. 

Then  drag’d  her 
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The  Princefs  willingly  her  Throat  reclin'd* 

And  view’d  the  Steel  with  a  contented  Mind  j 

But  foon  her  Tongue  the  girding  Pinchers  {train* 

► 

WithAnguifli,  {bon  fhe  feels  the  piercing  Pain  : 

Oh  Father!  Father!  {he  would  fain  have  {poke* 

But  the  fharp  Torture  her  Intention  broke  >• 

In  vain  fhe  tries,  for  now  the  Blade  has  cut  , 

Her  Tongue  fheer  off*  clofe  to  the  trembling  Root. 
The  mangled  Part  {till  quiver’d  on  the  Ground* 
Murmuring  with  a  faint  imperfe6t  Sound :  •  ; 

And*  as  a  Serpent  writhes  his  wounded  Train* 

Unealy,  panting,  and  poffefs’d  with  Pain; 

The  Piece*  while  Life  remain’d*  {till  trembled  fail* 
And  to  its  Miftrefs  pointed  to  the  laft. 

Yet,  after  this  fo  damn’d,  and  black  a  Deed* 

Fame  (which  I  fcarce  can  credit)  has  agreed. 

That  on  her  rifled  Charms*  {till  void  of  Shame* 

He  frequently  indulg’d  his  luftful  Flame. 

At  lafl:  he  ventures  to  his  Procne s  Sight, 

Loaded  with  Guilt,  and  cloy’d  with  long  Delight ; 
There,  with  feign’d  Grief*  and  falfe,  diflembled  Sighs, 
Begins  a  formal  Narrative  of  Lies ; 

Her  Sifter’s  Death  he  artfully  declares* 

Then  weeps,  and  raifes  Credit  from  his  Tears. 

Her  Vcfl,  with  Flow’rs  of  Gold  embroider’d  o’er. 
With  Grief  diflrefs’d*  the  mournful  Matron  tore, 

And  a  befeeming  Suit  of  gloomy  Sable  wore. 

With  Coft,  an  honorary  Tomb  fhe  rais’d. 

And  thus  th*  imaginary  Ghofl:  appeas’d. 

Deluded  Queen!  the  Fate  of  her  you  love. 

Nor  Grief*  nor  Pity,  but  Revenge  fhould  move. 
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Thro’  the  twelve  Signs  had  pa  (s’ d  the  circling  Sun, 
And  round  the  Cbmpafs  bf  the  Zodiac  run?  : 

What  muft  unhappy  Philomela  do,  ,, 

For  ever  fubjeCI  to  her  Keepers' Vifew? 

Huge  W alls  of  fnaffy;  Stone  the  Lodge  furround. 

From  her  0m1  Mouth  no  way  offpeaking’s  found. 

But  all  our  /Wants  by  Wit  may  be  fupply’d. 

And  Art  makes  up,  what  Fortune  has  deny’d : 

With  Skill  exaCt  &  Phrygian  W eb  {he  ftrung, 

Fix’d  to  a  Loom  that  in  her  Chamber  hung, 

Where  in- wrought  Letters;'  upon  White  difplay’d. 

In  purple  Notesy  her  wretched  Gafe  betray’d: 

The  Piece,  when  finifh’d,  fecretly  fhe  gave 
Into  the  Charge  of  one  poor  menial  Slave  j 
And  then,  with  Gehures,  made  him  underhand. 

It  mult  be  fa fe  convey’d  to  Procne’s  Hand. 

The  Slave,  with  Speed,  the  Queen’s  Apartment  fought. 
And  render’d  up  his  Charge,  unknowing  what  he  brought 
But  when  the  Cyphers,  figur’d  in  each  Fold, 

Tier  Sifter’s  melancholy  Story  told,  •  . 


(Strange  that  file  could  I ) 


ith  Silence,  file  fiirvey’d 


The  tragick  Piece,  and  without  weeping  read : 

In  fiich  tumultuous  Hafte  her  Paflions  fprung, 

They  choak’d  her  Voice,  and  quite  difarm’ d  herTongu 
No  Loom  for  female  Tears?  the  Furies  rife. 

Darting  vindictive  Glances  from  her  Eyes  j 

And,  flung  with  Rage,  file  bounds  from  Place  to  Place, 

While  ftern  Revenge  fits  low’ring  in  her  Face. 

Now  the  triennial  Celebration  came, 

Obferv’d  to  Bacchus  by  each  Thracian  Dame; 

When,  in  the  Privacies  of  Night  retir’d. 

They  aCt  his  Rites,  with  facred  Rapture  fir’d: 
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By  Night,  the  twinkling  Cymbals  ring  around. 
While  the  fhrill  Notes  from  Rhodope  refound; 

By  Night,  the  Queen,  difguis’d,  forfakes  the  Court, 
To  mingle  in  the  Feftival  Refort. 

Leafs  of  the  curling  Vine  her  Temples  fhade. 

And ,  with  a  circling  Wreath,  adorn  her  Head : 
Adown  her  Back  the  Stag’s  rough  Spoils  appear. 
Light  on  heir  Shoulder  leans  a  Cornel  Spear. 

Thus,  in  the  Fury  of  .  the  God  conceal’d, 

Trocne  her  own  mad  headftrong  PafTion  veil’d ; 

Now,  with  her  Gang,  to  the  thick  Wood  fhe  flies. 
And  with  religious  Yellings  fills  the  Skies  j 
The  fatal  Lodge,  as ’twere  by  chance,  fhe  feeks. 
And,  thro’  the  bolted  Doors,  an  Entrance  breaks  5 
From  thence,  her  Sifter  {hatching  by  the  Hand, 
Mask’d  like  the  ranting  Bacchanalian  Band, 

Within  the  Limits  of  the  Court  fhe  drew. 

Shading,  with  Ivy  green,  her  outward  Hue. 

But  ‘Philomela ,  confcious  of  the  Place, 

Felt  new  reviving  Pangs  of  her  Dilgrace  5 
A  fhiv’ring  Cold  prevail’d  in  ev’ry  Part, 


And  the  chill’d  Blood  ran  trembling  to  her  Heart. 

Soon  as  the  Queen  a  fit  .Retirement  found, 
Stript  of  the  Garlands  that  her  Temples  crown’d. 
She  ftrait  unveil’d  her  bluflling  Sifter’s  Face, 


And  fondly  clafp’d  her  with  a  clofe  Embrace  : 


But,  in  Confufion  loft,  th’ unhappy  Maid, 

With  Shame  dejedted,  hung  her  drooping  Head, 
As  guilty  of  a  Crime  that  ftain’d  her  Sifter’s  Bed. 
That  Speech,  that  fhould  her  injur’d  Virtue  clear. 
And  make  her  fpotlefs  Innocence  appear. 
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Is  now  no  more;  only  her  Hands,  and  Eyes 
Appeal,  in  Signals,  to  the  confcious  Skies. 

In  'Proem's  Breaft  the  riling  Paflions  boil, 

And  burlt  in  Anger  with  a  mad  Recoil  ; 

Her  Sifter’s  ill-tim’d  Grief,  with  Scorn,  file  blames. 
Then,  in  thele  furious  Words  her  Rage  proclaims. 

Tears,  unavailing,  but  defer  our  Time* 

The  ftabbing  Sword  muft  expiate  the  Crime  j 
Or  worfe,  if  Wit,  on  bloody  Vengeance  bent, 

A  W eapon  more  tormenting  can  invent. 

O  Sifter !  I’ve  prepar’d  my  ftubborn  Heart, 

To  adt  fome  hellifh,  and  unheard-of  Part; 

Either  the  Palace  to  liirround  with  Fire, 

And  fee  the  Villain  in  the  Flames  expire; 

Or,  with  a  Knife,  dig  out  his  curfed  Eyes, 

Or,  his  falfe  Tongue  with  racking  Engines  feize; 

Or,  cut  away  the  Part  that  injur’d  you, 

And,  thro’  a  thoufand  Wounds,  his  guilty  Soul  purfue. 
Tortures  enough  my  Pa/lion  has  defign’d. 

But  the  Variety  diftradts  my  Mind. 

Awhile,  thus  wav’ring,  ftood  the  furious  Dame, 
When  Itys  fondling  to  his  Mother  came  j 
From  him  the  cruel  fatal  Hint  fhe  took. 

She  view’d  him  with  a  ftern  remorfelefs  Look? 

Ah !  but  too  like  thy  wicked  Sire,  Ole  faid. 

Forming  the  direful  Purpofe  in  her  Head. 

At  this  a  fullcn  Grief  her  Voice  fuppreft. 

While  filcnt  Pafllons  ftruggle  in  her  Breaft. 

Now,  at  her  Lap  arriv'd,  the  flatt’ring  Boy 
Salutes  his  Parent  with  a  fmiling  Joy: 

About  her  Neck  his  little  Arms  are  thrown, 

And  he  accofts  her  in  a  pratling  Tone. 

G  g  g 


206 


O  V  1  D’ s  Metamorphoses.  Book  VI. 


Then  her  tempeftuous  Anger  was  allay’d. 

And  in  its  full  Career  her  Vengeance  flay’d ; 

While  tender  Thoughts,  in  fpite  of  Paflfion,  rife. 
And  melting  Tears  difarm  her  threat’ning  Eyes. 

But  when  fhe  found  the  Mothers  eafy  Heart, 

Too  fondly  fwerving  from  th’ intended  Part; 

Her  injur’d  Sifter’s  Face  again  fhe  view’d : 

And,  as  by  turns  furveying  Both  fhe  flood. 

While  this  fond  Boy  (fhe  faidj  can  thus  exprefs 
The  moving  Accents  of  his  fond  Addrefs; 

Why  ftands  my  Sifter  of  her  Tongue  bereft. 
Forlorn,  and  fad,  in  fpeechlefs  Silence  left? 

O  Procne ,  fee  the  Fortune  of  your  Houfe! 

Such  is  your  Fate,  when  match’d  to  fuch  a  Spoufe ! 
Conjugal  Duty,  if  obferv’d  to  him. 

Would  change  from  Virtue,  and  become  a  Crime  $ 
For  all  Refpedt  to  Terms  muft  debate 
The  noble  Blood  of  Great  Pandions  Race. 

Strait  at  thefe  Words,  with  big  Refentment  fill’d. 
Furious  her  Look,  fhe  flew,  and  feiz’d  her  Child  5 
Like  a  fell  Tigrefs  of  the  favage  Kind, 

That  drags  the  tender  Suckling  of  the  Hind 
T  hro’  India's  gloomy  Groves,  where  Ganges  laves 
The  fhady  Scene,  and  rouls  his  ftrcamy  Waves. 

Now  to  a  clofe  Apartment  they  were  come. 

Far  off  retir’d  within  the  fpacious  Dome? 

When  Procne ,  on  revengeful  Mifchief  bent. 

Home  to  his  Heart  a  piercing  Poinyard  fent. 

ltys3  with  rueful  Cries,  but  all  too  late. 

Holds  out  his  Hands,  and  deprecates  his  Fate  $ 

Still  at  his  Mother’s  Neck  he  fondly  aims. 

And  ftrives  to  melt  her  with  endearing  Names  j 
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Yet  ftill  the  cruel  Mother  perfeveres, 

% 

Nor  with  Concern  his  bitter  Anguifh  hears. 

This  might  luffi.ee;  but  Philomela  too 
Acrofs  his  Throat  a  fhining  Curtlafs  drew. 

Then  Both,  with  Knives,  diffedb  each  quiv’ring  Part, 
And  carve  the  butcher’d  Limbs  with  cruel  Art; 

Which,  whelm’d  in  boiling  Cauldrons  o’er  the  Fire, 

Or  turn’d  on  Spits,  in  fteamy  Smoak  afpire : 

While  the  long  Entries,  with  their  llipp’ry  Floor, 

Run  down  in  purple  Streams  of  clotted  Gore. 

Ask’d  by  his  Wife  to  this  inhuman  Feaft, 

Tereus  unknowingly  is  made  a  Gueft  : 

WhilR  fhe  her  Plot  the  better  to  difguife, 

Stiles  it  fome  unknown  myftick  Sacrifice ; 

And  fuch  the  Nature  of  the  hallow’d  Rite,  1 

The  Wife  her  Husband  only  could  invite,  J> 

The  Slaves  mud:  all  withdraw  j  and  be  debarr’d  the  Sight,'} 

Tereus,  upon  a  Throne  of  antique  State, 

Loftily  rais’d,  before  the  Banquet  fate ; 

And  Glutton  like,  luxurioully  pleas'd* 

With  his  own  Flefh  his  hungry  Maw  appeas'd; 

Nay,  fuch  a  Blindnefs  o’er  his  Senfes  falls. 

That  he  for  Ttys  to  the  Table  calls. 

When  Procne ,  now  impatient  to  difclofe 
The  Joy  that  from  her  full  Revenge  arofe. 

Cries  out*  in  Tranfports  of  a  cruel  Mind? 

Within  yotir  felf  your  Itys  you  may  find. 

Still  at  this  puzzling  Anfwer,  with  Surprife, 

Around  the  Room  he  fends  his  curious  Eyes  3 
And,  as  he  ftill  inquir’d,  and  call’d  aloud. 

Fierce  Philomela ,  all  befmear’d  with  Blood, 
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Her  Hands  with  Murder  ftain’d,  her  fpreading  Hair 

# 

Hanging  diftlevel’d  with  a  ghaftly  Air, 

* 

Stept  forth,  and  flung  full  in  the  Tyrant’s  Face 


The  Head  of  Itys j  goary  as  itwas : 

Nor  ever  long’d  fo  much  to  ufe  her  Tongue, 

*  >  ' 

And  with  a  juft  Reproach  to  vindicate  her  Wrong. 

%  '  • 

The  Thracian  Monarch  from  the  Table  flings, 

•  9 

While  with  his  Cries  the  vaulted  Parlour  rings; 

His  Imprecations  eccho  down  to  Hell, 

And  rouze  the  fnaky  Furies  from  their  Stygian  Cell. 

i  > 

One  while  he  labours  to  difgorge  his  Breaft, 

% 

And  free  his  Stomach  from  the  curfed  Feaft ; 

Then,  weeping  o’er  his  lamentable  Doom, 

He  ftiles  himfelf  his  Son’s  lepulchral  Tomb. 

Now,  with  drawn  Sabre,  and  impetuous  Speed, 

In  clofe  Purfuit  he  drives  Tandions,  Breed  > 

Whofe  nimble  Feet  fpring  with  fo  fvvift  a  Force 
Acrofs  the  Fields,  they  feem  to  wing  their  Courfe. 

And  now,  on  real  Wings  themfelves  they  raile. 

And  fleer  their  airy  Flight  by  diff’rent  Ways > 

One  to  the  Woodland’s  fhady  Covert  hies. 

Around  the  fmoaky  Roof  the  other  flies ; 

Whofe  Feathers  yet  the  Marks  of  Murder  ftain. 

Where,  ftampt  upon  her  Breaft,  the  crimfon  Spots  remain. 
Terms ,  through  Grief,  and  Hafte  to  be  reveng’d. 

Shares  the  like  Fate,  and  to  a  Bird  is  chang’d : 

Fix’d  on  his  Head,  the  crefted  Plumes  appear. 

Long  is  his  Beak,  and  fharpen’d  like  a  Spear  j 

Thus  arm’d,  his  Looks  his  inward  Minddifplay, 

* 

And,  to  a  Lapwing  turn’d,  he  fans  his  Way. 

Exceeding  Trouble,  for  his  Childrens  Fate, 

Shorten’d  Fandioris  Days,  and  chang’d  his  Date  ; 

Down 
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Down  to  the  Shades  below,  with  Sorrow  fpent 
An  earlier,  unexpected  Gholt  he  went. 


Boreas  in  Love. 


Erecbtheus  next  th’  Athenian  Sceptre  fway’d, 

W'hofe  Rule  the  State  with  joynt  Confent  obey’d ; 

So  mix’d  his  Juftice  with  his  Valour  flow’d. 

His  Reign  one  Scene  of  Princely  Goodnefs  fhew’d. 
Pour  hopeful  Youths,  as  many  Females  bright, 

Sprung  from  his  Loyns,  and  Tooth'd  him  wich  Delight 
Two  of  thefe  Sifters,  of  a  lovelier  Air, 

Excelfd  the  reft?  tho’  all  the  reft  were  fair. 

Trocriss  to  Cephalus  in  Wedlock  ty’d, 

Blefs’d  the  young  Silvan  with  a  blooming  Bride : 

% 

For  Orithyia  Boreas  differ’d  Pain, 

For  the  coy  Maid  fue’d  long,  but  fue’d  in  vain  : 

Tereus  his  Neighbour,  and  his  Thracian  Blood, 

Againfl  the  Match  a  main  Objection  flood; 

Which  made  his  Vows,  and  all  his  fuppliant  Love, 
Empty  as  Air,  and  ineffectual  prove. 

But  when  he  found  his  Toothing  Flatf  ries  fail. 

Nor  Taw  his  Toft  Addreffes  cou’d  avail  5 
Bluff  ring  with  Ire,  he  quickly  has  Recourfe 
To  rougher  Arts,  and  his  own  native  Force. 

’Tis  well,  he  faid;  fuch  Ufage  is  my  Due, 

When  thus  diTguis’d  by  foreign  ways  I  fuc  ; 

When  my  ftern  Airs,  and  Fiercenefs  I  difclaim. 

And  figh  for  Love,  ridiculoufly  tame; 

W  hen  Toft  Addreffes  foolifllly  I  try. 

Nor  my  own  flrongcr  Remedies  apply. 

By  Force  and  Violence  I  chiefly  live. 

By  them  the  lo wring  ftormy  Tempcfls  drive; 

FI  h  h 
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In  foaming  Billows  raife  the  hoary  Deep* 

Writhe  knotted  Oaks,  and  Tandy  Defarts  fweep* 
Congeal  the  falling  Flakes  of  fleecy  Snow* 

And  bruife,  with  rattling  Hail,  the  Plains  below. 

I,  and  my  Brother- Winds,  when  joyn’d  above. 

Thro’  the  wafte  Ghampian  of  the  Skies  we  rove. 

With  fuch  a  boift’roiis  full  Career  engage. 

That  Heav’n’s  whole  Concave  thunders  at  our  Page. 
While,  ftruck  from  nitrous  Clouds,  fierce  Lightnings  play, 
Dart  thro’  the  Storm,  and  gild  the  gloomy  Day. 

I 

Or  when,  in  fubterraneous  Caverns  pent. 

My  Breath,  againfl  the  hollow  Earth,  is  bent. 

The  quaking  W orld  above,  and  Ghofts  below,  -5 

My  mighty  Pow’r,  by  dear  Experience,  know,  \ 

Tremble  with  Fear,  and  dread  the  fatal  Blow.  \ 

This  is  the  only  Cure  to  be  apply’d. 

Thus  to  Erechtheus  I  fhould  be  ally’d  > 

And  thus  the  fcornful  Virgin  fhould  be  woo’d. 

Not  by  Intreaty,  but  by  Force  fubdu’d. 

Boreas ,  in  Paffion,  {poke  thefe  huffing  things. 

And,  as  he  fpoke,  he  fhook  his  dreadful  Wings; 

At  which,  afar  the  fhiv’ring  Sea  was  fan’d. 

And  the  wide  Surface  of  the  diftant  Land: 


His  dully  Mantle  o’er  the  Hills  he  drew. 

And  fwept  the  lowly  Vallies,  as  he  flew  5 
Then,  with  his  yellow  Wings,  embrac’d  the  Maid, 
And,  wrapt  in  dusky  Clouds,  far  off  convey’d. 
The  fparkling  Blaze  of  Love’s  prevailing  Fire 
Shone  brighter  as  he  flew,  and  flam’d  the  higher. 

And  now  the  God,  poffefs’d  of  his  Delight, 

To  Northern  Thrace  purfu’d  his  airy  Flight, 
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Where  the  young  ravifh’d  Nymph  became  his  Bride, 
And  foon  the  lufcious  Sweets  of  Wedlock  try’d. 

Two  lovely  Twins,  th’ Effect  of  this  Embrace, 

Crown  their  foft  Labours,  and  their  Nuptials  grace  ,• 

Who,  like  their  Mother,  beautiful,  and  fair. 

Their  Father’s  Strength,  and  feather’d  Pinions  fhare: 

Yet  thefe,  at  firft,  were  wanting,  as  ’tis  laid, 

# 

And  after,  as  they  grew,  their  Shoulders  fpread. 

Zetbes  and  Calais ,  the  pretty  T wins. 

Remain’d  unfledg’d,  while  fmooth  their  beardlefs  Chins ; 
But  when,  in  Time,  the  budding  filver  Down 
Shaded  their  Face,  and  on  their  Cheeks  was  grown, 

I 

Two  fprouting  Wings  upon  their  Shoulders  Iprung. 

Like  thofe  in  Birds3  that  veil  the  callow  Young. 

Then,  as  their  Age  advanc’d,  and  they  began 


From  greener  Youth  to  ripen  into  Man, 

With  faforis  Argonauts  they  crofs'd  the  Seas, 
Embark’d  in  quefl:  of  the  fam’d  Golden  Fleece ; 
There,  with  the  reft,  the  firft  frail  Veflel  try’d. 
And  boldly  ventur’d  on  the  fwelling  T ide. 


‘The  End  of  the  Sixth  Book. 
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B  O  O  K  VII. 

Tranjlated  by  Mr.  Tate  and  Mr.  StoneSTREET. 


The  Story  of  M 


and  J 


H  E  Argonauts  now  ftemm’d  the  foaming  Tide, 
And  to  Arcadia's  Shore  their  Courfe  apply ’d ; 

Where  fightlefs  Tbineus  fpent  his  Age  in  Grief, 
But  Boreas’  Sons  engage  in  his  Relief  5 
And  thofe  unwelcome  Guefts,  the  odious  Race 
Of  Harpy e s ,  from  the  Monarch’s  Table  chafe. 

With  Jafon  then  they  greater  Toils  fuftain. 

And  Phafis  {limy  Banks  at  laft  they  gain. 

Here  boldly  they  demand  the  Golden  Prize 
Of  Scythia's  King,  who  fternly  thus  replies  : 

That  mighty  Labours  they  muft  firft  o’ercomc. 

Or  fail  their  Argo  thence  un freighted  home. 

Mean  while  Medea ,  feiz’d  with  fierce  Dcfirc, 

By  Reafon  {hives  to  quench  the  raging  Fire ; 

But  ftrives  in  vain !-—  Some  God  (file  faid)  withihuids. 
And  Rcafon’s  baffl’d  Council  countermands. 
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What  unfccn  Povv'r  does  this  Difbrder  move? 

’Tis  Love,  -—at  leaft  ’tis  like  what  Men  call  Love. 
Elfe  wherefore  ftiou’d  the  King’s  Commands  appear 
To  me  too  hard?  — -  But  fo  indeed  they  are. 

& 

Why  fhou’d  I  for  a  Stranger  fear,  left  he 
Shou’d  perifb,  whom  I  did  but  lately  fee  ? 

His  Death,  or  Safety,  what  are  they  to  me  ? 

Wretch,  from  thy  Virgin-Breaft  this  Flame  expel. 
And  foon  —  Oh  c ou’d  I,  all  wou’d  then  be  well ! 

But  Love,  refiftlefs  Love,  my  Soul  invades  5 
Difcretion  this,  Affection  that  perfwades. 

I  fee  the  Right,  and  I  approve  it  too. 

Condemn  the  Wrong,— -  and  yet  the  Wrong  purfue= 
W  hy.  Royal  Maid,  ihou’dft  thou  delire  to  wed 

A  Wanderer,  and  court  a  foreign  Bed? 

% 

Thy  native  Land,  tho’  barbfous,  can  prefent 
A  Bridegroom  worth  a  Royal  .Bride’s  Confent: 

And  whether  this  Advenfret  lives  or  dies. 

In  Fate  and  Fortune’s  fickle  Pleafure  lies. 

Yet  may  he  live !  for  to  the  Povv’rs  above, 

A  Virgin,  led  by  no  Impulfc  of  Love, 

So  juft  a  Suit  may,  for  the  Guiltlefs,  move. 

Whom  wou’d  not  fafons  Valour,  Youth,  and  Blood 
Invite?  or  cou’d  thefe  Merits  be  withftood. 

At  leaft  his  charming  Perfon  muft  enclitic  . 

The  hardeft  Heart  - —  I’m  furc  ’tis  fo  with  mine ! 

Yet,  if  I  help  him  not,  the  flaming  Breath 
Of  Bulls,  and  Earth-born  Foes  muft  be  his  Death.’ 
Or,  fhould  he  through  thefe  Dangers  force  his  way, .. 
At  lafthc  muft  be  made  the  Dragon’s  Prey.  •  !  • 

If  no  Rcmorfc  for  fuch  Diftrcfs  I  feel, 

♦ 

I  am  a  Tigrcfs,  and  my  Breaft  is  Steel. 
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Why  do  I  fcruple  then  to  fee  him  llain. 

And.  with  the  tragick  Scene  my  Eyes  prophane  > 

My  Magick’s  Aft  employ,  not  to  alfwage 

The  Salvages,  but  to  enflame  their  Rage  ? 

His  Earth-born  Foes  to  fiercer  Fury  move. 

And  accelfary  to  his  Murder  prove  ? 

The  Gods  forbid— But  Pray  rs  are  idle  Breath, 

When  AHion  only  can  prevent  his  Death. 

Shall  I  betray  my  Father  and  the  State, 

To  intercept  a  rambling  Hero's  Fate  $ 

Who  may  fail  off  next  Hour,  and  fav’d  from  Harms 
By  my  Afliflance,  blels  another’s  Arms  > 

Whilft  I,  not  only  of  my  Hopes  bereft. 

But  to  unpity ’d  Punifhment  am  left. 

If  he  is  falfe,  let  the  Ingrateful  bleed ! 

But  no  fuch  Symptom  in  his  Looks  I  read. 

Nature  wou’d  ne’er  have  lavilh’d  fo  much  Grace 


Upon  his  Perfon,  if  his  Soul  were  bafe. 

Belides,  he  firft  fhall  plight  his  Faith,  and  fwear 
By  all  the  Gods  5  what  therefore  can’ll  thou  fear  ? 
Medea  hallc,  from  Danger  fet  him  free, 

Jafon  fhall  thy  eternal  Debtor  be. 

And  thou,  his  Queen,  with  Sov’raign  State  cnftalld. 

By  Grecian  Dames  the  Kind  Prefervcr  call’d. 

Hence  idle  Dreams,  by  Lovc-lIck  Fancy  bred! 

Wilt  thou,  Medea ,  by  vain  Willies  led. 

To  Siller,  Brother,  Father  bid  adieu  ? 

Forlakc  thy  Country’s  Gods,  and  Country  too? 

My  Father’s  harfh,  my  Brother  but  a  Child, 

My  Sifter  rivals  me,  my  Country’s  wild  5 
And  for  it’s  Gods,  the  greateft  of  ’em  all 
Inlpires  my  Brcaft,  and  I  obey  his  Call. 
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That  great  Endearments  I  forfake,  is  true. 

But  greater  far  the  Hopes  that  I  purfue : 

The  Pride  of  having  Pav’d  the  Youths  of  Greece , 

% 

(Each  Life  more  precious  than  our  Golden  Fleece;,) 

A  nobler  Soil  by  me  fhall  be  poffeft, 

I  fhall  fee  Towns  with  Arts  and  Manners  bleftj 
And,  what  I  prize  above  the  World  befide,  i 

Enjoy  my  Jafon——  and  when  once  his  Bride,  > 

Be  more  than  Mortal,  and  to  Gods  ally’d.  ) 

They  talk  of  Hazards  I  muff  firft  fuftain. 

Of  floating  Iflands  juftling  in  the  Main ; 

Our  tender  Barque  expos’d  to  dreadful  Shocks 
Of  fierce  Charybdis  Gulf,  and  Scylld s  Rocks, 

Where  breaking  Waves  in  whirling  Eddies  rowl. 

And  rav’nous  Dogs  that  in  deep  Caverns  howl: 
Amidftthefe  Terrors,  while  I  lye  poffeft 
Of  him  I  love,  and  lean  on  Jafon  s  Breaft, 

In  Tempefts  unconcern’d  I  will  appear. 

Or,  only  for  my  Husband’s  Safety  fear. 

Didft  thou  fay  Husband  ?  —can’ll  thou  fo  deceive 
Thy  felf,  fond  Maid,  and  thy  own  Cheat  believe? 

In  vain  thou  ftriv’ft  to  varnifh  o’er  thy  Shame, 

And  grace  thy  Guilt  with  Wedlock’s  facred  Name. 

Pull  off  the  coz’ning  Mafquc,  and  oh  !  in  time 
Difcover,  and  avoid  the  fatal  Crime. 

She  ceas’d' — the  Graces  now,  with  kind  Surprize,  > 

And  Virtue’s  lovely  Train,  before  her  Eyes  x 

Prcfcnt  themfelvcs,  and  vanquifh’d  Cupid  flics.  ) 

She  then  retires  to  Hecate's  Shrine,  that  flood 
Far  in  the  Covert  of  a  fhady  Wood : 

She  finds  the  Fury  of  her  Flames  affwag’d. 

But,  feeing  Jafon  there,  again  they  rag’d. 
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Blu  ill  es  and  Palenefs  did  by  turns  invade 
Her  tender  Cheeks,  and  lecret  Grief  betray’d. 

As  Fire,  that  fleeping  under  Afhes  lyes, 

Fre ill-blown  and  rouz’d,  does  up  in  Blazes  rife. 

So  flam’d  the  Virgin’s  Brea  ft — - 

New  kindled  by  her  Lover’s  fparkling  Eyes. 

For  Chance,  that  Day,  had  with  uncommon  Grace 
Adorn’d  the  lovely  Youth,  and  through  his  Face 
Difplay’d  an  Air  fo  pleafing,  as  might  charm 
A  Goddefs,  and  a  Veftal’s  Bofom  warm. 

Her  ravifh’d  Eyes  furvey  him  o’er  and  o’er. 

As  fome  gay  Wonder  never  feen  before  5 
Tranfported  to  the  Skies  ille  feems  to  be. 

And  thinks  fhe  gazes  on  a  Deity. 

But  when  he  fpolce,  and  preft  her  trembling  Hand, 
And  did  with  tender  Words  her  Aid  demand, 
With  Vows  and  Oaths  to  make  her  foon  his  Bride, 
She  wept  a  Flood  of  Tears,  and  thus  reply ’d: 

I  fee  my  Error,  yet  to  Ruin  move. 

Nor  owe  my  Fate  to  Ignorance,  but  Love: 

Your  Life  Ill  guard,  and  only  crave  of  you 
To  fwear  once  more— —and  to  your  Oath  be  true. 
He  fwears  by  Hecate  he  would  all  fulfil. 

And  by  her  Grandfather’s  prophetick  Skill, 

By  ev’ry  thing  that  doubting  Love  cou’d  prefs. 

His  prefent  Danger,  and  defir’d  Succels. 

She  credits  him,  and  kindly  docs  produce 
Enchanted  Flerbs,  and  teaches  him  their  life; 

Their  myftick  Names  and  Virtues  he  admires? 

And  with  his  Booty  joyfully  retires; 
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Impatient  for  the  Wonders  of  the  Day, 

Aurora  drives  the  loytTing  Stars  away. 

Now  Mars  s  Mount  the  prefling  People  fill. 

The  Crowd  below,  the  Nobles  crown  the  Hill ; 

9 

The  King  himfelf,  high-thron’d  above  the  reft. 

With  Iv’ry  Scepter,  and  in  Purple  dreft. 

Forthwith  the  Brafs-hooPd  Bulls  are  fet  at  large, 
Whofe  furious  Noftrils  fulph’rous  Flame  difeharge: 
The  blafted  Herbage  by  their  Breath  expires? 

As  Forges  rumble  with  exceffive  Fires, 

And  Furnaces  with  fiercer  Fury  glow. 

When  Water  on  the  panting  Mafs  ye  throw; 

With  fuch  a  Noife,  from  their  Convulfive  Breaft, 
Thro’  bellowing  Throats,  the  ftruggling  Vapour  preft. 

Yet  fafon  marches  up  without  Concern, 

While  on  th’  advent  rous  Youth  the  Monfters  turn 
Their  glaring  Eyes,  and,  eager  to  engage. 


Brandifh  their  Steel-tipt  Homs  in  threat’ ning  Rage : 
With  brazen  Hoofs  they  beat  the  Ground,  and  choak 
The  ambient  Air  with  Clouds  of  Duft  and  Smoak: 
Each  gazing  Grecian  for  his  Champion  (hakes. 

While  bold  Advances  he  fecurely  makes 
Thro’  (nidging  Blafts,-  fuch  Wonders  Magick  Art 


Love  confpircs,  and  plays  his  P 


Can  work,  when 
The  paflivc  Savages  like  Statues  ftan.d, 

While  he  their  Dew-laps  ftroaks  with  foothing  Fland 

To  unknown  Yoaks  their  brawny  Necks  they  yield. 

And,  like  tame  Oxen,  plow  the  wonefring  Field. 

The  Colchians  ftarc  ;  the  Grecians  fhout,  and  raife 

'Their  Champion’s  Courage  with  infpiring  Praifc. 


* 
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Embolden'd  now,  oii  freftl  Attempts  he  goes, 

\  _  * 

With  Serpent’s  Teeth  the  fertile  Furrows  lows  ? 

The  Glebe,  fermenting  with  inchanted  Juice, 

Makes  the  Snake’s  Teeth  a  human  Crop  produce. 

For  as  an  Infant,  Pris’ner  to  the  Womb, 

Contented  Beeps,  till  to  Perfection  come. 

Then  does  his  Cell’s  obfcure  Confinement  fcorn. 

He  toffes,  throbs,  and  preffes  to  be  born; 

So  from  the  lab’riilg  Earth  no  tingle  Birth, 

But  a  whole  Troop  of  lufty  Youths  rufh  forth  5 
And,  what’s  more  ftrange,  with  Martial  Fury  warm’d. 
And  for  Encounter  all  compleatly  arm'd ; 

In  Rank  and  File,  as  they  were  fow’d,  they  Band, 
Impatient  for  the  Signal  of  Command. 

No  Foe  but  the  JEmonian  Youth  appears  5 
At  him  they  level  their  Steel-pointed  Spears ; 

His  frighted  Friends,  who  triumph’d  juft  before. 

With  Peals  of  Sighs  his  defp’rate  Cafe  deplore: 

And  where  fuch  hardy  Warriors  are  afraid. 

What  muff  the  tender  and  enamour’d  Maid? 

Her  Spirits  fink,  the  Blood  her  Check  forfook  ? 

She  fears,  who  for  his  Safety  undertook : 

She  knew  the  Vcrtuc  of  the  Spells  file  gave. 

She  knew  their  Force,  and  knew  her  Lover  brave; 

But  what’s  a  fingle  Champion  to  an  Hoft  5 
Yet  fcorning  thus  to  fee  him  tamely  loft. 

Her  ftrong  Rcfcrvc  of  fccrct  Arts  flic  brings, 

And  laft,  her  never-failing  Song  flic  fings. 

Wonders  cnfuc;  among  his  gazing  Foes 
The  niafly  Fragment  of  a  Rock  he  throws; 

This  Charm  in  Civil  War  engag’d  ’em  all  j 
By  mutual  Wounds  thofc  Earth-born  Brothers  fall. 
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The  Greeks,  tranfported  with  the  ftrange  Succefs, 

Leap  from  their  Seats  the  Conqu’ror  to  carefs ; 

Commend,  and  kifs,  and  clafp  him  in  their  Arms: 

So  would  the  kind  Contriver  of  the  Charms; 

But  her,  who  felt  the  tendered  Concern, 

Honour  condemns  in  fecret  Flames  to  bum  s 
Committed  to  a  double  Guard  of  Fame, 

Aw’d  by  a  Virgin’s,  and  a  Princefs’  Name. 

But  Thoughts  are  free,  and  Fancy  unconfin’d. 

She  kiffes,  courts,  and  hugs  him  in  her  Mind ; 

To  favring  Pow’rs  her  filent  Thanks  fhe  gives. 

By  whofe  Indulgence  her  lov’d  ITeroe  lives. 

One  Labour  more  remains,  and,  tho’  the  laft. 

In  Danger  far  furmounting  all  the  paft ; 

That  Enterprize  by  Fates  in  Bore  was  kept. 

To  make  the  Dragon  Beep  that  never  flept. 

Whofe  Creft  fhoots  dreadful  Luftre ;  from  his  Jaws 
A  tripple  Tire  of  forked  Stings  he  draws. 

With  Fangs  and  Wings  of  a  prodigious  Size: 

Such  was  the  Guardian  of  the  Golden  Prize. 

Yet  him,  belprinkled  with  Lethean  Dew, 

The  fair  Inchantrcfs  into  Slumber  threw; 

And  then,  to  fix  him,  thrice  file  did  repeat 
The  Rhyme  that  makes  the  raging  Winds  retreat; 

In  flormy  Seas  can  halcyon  Seafons  make. 

Turn  rapid  Streams  into  a  Banding  Lake  5 
While  the  foft  Guefl  his  drowzy  Lye-lids  feals, 

Th’ unguarded  Golden  Fleece  the  Stranger  Beals; 

Proud  to  poffcfs  the  Purchafc  of  his  Toil, 

Proud  of  his  Royal  Bride,  the  richer  Spoil; 

To  Sea  both  Prize  and  Patronefs  he  bore. 

And  Lands  triumphant  on  his  native  Shore. 


Old 
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JEmonUn  Matrons,  who  their  Abfence  mourn’d, 
Rejoyce  to  fee  their  profp’rous  Sons  return’d. : 

Rich  curling  Fumes  of  Xncenfe  feaft  the  Skies, 

•  » 

An  Hecatomb  of  voted  Victims  dies. 

With  gilded  Horns,  and  Garlands  on  their  Head, 
And  all  the  Pomp  of  Death,  to  th5  Altar  led. 
Congratulating  Bowls  go  briskly  round. 

Triumphant  Shouts  in  louder  Mudck  drown’d. 
Amidd  thefe  Revels,  why  that  Cloud  of  Care 
On  Jafons  Prow?  (to  whom  the  larged  Share 
Of  Mirth  was  due)  —  His  Father  was  not  there . 
/Efon  was  abfent,  once  the  Young  and  Brave, 

Now  crufh’d  with  Years,  and  bending  to  the  Grave. 
At  lad  withdrawn,  and  by  the  Crowd  unfeen. 
Preding  her  Hand,  (with  darting  Sighs  between) 

He  fupplicates  his  kind  and  skilful  Queen. 

O  Patronefs !  Preferver  of  my  Life ! 

(Dear  when  my  Midrefs,  and  much  dearer  Wife) 
Your  Favours  to  fo  vad  a  Sum  amount, 

Tis  pad  the  Pow’r  of  Numbers  to  recount; 

Or  cou’d  they  be  to  Computation  brought. 

The  Hidory  would  a  Romance  be  thought : 

And  yet,  unlefs  you  add  one  Favour  more. 

Greater  than  all  that  you  conferr’d  before. 

Put  not  too  hard  for  Love  and  Magick  Skill, 

Your  pad  are  thrown  away,  andfafons  wretched  dill. 
The  Morning  of  my  Life  is  jud  begun, 

4 

But  my  declining  Father’s  Race  is  run? 

From  my  large  Stock  retrench  the  long  Arrears, 
And  add  ’em  to  expiring  JEfori s  Years. 

L  1  1 
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Thus  fpake  the  gen’rous  Youth,  and  wept  the  reft. 
Mov'd  with  the  Piety  of  his  Requeft, 

To  his  ag’d  Sire  fuch  filial  Duty  fhown. 

So  different  from  her  Treatment  of  her  own? 


But  ftill  endeav’ring  her  Remorfe  to  hide. 

She  check’d  her  riling  Sighs,  and  thus  reply’d. 

How  cou’d  the  Thought  of  fuch  inhuman  Wrong 

(faid  fhe)  from  pious  fafons  Tongue? 

Does  the  whole  World  another  fafon  bear, 

Whofc  Life  Medea  can  to  yours  prefer  >  ' 

Or  cou’d  I  with  fo  dire  a  Change  difpence. 


Hccat  will  never  join  in  that  Offence .* 

Unjuft  is  the  Requeft  you  make,  and  I 
In  Kindnefs  your  Petition  fhall  deny; 

Yet  fhe  that  grants  not  what  you  do  implore. 

Shall  yet  eftay  to  give  her  Jafon  more; 

Bind  Means  t’encreafe  the  Stock  of  ^Efons  Years, 
Without  Retrenchment  of  your  Life’s  Arrears} 
Provided  that  the  Tripple  Goddefs  join 

A  ftrong  Confedrate  in  my  bold  Defign. 

Thus  was  her  Enterprize  refolv’d }  but  ftill 
T hree  tedious  Nights  are  wanting  to  fulfil 
The  circling  Crefcents  of  th’ encreafing  Moon  5 
1  hen,  in  the  Height  of  her  Nocfturnal  Noon, 
Medea  fteals  from  Court  >  her  Ankles  bare. 


Her  Garments  clofely  girt,  but  loofe  her  Hair } 

Thus  fally’d,  like  a  folitary  Sprite, 

She  traverfes  the  Terrors  of  the  Night. 

Men,  Bcafts,  and  Birds  in  foft  Repofe  lay  charm'd 


No  boiftrous  Wind  the  Mountain- W^oods  alarm  d; 
Nor  did  thofe  Walks  of  Love,  the  Myrtle  Trees, 
Of  am’rous  Zephyr  hear  the  whifp’ring  Breeze; 


1 


All  Elements  chain’d  in  una<5tive  Red, 

No  Senfe  but  what  the  twinkling  Stars  expired; 

To  them  (that  only  waled)  (lie  rears  her  Arms, 

And  thus  commences  her  myfferious  Charms. 

She  turn’d  her  thrice  about,  as  oft  file  threw 
On  her  pale  Treffes  the  NosSturnal  Dew; 

Then  yelling  thrice  a  mod  enormous  Sound, 

Her  bare  Knee  bended  on  the  flinty  Ground, 

O  Night  (laid  fhe)  thou  Confident  and  Guide 
Of  Secrets,  fuch  as  Darknefs  ought  to  hide; 

Ye  Stars  and  Moon,  that,  when  the  Sun  retires. 

Support  his  Empire  with  fucceeding  Fires  ; 

And  thou,  great  Hecat ,  Friend  to  my  Defign  j 
Songs,  mutt  ring  Spells,  your  magick  Forces  join ? 

And  thou,  O  Earth,  the  Magazine  that  yields 
The  Midnight  Sorcerer  Drugs?  Skies,  Mountains, Fields  5 
Ye  watr’y  Pow’rs  of  Fountain,  Stream,  and  Lake  >  ^ 

Ye  Sylvan  Gods,  and  Gods  of  Night,  awake, 

And  gen’roufly  your  Parts  in  my  Adventure  take.  1 

Oft  by  your  Aid  fwift  Currents  I  have  led 
Thro’  wandring  Banks,  back  to  their  Fountain  Head; 


Transform’d  the  Profpe£t  of  the  briny  Deep, 

Made  flceping  Billows  rave,  and  raving  Billows  fleep; 
Made  Clouds,  prSunfhine;  Tempefts  rife  or  fall? 
And  ftubborn  lawlefs  Winds  obey  my  Call  : 

With  mutter'd  Words  difarm ’d  the  Viper’s  Jaw, 

Up  by  the  Roots  vaft  Oaks  and  Rocks  cou’d  draw } 
Make  Forefts  dance,  and  trembling  Mountains  come, 
Like  Malefactors,  to  receive  their  Doom  ; 
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Nor  ftronger  Titan  could  rheir  Force  fuftain. 

In  full  Career  compell’d  to  flop  his  Wain  : 

Nor  could  Auroras  Virgin  Blufll  avail. 

With  pois’nous  Herbs  I  turn’d  her  Rofes  pale; 

The  Fury  of  the  fiery  Bulls  I  broke. 

Their  ftubborn  Necks  fubmitting  to  my  Yoke ; 

And  when  the  Sons  of  Earth  with  Fury  burn’d. 

Their  hofbile  Rage  upon  themfelves  I  turn’d ; 

The  Brothers  made  with  mutual  Wounds  to  bleed. 

And  by  their  fatal  Strife  my  Lover  freed ; 

And,  while  the  Dragon  fiept,  to  diftant  Greece , 

Thro’  cheated  Guards,  convey’d  the  Golden  Fleece. 

But  now  to  bolder  Adfcion  I  proceed. 

Of  fuch  prevailing  Juices  now  have  need. 

That  wither’d  Years  back  to  their  Bloom  can  bring. 

And  in  dead  Winter  raife  a  fecond  Spring. 

And  you’ll  perform’t - 

You  will;  for  lo!  the  Stars,  with  fparkling  Fires, 

Prefage  as  bright  Succefs  to  my  Defires : 

And  now  another  happy  Omen  fee  ! 

A  Chariot  drawn  by  Dragons  waits  for  me. 

With  thefe  laft  Words  fhe  leaps  into  the  Wain, 

Stroaks  the  Snakes  Necks,  and  fhakes  the  Golden  Rein; 
That  Signal  giv’n,  they  mount  her  to  the  Skies, 

And  now  beneath  her  fruitful  Temfe  lies, 

Whofe  Stores  file  ranfacks,  then  to  Crete  file  flies; 

There  OJ[ay  Felton ,  Othrys ,  T  Indus,  all 

To  the  fair  Ravifher  a  Booty  fall ; 

The  Tribute  of  their  Verdure  file  collcdfs. 

Nor  proud  Olympus  Height  his  Plants  protects. 

Some  by  the  Roots  flic  plucks ;  the  tender  Tops 
Of  others  with  her  culling  Sickle  crops. 

Nor 
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Nor  could  the  Plunder  of  the  Hills  fuffice, 

Down  to  the  humble  Vales  and  Meads  Ole  flies; 

Apdanus^  Amphryfns ,  the  next  Rape 

•  * 

Suflain,  nor  could  Enipeus  Banks  efcape; 

Thro’  Beebes  Marfh,  and  thro’  the  Border  rang’d 
Whofe  Pafdure  Glaucus  to  a  Triton  chang’d. 

Now  the  Ninth  Day,  and  Ninth  fucceflive  Night, 
Had  wonder’d  at  the  reftlefs  Rovers  Flight ; 

Mean  while  her  Dragons,  fed  with  no  Repaid, 

But  her  exhaling  Simples  od’rous  Blaid, 

Their  tarnifll’d  Scales,  and  wrinkled  Skins  had  call:. 
At  laid  return’d  Before  her  Palace  Gate, 

Quitting  her  Chariot,  on  the  Ground  Ole  fate. 

The  Sky  her  only  Canopy  of  State. 

All  Converfation  with  her  Sex  fhe  fled, 

Shun’d  the  CarefTes  of  the  Nuptial  Bed : 

T wo  Altars  next  of  graffy  T urf  fhe  rears. 

This  Hecat’s  Name,  that  Youth's  Infcription  bears,- 
With  Foreld -Boughs,  and  Vervain  thefe  Ole  crown’d; 
Then  delves  a  double  Trench  in  lower  Ground, 

And  Hicks  a  black-fleec’d  Ram,  that  ready  flood. 
And  drench’d  the  Ditches  with  devoted  Blood: 

New  Wine  Ole  pours,  and  Milk  from  th’  Udder  warm 
With  my  flick  Murmurs  to  compleat  the  Charm, 

And  fubterraneaii  Deities  alarm. 


To  the  Hern  King  of  Ghofls  fhe  next  apply’d. 

And  gentle  Troferpine,  his  ravifll’d  Bride, 

That  for  old  EEjon  with  the  Laws  of  Fate 
They  would  difpenfc,  and  lengthen  his  Oiort  Date; 
Thus  with  repeated  Pray’rs  file  long  affails 
Th* Infernal  Tyrant,  and  at  laid  prevails; 
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Then  calls  to  have  decrepit  Jijon  brought. 
And  ftupifies  him  with  a  Beeping  Draught  j 


On  Earth  his  Body,  like  a  Corpfe,  extends. 

Then  charges  fafon  and  his  waiting  Eriends 
To  quit  the  Place,  that  no  unhallow’d  Eye 
Into  her  Art’s  forbidden  Secrets  pry. 

This  done3  th’  Xnchantrefs,  with  her  Locks  unbound 
About  her  Altars  trips  a  frantick  Round  ; 

Piece-meal  the  confecrated  Wood  {he  fplits. 

And  dips  the  Splinters  in  the  bloody  Pits, 

Then  hurls  ’em  on  the  Piles;  the  Beeping  Sire 
She  luftrates  thrice,  with  Sulphur,  Water,  Fire. 

In  a  large  Cauldron  now  the  Med’cine  boils, 

% 

Compounded  of  her  late  colledted  Spoils, 

Blending  into  the  Mefh  the  various  Pow’rs 
Of  Wonder-working  Juices,  Roots,  and  Flow’rs; 
With  Gems  i’ th’Eaftern  Ocean’s  Cell  refin’d. 

And  fuch  as  ebbing  Tides  had  left  behind  5 
To  them  the  Midnight’s  pearly  Dew  fhe  flings, 

A  Screetch-Owl's  Carcafs,  and  ill  boding  Wings ; 

Nor  could  the  Wizard  Wolf’s  warm  Entrails  fcape, 
(That  Wolf  who  counterfeits  a  Human  Shape.) 

Then,  from  the  Bottom  of  her  conj’ring  Bag, 

Snakes  Skins,  and  Liver  of  a  long-liv’d  Stag  5 
_,aft  a  Crow’s  Head  to  fuch  an  Age  arriv’d. 

That  he  had  now  nine  Centuries  furviv’d; 

Thefe,  and  with  thefe  a  thoufand  more  that  grew 
In  fundry  Soils,  into  her  Pot  flic  threw  j 
Then  with  a  wither’d  Olive-Bough  flic  rakes 

9 

The  bubling. Broth;  the  Bough  frefh  Verdure  takes ; 
Green  Leaves  at  firft  the  perifli’d  Plant  furround. 
Which  the  next  Minute  with  ripe  Fruit  were  crown’d. 
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The  foaming  Juices  now  the  Brink  o’er-fwell 
The  barren  Heath,  where-e’er  the  Liquor  fell. 
Sprang  out  with  vernal  Grafs,  and  all  the  Pride 
Of  blooming  May —  When  this  Medea  fpy’d, 

She  cuts  her  Patient’s  Throat;  th’ex haufted  Blood 
Recruiting  with  her  new  enchanted  Flood ; 

While  at  his  Mouth,  and  thro3  his  op’ning  Wound 
A  double  Inlet  her  In  full  on  found ; 

His  feeble  Frame  refumes  a  youthful  Air, 

A  gloffy  Brown  his  hoary  Beard  and  Hair. 

The  meager  Palenefs  from  his  AfpeCt  fled. 

And  in  its  Room  fprang  up  a  florid  Red ; 

Thro’  all  his  Limbs  a  youthful  Vigour  flies. 

His  empty ’d  Art’ries  fwell  with  frefh  Supplies, 
Gazing  Spectators  fcarce  believe  their  Eyes. 

But  JEfin  is  the  moll  furpriz’d,  to  find 
A  happy  Change  in  Body,  and  in  Mind  5 
In  Senfe  and  Conftitution  the  fame  Man, 

As  when  his  Fortieth  aCtive  Year  began. 

Bacchus ,  who  from  the  Clouds  this  W onder  view’ 
Medea's  Method  inftantly  purfu’d. 

And  his  indulgent  Nurfe’s  Youth  renew’d. 

The  Death  of  Pelia  s. 


Thus  far  obliging  Love  employ’d  her  Art, 
But  now  Revenge  mu'ft  a  ft  a  tragick  Part  > 
Medea  feigns  a  mortal  Quarrel  bred 

Betwixt  her,  and  the  Partner  of  her  Bed ; 

On  this  Pretence  to  Telia  s  Court  file  flies. 
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The  ftrange  Atchievements  of  her  Art  fhe  tells. 

With  JEfons  Cure,  and  long  on  that  fhe  dwells  * 

Till  them  to  firm  Perfwafion  fhe  has  won. 

The  fame  for  their  old  Father  may  be  done : 

For  him  they  court  her  to  employ  her  Skill, 

And  put  upon  the  Cure  what  Price  fhe  will. 

At  firft  fhe’s  mute*  and  with  a  grave  Pretence 
Of  Difficulty,  holds  ’em  in  Sufpenfe ; 

Then  promifes,  and  bids  ’em,  from  the  Fold 
Chufe  out  a  Rams  the  mo  ft  infirm  and  old; 

That  fo  by  Fad:  their  Doubts  may  be  remov’d. 

And  firft,  on  him,  the  Operation  prov’d. 

A  wreath-horn’d  Ram  is  brought,  fo  far  o’er-grown 
With  Years,  his  Age  was  to  that  Age  unknown 
Of  Senfe  too  dull  the  piercing  Point  to  feel. 

And  fcarce  fufficient  Blood  to  (tain  the  Steel. 

His  Carcafs  fhe  into  a  Cauldron  threw. 

With  Drugs  whofe  vital  Qualities  fhe  knew; 

His  Limbs  grow  lefs.  he  cafts  his  Horns  and  Years, 

And  tender  Bleatings  flrike  their  wondring  Ears. 

Then  inflantly  leaps  forth  a  frisking  Lamb, 

That  feeks  (too  young  to  graze)  a  fuckling  Dam. 

The  Sifters,  thus  confirm’d  with  the  Succefs, 

Her  Promife  with  renew’d  Entreaty  prefs  j 
To  countenance  the  Cheat,  three  Nights  and  Days 
Before  Experiment  th’  Inchantrefs  ftays ; 

Then  into  limpid  Water,  from  the  Springs, 

Weeds,  and  Ingredients  of  no  Force  flic  flings; 

W ith  antique  Ceremonies  for  Pretence, 

And  rambling  Rhymes  without  a  Word  of  Senfe. 

Mean  while  the  King  with  all  his  Guards  lay  bound. 

In  Magiclt  Sleep,  fcarce  that  of  Death  fo  found. 
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The  Daughters  now  are  by  the  Sorc’refs  led 
Into  his  Chamber,  atld  furround  his  Bed. 

■  -  1  ^  * 

Your  Father’s  Healths  concern’d}  and  can  ye  ftay t 
Unnat’ral  Nymphs,  why  this  unkind  Delay  > 

Unfheath  your  Swords,  difmifs  his  lifelefs  Blood, 

And  I’ll  recruit  it  with  a  vital  Flood  : 

Your  Father’s  Life  and  Health  is  in  your  Bland, 

And  can  ye  thus  like  idle  Gazers  Hand? 

UnleJfeyou  are  of  common  SenfG  bereft, 

•  • 

If  yet  one  Spark  of  Piety  is  left, 

Dilpatch  a  Father’s  Cure,  and  difengage 

The  Monarch  from  his  toilfome  Load  of  Age : 

% 

Come  drench  your  Weapons  in  his  putrid  Gore* 

Tis  Charity  to  wound,  when  Wounding  will  reft  ore. 

Thus  urg'd*  the  poor  deluded  Maids  proceed. 
Betray’d  by  Zeal,  to  an  inhumane  Deed, 

And,  in  Companion,  make  a  Father  bleed. 

Yes,  file  who  had  the  kindeft,  tend’reft  Heart, 

Is  foremoft  to  perforin  the  bloody  Part. 

Yet,  tho’  to  acft  the  Butchery  betray’d. 

They  could  not  bear  to  fee  the  Wounds  they  made,- 
With  Looks  averted,  backward  they  advance. 

Then  ftrike,  and  ftabj  and  leave  the  Blows  to  Chance 
Waking  in  Confirmation,  he  effays 
(Weltring  in  Blood)  his  feeble  Arms  to  raife: 
Environ’d  with  fo  many  Swords  — -  from  whence 
This  barb’rous  Ufage  ?  what  is  my  Offence  > 

What  fatal  Fury,  what  infernal  Charm, 

’Gainft  a  kind  Father  does  his  Daughters  arm? 


a 


Hearing  his  Voice 


Thunder-ftruck,  they  ftopt 


Their  Refolution,  and  their  Weapons  dropt 
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Medea  then  the  mortal  Blow  beffco  wsy  v  ’ 

* 

And  that  perform’d,  the  tragick  Scene  to  dole. 
His  Corpfe  into ,  the  boiling  Cauldron  throws. 
Then,  dreading  the  Revenge  that  mull  enfue, 

High  mounted  on  her  Dragon-Coach  fbe  flew ; 

% 

And  in  her  ftately  Progrefs  thro*  the  Skies, 
Beneath  her  ihady  Telion  firfl:  flle  fpies, 

VV  ith  Othrysi  that  above  the  Clouds  did  rife  j 


l  i 

i 


*  ,  r 


«  * 


-  •  « 


./ 


With  skilful  Chiron  s  Cave,  and  neighb’ring  Ground, 
For  old  Ccramhus  flbrange  Efcape  renow  n’d,  . 

By  Nymphs  deliver’d  when  the  World  was  drown’d. 
Who  him  with  unexpected  Wings  fupply’d. 

When  delug’d  Hills  a  fafe  Retreat  deny’d. 

/Eolian  Fitan'e  on  her  Left  Hand 


She  faw,  and  there  the  ftatu’d  Dragon  ftdnd ; 

With  Idas  Grove,  where  Bacchus ,  to  difguife 
His  Son’s  bold  Theft,  and  to  fecure  the  Prize, 
Made  the  ftoin  Steer  a  Stag  to  reprefent > 

Cccytus  Father’s  fandy  Monument; 

And  Fields  that  held  the  murder’d  Sire’s  Remains, 

i 

Where  howling  Mcera  frights  the  ftartled  Plains. 
Eury^hilus*  high  Town,  with  Tow’rs. defac’d 
By  Hercules ,  and  Matrons  more  difgrac’d 

With  fprouting  Horns,  in  fignal  Punifhment, 

From  Jtmo3  or  relenting  Venus  fent. 


Then  Rhodes ,  which  Fhcebus  did  fo  dearly  prize. 
And  Jove  no  lefs  feverely  did  chaflize  j 


For  he  the  Wizzard  Native’s  pois’ning  Sight, 
That  us’d  the  Farmer’s  hopeful  Crops  to  blight. 
In  Rage  o’erwhelm’d  with  everlafting  Night. 

Car  thetas  ancient  Walls  come  next  in  view. 


W here  once  the  Sire  almofl:  a  Statue  grew 
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V  l  £>’s  Metam 


With  Wonder,  which  a  Strange  Event  did  move, 

► 

His  Daughter  turn’d  Into  &  T u  rtlb-Do  ve. 

Then  Hyrics  Lake,  and 1 2  s  Field  o’er-ran. 


Fam’d  for  the  [Boy  who  fe 


r 


w  w 

became  a  Swan 


For  there  enamour’d  Thyllms ,  like  a  Slave, 

7  *  # 

Perform’d  what  Tasks  his  Paramour  would  crave. 

ForPrefents  he -had  Mountain- Vultures  caught, 

•  «  • 

And  from  the  Defart  a  tame  Lion  brought ; 

0 

Then  a  wild  Bull  commanded  to  fubdue. 

The  conquer’d  Savage  by  the  Horns  he  drew  > 

•*  t  * 

But,  mock’d  fo  oft,  the  Treatment  he  d  if  clams, 

0 

And  from  the  craving  Boy  this  Prize  detains. 
Then  thus  in  Choller  the  refenting  Lad ; 

Won’t  you  deliver  him?— You’ll  wifh  you  had  j 
Nor  fooner  faid,  but,  in  a  peevifti  Mood, 

Leapt  from  the  Precipice  on  which  he  flood : 

The  Standers-by  were  ftruck  with  frcfh  Surprize, 
Inflead  of  falling,  to  behold  him  rife 
Afnowy  Swan,  and  foaring  to  the  Skies. 

But  dearly  the  rafh  Prank  his  Mother  coft. 
Who  ignorantly  gave  her  Son  for  loft; 

For  his  Misfortune  wept,  till  fhe  became 
A  Lake,  andftill  renown’d  with  Hynes  Name. 

Thence  to  Latonas  Ifle,  where  once  were  feen. 
Transform'd  to  Birds,  a  Monarch,  and  his  Queen 
F  ar  off  fhe  faw  how  old  Cepbifus  mourn’d 

i 

His  Son,  into  a  Seele  by  Thcebus  turn’d ; 

And  where,  aftonifh’d  at  a  ftranger  Sight, 

Eumelus  gaz’d  on  his  wing’d  Daughter’s  Flight. 

JEtolian  Tlcuron  flic  did  next  furvey, 

W here  Sons  a  Mother’s  Murder  did  efTay, 

But  hidden  Plumes  the  Matron  bore  away. 
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On  her  Right  Hand,  Cyllene ,  a  fair  Soil, 

Fair,  till  Menephron  there  the  beauteous  HiU 
Attempted  with  fowl  Inceft  to  defile. 

Her  harnefs’d  Dragons  now  direct  (he  drives 
For  Corinth,  and  at  Corinth  fhe  arrives ; 

I 

Where,  if  what  old  Tradition  tells,  be  true, 

In  former  Ages  Men  from  Mufhrooms  grew . 

But  here  Medea  finds  her  Bed  fupply’d. 
During  her  Abfence,  by  another  Bride  5 
And  hopelefs  to  recover  her  loft  Game, 

She  fets  both  Bride  and  Palace  in  a  Flame. 

Nor  could  a  Rival’s  Death  her  Wrath  affwage. 
Nor  ftopt  at  Creoris  Family  her  IFage; 

She  murders  her  own  Infants,  in  Defpight 


To  faithlefs  Jafo 


and  in  fafons  Sight 


Yet  e’er  his  Sword  could  reach  her,  up  fhe  fprings. 
Securely  mounted  on  her  Dragons  Wings. 

v* 

‘The  Story  of  ^geus, 

From  hence  to  Athens  fhe  di're6ts  her  Flight* 

Where  Phineus,  fo  renown’d  for  doing  Right; 

Where  Periphas3  and  Polyphemons  Neece, 

Soaring  with  fudden  Plumes,  amaz’d  the  Towns  of  Greece . 

Here  /Egeus  fo  engaging  fhe  addreft. 

That  firft  he  treats  her  like  a  Royal  Gueft? 

Then  takes  the  Sore’ refs  for  his  wedded  Wife  5 
The  only  Blemifh  of  his  prudent  Life. 

Mean  while  his  Son,  from  A&ions  of  Renown, 

Arrives  at  Court,  but  to  his  Sire  unknown. 

« 

Medea ,  to  difpatch  a  dang’ rous  Heir, 

(She  knew  him)  did  a  pois’nous  Draught  prepare; 


Drawn 
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Drawn  from  a  Drug,  was  long  referv’d  in  ftore 
For  defp’rate  Ufes,  from  the  Scythian  Shore; 

That  from  the  Echydn^an  Monger’s  Jaws 

Deriv’d  it’s  Origin,  and  this  the  Caufe. 

Thro’  a  dark  Cave  a  craggy  Paflfage  lies. 

To  ours  afcending  from  the  nether  Skies; 

Thro’  which,  by  Strength  of  Hand,  Alcides  drew 
Chain’d  Cerberus ,  who  lagg’d,  and  reftive  grew. 

With  his  blear’d  Eyes  our  brighter  Day  to  view. 

Thrice  he  repeated  his  enormous  Yell, 

With  which  he  fcares  the  Ghofts,  andftartles  Hell, 

At  laffc  outragious  (tho’  compell’d  to  yield) 

He  fheds  his  Foam  in  Fury  on  the  Field; 

Which,  with  its  own,  and  Ranknefs  of  the  Ground, 
Produc’d  a  Weed,  by  Sorcerers  renown’d. 

The  ftrongeft  Conftitution  to  confound ; 

Call’d  Aconite ,  becaufe  it  can  unlock 
All  Bars,  and  force  its  Paffage  thro’  a  Rock. 

The  pious  Father,  by  her  Wheedles  won, 

Prefents  this  deadly  Potion  to  his  Son  5 
Who,  with  the  fame  A  durance  takes  the  Cup, 

And  to  the  Monarch’s  Health  had  drank  it  up. 

But  in  the  very  Inftant  he  apply’d 
The  Goblet  to  his  Lips,  old  AEgeus  fpy’d 
The  Iv’ry-hilted  Sword  that  grac’d  his  Side. 

That  certain  Signal  of  his  Son  he  knew, 

And  fnacht  the  Bowl  away  j  the  Sword  he  drew, 
Refolv’d,  for  fuch  a  Son’s  endanger’d  Life, 

To  facrifice  the  mod:  perfidious  Wife. 

Revenge  is  fwift,  but  her  more  a&ivc  Charms 
A  Whirl- wind  rais’d,  that  fnatch’d  her  from  his  Arms. 


O  o  o 
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While  conjur’d  Clouds  their  baffled  Senfe  furpi 

She  vaniilles  from  their  deluded  Eyes, 

And  thro’  the  Hurricane  triumphant  flies. 

The  gen’rous  King,  altho’  o’er- joy’d  to  find 

His  Son  was  fafe,  yet  bearing  ftill  in  mind 
The  Mifchief  by  his  treach’rous  Queen  defign’d 
The  Horrour  of  the  Deed,  and  then  how  near 
The  Danger  drew,  he  fiands  congeal’d  with  Fear 


But  foon  that  Fear  into  Devotion  turns. 


3 


With  grateful  Incenfe  ev’ry  Altar  burns ; 

Proud  Vkflims  !  and  unconfcious  of  their  Fate 
Stalk  to  the  Temple,  there  to  die  in  ftate. 

In  Athens  never  had  a  Day  been  found 
For  Mirth,  like  that  grand  Fefbival,  renown’d. 
Promifcuoufiy  the  Peers  and  People  dine, 
Promifcuoufly  their  thankful  Voices  join. 

In  Songs  of  Wit,  fublim’d  by  fpritely  Wine. 

To  lift’ning  Spheres  their  joint  Applaufe  they  raife 
And  thus  refound  their  matchlefs  Thefens  Praife. 
Great  Thefeus  !  Thee  the  Mar athonian  Plain 


Adm 


and  wears  with  Pride  the  noble  Stain 


Of  the  dire  Monfter’s  Blood,  by  valiant  Ihejem  flam 
That  now  Cromyons  Swains  in  Safety  fow. 

And  reap  their  fertile  Field,  to  Thee  they  owe. 

By  Thee  th’infcftcd  Epidaurian  Coaft 
W as  clear'd,  and  now  can  a  free  Commerce  boaft. 


The 


ravcller  his  Journey  can  purfue 


With  Plcafurc  the  late  dreaded  Valley  view 


»  f 


*  * 


And  cry,  Here  Thefcus  the  grand  Robber  flew1 
Cepbyfus  Flood  cries  to  his  refeu’d  Shore, 

The  mcrcilefs  Procruftes  is  no  more. 


\  l  >  t 
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In  Peace,  Eleufis ,  Ceres  Rites  renew. 

Since  Thefeus ’  Sword  the  fierce  Cercyon  flew. 

By  him  the  Tortrer Sinis  was  defiroy’d. 

Of  Strength  (but  Strength  to  barb  rous  ufe  employ’d) 
That  Tops  of  talleft  Pines  to  Earth  could  bend. 

And  thus  in  Pieces  wretched  Captives  rend. 

Inhuman  Scyron  now  has  breath’d  his  laft. 

And  now  Ale  at  hoe  s  Road’s  fecurely  pafi ; 

By  Thefem  (lain,  and  thrown  into  the  Deep  : 

But  Earth  nor  Sea  his  fcatter’d  Bones  wou’d  keep. 
Which,  after  floating  long,  a  Rock  became. 

Still  infamous  with  Scyron  s  hated  Name. 

When  Fame  to  count  thy  A6ts  and  Years  proceeds. 
Thy  Years  appear  but  Cyphers  to  thy  Deeds. 

For  Thee,  brave  Youth,  as  for  our  Common-wealth, 
We  pray;  and  drink,  in  yours,  the  Publick  Health. 
Your  Praife  the  Senate  and  Plebeians  fing. 

With  your  lov’d  Name  the  Court  and  Cottage  ring. 
You  make  our  Shepherds  and  our  Sailors  glad. 

And  not  a  Houfe  in  this  vaA  City’s  fad. 

But  mortal  Blifs  will  never  come  fincere* 

Pleafure  may  lead,  but  Grief  brings  up  the  Rear  ; 
While  for  his  Son’s  Arrival,  rev’ling  Joy 
JEgeus  and  all  his  Subjects  does  employ ; 

While  they  for  only  coAly  Feafls  prepare. 

His  neighboring  Monarch,  Minos ,  threatens  War: 

Weak  in  Land-Forces,  nor  by  Sea  more  firong. 

But  pow’rful  in  a  deep  refented  Wrong 
For  a  Son’s  Murder,  arm'd  with  pious  Rage  5 
Yet  prudently,  before  he  would  engage, 

T o  raife  Auxiliaries  refol v’d  to  fail. 

And  with  the  pow’rful  Princes  to  prevail. 


War 
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F kfl  Anapbe,  then  proud  JLftypaLea  gains, 

*  0 

By  Prefcnts  that,  and  this  by  Threats  obtains: 

Low  Mycone,  Cymolus ,  chalky  Soil, 

Tail  Cyihnos ^  Scyros y  Hat  Seriphos’  Ifle; 

Taros ,  with  Marble  Cliffs  afar  difplay’d  j 

Impregnable  Stthonia ;  yet  betray'd 

To  a  weak  Foe  by  a  Gold-admiring  Maid. 

Who 3  chang’d  into  a  Da.w  of  fable  Hue, 

Still  hoards  up  Gold,  and  hides  it  from  the  View 
But  as  thefe  Iflands  chearfully  combine. 
Others  refufc  t’  embark  in  his  Deflgn. 

Now  Leftward  with  an  eafy  Sail  he  bore. 

And  profp’rous  PafTage  to  OEnopids  Shore  ; 

OEnopia  once,  but  now  JEgina  call’d. 

And  with  his  Royal  Mother  s  Name  inftall’d 
By  Abacus,  under  whole  Reign  did  fpring 
The  Myrmidons ,  and  now  their  reigning  King. 

Down  to  the  Port,  amidft  the  Rabble,  run 
The  Princes  of  the  Blood;  with  Telamon , 

Feleus  the  next,  and  F hocus  the  third  Son: 

Then  /Eacus,  altho’  oppreft  with  Years, 

To  ask  the  Caufe  of  their  Approach  appears. 

That  Qucftion  does  the  Gnojjians  Grief  renew. 
And  Sighs  from  his  affliefted  Bofom  drew  j 
Yet  after  a  fliort  folemn  Refpite  made. 

The  Ruler  of  the  hundred  Cities  faid; 

Aftift  our  Arms,  rais’d  for  a  murder’d  Son, 

In  this  religious  War  no -Rifque  you’ll  run: 
Revenge  the  Dead— -for  who  refufe  to  give 
Reft  to  their  Urns,  unworthy  are  to  live. 

What  you  requeft,  thus  I&acus.  replies. 

Not  I,  but  Trutli  and  common  Faith  denies; 
Athens  and  wc  have  long  been  fworn  Allies: 


? 


Our 
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Our  Leagues  are  fix’d ,  confed’rate  are  our  Pow’rs, 
And  who  declare  themfelves  Their  Foes,  are  Ours. 

Minos  rejoins.  Your  League  fhall  dearly  colt ; 

(Yet,  mindful  how  much  fafer  I  was  to  boafl. 

Than  there  to  wafte  his  Forces  and  his  Fame, 

Before  in  Field  with  his  grand  Foe  he  came) 

Parts  without  Blows  —  Nor  long  had  left  the  Shore, 
E’er  into  Port  another  Navy  bore. 

With  Cephalus ,  and  all  his  jolly  Crew  > 

T\\  At. acids s  their  old  Acquaintance  knew: 

The  Princes  bid  him  welcome,  and  in  State 
Conduct  the  Heroe  to  their  Palace  Gate  ,• 

Who  ent’ring,  feem’d  the  charming  Mein  to  wear. 

As  when  in  Youth  he  paid  his  Vifit  there. 

In  his  Light  Hand  an  Olive-branch  he  holds, 

i 

And,  Salutation  paft,  the  Chief  unfolds 
His  EmbafTy  from  the  Athenian  State, 

Their  mutual  Friendfhip,  Leagues  of  ancient  Date > 
Their  common  Danger,  ev’ry  thing  cou’d  wake 
Concern,  and  his  Addrefs  fuccefsful  make: 

Strength  ning  his  Plea  with  all  the  Charms  of  Senfe, 
And  thofe,  with  all  the  Charms  of  Eloquence. 

Then  thus  the  King:  Like  Suiters  do  you  Hand 
For  that  Afliftance  which  you  may  command? 
Athenians ,  all  our  lifted  Forces  ufe, 

(They’re  fuch  as  no  bold  Service  will  refufe  ;) 

And  when  y’avc  drawn  them  off,  the  Gods  be  prais’d, 
Frefh  Legions  can  within  our  Ifle  be  rais’d: 

So  flock’d  with  People,  that  we  can  prepare 
Both  for  domeflick,  and  for  diftant  W ar, 

9 

Ours,  or  our  Friends  Infulters  to  chaftize. 

Long  may  ye  flourifh  thus,  the  Prince  replies. 
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Strange  Tranfport  feiz’d  me  as  I  pafs’d  along. 

To  meet  fo  many  Troops,  and  all  fo  young, 

9 

As  if  your  Army  did  of  Twins  confift; 

Yet  amongft  them  my  late  Acquaintance  mifs’d : 

Ev’n  all  that  to  your  Palace  did  refort, 

* 

When  firft  you  entertain’d  me  at  your  Court; 

And  cannot  guefs  the  Caufe  from  whence  cou’d  Ipring 
So  vaft  a  Change —  Then  thus  the  fighing  King: 

Illuftrious  Gueft,  to  my  ftrange  Tale  attend. 

Of  fad  Beginning,  but  a  joyful  End : 

The  whole  to  a  vaft  Hiftory  wou’d  {well, 

I  fllall  but  half,  and  that  confus’dly,  tell. 

That  Race  whom  fo  deferv’dly  you  admir’d. 

Are  all  into  their  ftlent  Tombs  retir’d: 

They  fell;  and  falling,  how  they  fhook  my  State, 
Thought  may  conceive,  but  Words  can  ne’er  relate. 


'The  Story  of  Ants  changed  to  Men 

% 

By  Mr.  Stonestreet. 


A  dreadful  Plague  from  angry  funo  earner 
To  fcourge  the  Land  that  bore  her  Rival’s  Name; 
Before  her  fatal  Anger  was  reveal’d. 

And  teeming  Malice  lay  as  yet  conceal’d. 

All  Remedies  wc  try,  all  Med’cines  ufe. 

Which  Nature  cou’d  fupply,  or  Art  produce; 

Th’ unconquer’d  Foe  derides  the  vain  Dciign, 

And  Art  and  Nature  foil’d,  declare  the  Caufe  Divine 
At  firft  we  only  felt  th'  oppreftive  Weight 
Of  gloomy  Clouds,  then  teeming  with  our  Fate, 

9 

And  lab’ring  to  difeharge  unaftivc  Heat  : 
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But  ere  four  Moons  alternate  Changes  knew. 

With  deadly  Blafts  the  fatal  South-wind  blew. 

Infected  all  the  Air,  and  poifon’d  as  it  flew. 

Our  Fountains  too  a  dire  Infection  yield. 

For  Crowds  of  Vipers  creep  along  the  Field, 

And  with  polluted  Gore,  and  baneful  Steams, 

Taint  all  the  Lakes,  and  venom  all  the  Streams. 

The  young  Difeafe  with  milder  Force  began. 

And  rag'd  on  Birds  and  Beafts,  excusing  Man. 

The  lab’ ring  Oxen  fall  before  the  Plow, 

Th’ unhappy  Plow-men  flare,  and  wonder  how  : 

The  tabid  Sheep,  with  fickly  Bleatings,  pines; 

Its  Wooll  decreallng,  as  its  Strength  declines'! 

The  warlike  Steed,  by  inward  Foes  compell'd 
Negle6fs  his  Honours,  and  deferts  the  Field; 

Unnerv’d  and  languid,  Peeks  a  bafe  Retreat, 

And  at  the  Manger  groans,  but  wiilfd  a  nobler  Fate : 

The  Stags  forget  their  Speed,  the  Boars  their  Rage, 

Nor  can  the  Bears  the  ftronger  Herds  engage  : 

A  gen’ral  Faintnefs  does  invade  ’em  all. 

And  in  the  Woods  and  Fields  promifeuoufly  they  fall 
The  Air  receives  the  Stench,  and  (ftrange  to  fay) 

The  rav’nous  Birds  and  Beafts  avoid  the  Prey : 
Th'offenfive  Bodies  rot  upon  the  Ground, 

And  fpread  the  dire  Contagion  all  around. 

But  now  the  Plague,  grown  to  a  larger  Size, 

Riots  on  Man,  and  fcorns  a  meaner  Prize. 

Inteftine  Heats  begin  the  Civil  War, 

And  Flufhings  fir  ft  the  latent  Flame  declare. 

And  Breath  infpifd,  which  feem’d  like  fiery  Air. 

Their  black  dry  Tongues  arc  fwell’d,  and  Pearce  can  move;; 
And  fhort  thick  Sighs  from  panting  Lungs  are  drove. 
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They  gape  for  Air,  with  flatt’ring  Hopes  t’  abate 

Their  raging  Blames,  but  that  augments  their  Heat. 

♦ 

No  Bed,  no  Cov’ring  can  the  Wretches  bear. 

But  on  the  Ground,  expos’d  to  open  Air, 

They  lye,  and  hope  to  find  a  pleafing  Coolnefs  there 

The  fuff’ring  Earth,  with  that  Opprefllon  curfi, 

•  ♦ 

Returns  the  Heat  which  they  imparted  firft. 

•  6 

In  vain  Phyficians  would  beftow  their  Aid, 

Vain  all  their  Art,  and  ufelefs  all  their  Trade; 

•  #  * 

And  they,  ev’n  they,  who  fleeting  Life  recall, 

Eeel  the  fame  Pow’rs,  and  undiftinguifh’d  fall. 

If  any  proves  fo  daring  to  attend 

His  fick  Companion,  or  his  darling  Friend, 

Th’ officious  Wretch  fucks  in  contagious  Breath, 


1 


And  with  his  Friend  does  fympathize  in  Death. 

And  now  the  Care  and  Hopes  of  Life  are  pafl. 
They  pleafe  their  Fancies,  and  indulge  their  Tafte; 
At  Brooks  and  Streams,  regardlefs  of  their  Shame, 


Each  Sex,  promifcuous,  ftrives  to  quench  their  Flame ; 
Nor  do  they  ftrive  in  vain  to  quench  it  there. 

For  Thirfl:  and  Life  at  once  extinguish'd  are. 

Thus  in  the  Brooks  the  dying  Bodies  fink, 

But  hcedlefs  ftill  the  rafb  Survivors  drink. 


So  much  uneafy  Down  the  Wretches  hate. 

They  fly  their  Beds  to  ftruggle  with  their  Fate; 

But  if  decaying  Strength  forbids  to  rife. 

The  Vi6tim  crawls  and  rouls,  till  on  the  Ground  he  lies. 
Each  fhuns  his  Bed,  as  each  wou’d  fhun  his  Tomb, 

And  thinks  th’  Infection  only  lodg’d  at  home. 

Here  one,  with  fainting  fieps,  does  flowly  creep 
O’er  Heaps  of  Dead,  and  ftraight  augments  a  Heap; 


Ano- 
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Another,  while  his  Strength  and  Tongue  prevail’d. 
Bewails  his  Friend,  and  fails  himfelf  bewail’d: 

This  with  imploring  Looks  furveys  the  Skies,  p 

The  lafl  dear  Office  of  his  clofing  Eyes,  S 

But  finds  the  Heav’ns  implacable,  and  dies.  ] 

What  now,  ah !  what  employ’d  my  troubled  Mind  ? 
But  only  Hopes  my  Subje&s  Fate  to  find. 

What  Place  foe’er  my  weeping  Eyes  Purvey, 

There  in  lamented  Heaps  the  Vulgar  lay > 

ft 

As  Acorns  fcatter  when  the  Winds  prevail. 

Or  mellow  Fruit  from  fhaken  Branches  fall. 

You  fee  that  Dome  which  rears  its  Front  fo  high: 

’Tis  facred  to  the  Monarch  of  the  Sky: 

How  many  there,  with  unregarded  Tears, 

And  fruitlefs  Vows,  fent  up  fiiccefslefs  Pray’rs  ? 

There  Fathers  for  expiring  Sons  implor’d. 

And  there  the  Wife  bewail’d  her  gafping  Lord ; 

W ith  pious  Off  rings  they’d  appeafe  the  Skies,  ^ 

But  they,  ere  yet  th’ attoning  Vapours  rife,  s 

Before  the  Altars  fall,  themfelves  a  Sacrifice :  \ 

They  fall,  while  yet  their  Hands  the  Gums  contain. 

The  Gums  furviring,  but  their  Off  rets  (lain. 

The  defin'd  Ox,  with  holy  Garlands  crown’d. 

Prevents  the  Blow,  and  feels  an  unexpected  Wound: 
When  I  my  felf  invok’d  the  Pow’rs  Divine, 

To  drive  the  fatal  Peft  from  Me  and  Mine  5 

9 

When  now  the  Ptieff  with  Hands  uplifted  flood, 

d  to  fhrke,  and  filed  the  facred  Blood, 

The  Gods  themfelves  the  mortal  Stroke  bellow. 

The  Victim  falls,  but  They  impart  the  Blow  : 

Q  q  q 
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Scarce  was  the  Knife  with  the  pale  Purple  Itain’d, 
And  no  Prefages  cou’d  be  then  obtain’d. 

From  putrid  Entrails,  where  th’  Infection  reign’d. 

Death  {talk’d  around  with  fuch  refiftlefs  Sway, 

The  Temples  of  the  Gods  his  Force  obey. 

And  Suppliants  feel  his  Stroke  while  yet  they  pray. 
Go  now,  faid  he,  your  Deities  implore 
For  fruitlefs  Aid,  for  I  defie  their  Pow’r. 

Then  with  a  curft  malicious  Joy  furvey’d 
The  very  Altars,  ltain’d  with  Trophies  of  the  Dead. 

The  relt  grown  mad,  and  frantick  with  Defpair, 
Urge  their  own  Fate,  and  fo  prevent  the  Fear. 
Strange  Madnefs,  that,  when  Death  purfu’d  fo  fait, 

T’  anticipate  the  Blow  with  impious  Halle. 

No  decent  Honour  to  their  Urns  are  paid. 

Nor  cou’d  the  Graves  receive  the  num’rous  Dead ; 
For,  or  they  lay  unbury ’d  on  the  Ground, 

Or  unadorn’d  a  needy  Fun’ral  found: 

All  Rev’rence  palt,  the  fainting  Wretches  fight 
For  Fun’ral  Piles  which  were  another’s  Right. 

Unmourn’d  they  fall,  for  who  furviv’d  to  mourn  > 
And  Sires  and  Mothers  unlamented  burn : 

Parents  and  Sons  fultain  an  equal  Fate, 

And  wand’ring  Gholts  their  kindred  Shadows  meet. 
The  Dead  a  larger  Space  of  Ground  require. 

Nor  are  the  Trees  fufficient  for  the  Fire. 

Defpairing  under  Grief’s  oppreffive  Weight, 

And  funk  by  thefe  tempeftuous  Blalls  of  Fate, 

O  "Jove,  faid  I,  if  common  Fame  fays  true. 

If  e’er  JEgina  gave  thofc  Joys  to  you. 
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If  e’er  you  lay  enclos’d  in  her  Embrace, 

Fond  of  her  Charms,  and  eager  to  polTefsj 
O  Father,  if  you  do  not  yet  difclaim 
Paternal  Care,  nor  yet  difcwn  the  Name ; 

Grant  my  Petitions,  and  with  Speed  reftore 
My  Subjedts  num’rous  as  they  were  before. 

Or  make  me  Partner  of  the  Fate  they  bore. 

I  Ipoke,  and  glorious  Lightning  fhone  around? 

And  ratling  Thunder  gave  a  profp’rous  Sound ; 

So  let  it  be,  and  may  thefe  Omens  prove 
A  Pledge,  faid  I,  of  your  returning  Love. 

By  chance  a  rev’rend  Oak  was  near  the  Place? 
Sacred  to  Joves  and  of  Dodonas  Race, 

Where  frugal  Ants  laid  up  their  Winter  Meat, 
Whofe  little  Bodies  bear  a  mighty  Weight: 

We  faw  them  march  along,  and  hide  their  Store, 
And  much  admir’d  their  Number,  and  their  Pow’r  j 
Admir’d  at  firft,  but  after  envy’d  more. 

Full  of  Amazement,  thus  to  Jove  I  pray’d, 

O  grant,  fince  thus  my  Subjedts  are  decay’d, 

As  many  Subjects  to  fupply  the  Dead. 

I  pray’d,  and  jftrange  Convuldons  mov’d  the  Oak, 
Which  murmur’d,  tho’  by  ambient  Winds  unfhook 
My  trembling  Hands-,  and  ftiif  eredted  Hair, 
Expreft  all  Tokens  of  uncommon  Fear ; 

% 

Yet  both  the  Earth  and  facred  Oak  I  k ill. 

And  fcarce  cou’d  hope,  yet  Hill  I  hop’d  the  belt ; 
For  Wretches,  whatfoe’er  the  Fates  divine. 

Expound  all  Omens  to  their  own  Dehgn. 

But  now  ’twas  Night,  when  ev’n  Diftradtion  wears 
A  pleafing  Look,  and  Dreams  beguile  our  Cares. 
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Lo !  the  fame  Oak  appears  before  my  Eyes, 

Nor  alter’d  in  its  Shape,  nor  former  Size  5 
As  many  Ants  the  numerous  Branches  bear. 

The  fame  their  Labour*  and  their  frugal  Care; 

The  Branches  too  a  like  Commotion  found. 

And  fhook  th’induftrious  Creatures  on  the  Ground, 

* 

Who,  by  degrees  (what’s  fcarce  to  be  believ’d) 

A  nobler  Form,  and  larger  Bulk  receiv’d. 

And  on  the  Earth  walk’d  an  unufual  Face, 

With  manly  Strides,  and  an  eredfed  Face; 

Their  num’rous  Legs,  and  former  Colour  loft. 

The  Infedts  cou’d  a  Human  Figure  boaft. 

I  wake,  and  waking  find  my  Cares  again. 

And  to  the  unperforming  Gods  complain. 

And  call  their  Promife  and  Pretences  vain. 

Y et  in  my  Court  I  heard  the  murm’ring  V oice 
Of  Strangers,  and  a  mixt  uncommon  Noife : 

But  I  fufpedted  all  was  ftill  a  Dream, 

’Till  Telamon  to  my  Apartment  came, 

Op’ning  the  Door  with  an  impetuous  Halfe, 

0  come,  faid  he,  and  fee  your  Faith  and  Hopes  furpaft : 
I  follow,  and,  confus’d  with  Wonder,  view 


Thofe  Shapes  which  my  prefaging  Slumbers  drew 
I  faw,  and  own’d,  and  call’d  them  Subjects,  they 
Comfeft  my  Pow’r,  fubmiffive  to  my  Sway. 

T o  Jove,  Reftorer  bf  my  Race  decay’d, 

My  Vows  were  firffc  "with  due  Oblations  paid. 

I  then  divide  with  an  impartial  Hand 
My  empty  City,  and  my  ruin’d  Land, 

To  give  the  New-b6rn  Youth  an  equal  Share, 

And  call  them  Myrmidons,  from  what  they  were. 
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You  faw  their  Perfons,  and  they  Bill  retain 
The  Thrift  of  Ants,  tho’  now  transform’d  to  Men. 
A  frugal  People,  and  inur’d  to  Sweat, 

Lab’ring  to  gain,  and  keeping  what  they  get. 

Thefe,  equal  both  in  Strength  and  Years,  fhall  join 
Their  willing  Aid,  and  follow  your  Defign, 

W ith  the  firft  Southern  Gale  that  fhall  prefent 
To  fill  your  Sails,  and  favour  your  Intent. 

Continud  by  Adr .  Tate. 


With  fiich  Difcourfe  they  entertain  the  Day  > 

The  Ev’ning  paft  in  Banquets,  Sport,  and  Play: 
Then,  having  crown’d  the  Night  with  fweet  Repofi 

Aurora  (with  the  Wind  at  Eaft)  arofe. 

Now  ‘Pallas  Sons  to  Cephalus  refGrt, 

And  Cephalus  with  Pallas  Sons  to  Court, 

To  the  Kings  Levee;  him  Sleep’s  filken  Chain, 
And  pleating  Dreams,  beyond  his  Hour  detain; 

But  then  the  Princes  of  the  Blood,  in  State, 

Expert  and  meet  ’em  at  the  Palace  Gate. 


Ihe  Story  of  Cephalus  and  Procris. 

% 

To  th’ inmoll  Courts  the  Grecian  Youths  were  led, 

And  plac’d  by  T  hocus  on  a  Tyrian  Bed ; 

Who,  loon  obferving  Cephalus  to  hold 

A  Dart  of  unknown  Wood,  but  arm’d  with  Gold  j 
None  better  loves  (faid  he)  the  Huntsman’s  Sport, 
Or  does  more  often  to  the  Woods  refort; 

Yet  I  that  Jav’lin’s  Stem  with  Wonder  view. 

Too  brown  for  Box,  too  fmooth  a  Grain  for  Yew. 

1  cannot  gucis  the  Tree;  but  never  Art 
Did  form,  or  Eyes  behold  fo  fair  a  Dart ! 

R  r  r 
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The  Gueft  then  interrupts  him-— Twoud  produce 
Still  greater  Wonder,  if  you  knew  its  Ufe. 

It  never  fails  to  ffcrike  the  Game,  and  them 


Comes  bloody  back  into  your  Hand  again. 

Then  Ph "  .  each  Particular  delires. 

And  th’ Author  of  the  wondrous  Gift  enquires; 
To  which  the  Owner  thus,  with  weeping  Eyes, 
And  Sorrow  for  his  Wife’s  fad  Fate,  replies. 
This  Weapon  here  (O  Prince!)  can  you  believe 
This  Dart  the  Caufe  for  which  fo  much  I  grieve; 
And  fhall  continue  to  grieve  on,  ’till  Fate 
Afford  fuch  wretched  Life  no  longer  Date. 
Would  I  this  fatal  Gift  had  ne’er  enjoy’d. 

This  fatal  Gift  my  tender  Wife  deftroy’d : 

Procris  her  Name,  ally’d  in  Charms  and  Blood 
To  fair  Orythia  courted  by  a  God. 

Her  Father  feal’d  my  Hopes  with  Rites  Divine, 
But  firmer  Love  before  had  made  her  mine. 

Men  call’d  me  bleft,  and  bled  I  was  indeed. 

The  fecond  Month  our  Nuptials  did  fucceed  5 
W hen  (as  upon  Hymettus ’  dewy  Head, 

For  Mountain  Stags,  my  Net  betimes  I  fjpread) 

Aurora  fpy’d,  and  ravifh’d  me  away, 

W ith  Rev’rence  to  the  Goddefs,  I  mull  fay, 
Againd  my  Will,  for  Procris  had  my  Heart, 

Nor  wou’d  her  Image  from  my  Thoughts  depart. 
At  lad,  in  Rage  (lie  cry’d.  Ingrateful  Boy 

Go  to  your  Procris ,  take  your  fatal  Joy; 

And  fo  difmifs’d  me:  Mufing,  as  I  went, 

W hat  thofe  Expreffons  of  the  Goddefs  meant, 
A  thoufand  jealous  Fears  poffcfs  me  now. 

Left  Procris  had  prophan’d  her  Nuptial  Vow: 
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Her  Youth  and  Charms  did  to  my  Fancy  paint 
A  lewd  Adultrefs,  but  her  Life  a  Saint. 

Yet  X  was  abfent  long,  the  Goddefs  too 
Taught  me  how  far  a  Woman  cou’d  be  true. 

Auroras  Treatment  much  Sufpicion  bred  5 
jBefides,  who  truly  love,  ev’n  Shadows  dread. 

I  ftrait  impatient  for  the  Tryal  grew, 

Wh at  Courtfhip  back’d  with  richeft  Gifts  cou’ d  do. 
Auroras  Envy  aided  my  Defign, 

And  lent  me  Features  far  unlike  to  mine. 

In  this  Difguife  to  my  own  Houfe  I  came. 

But  all  was  chafte,  no  confcious  Sign  of  Blame  : 

W ith  thoufand  Arts  X  fcarce  Admittance  found. 
And  then  beheld  her  weeping  on  the  Ground 
For  her  loft  Husband  5  hardly  I  retain’d 
My  Purpofe,  fcarce  the  wifh’d  Embrace  refrain’d. 
How  charming  was  her  Grief!  Then,  Fhocuss  guejfs 
What  killing  Beauties  waited  on  her  Drefs. 

Her  conftant  Anfwer,  when  my  Suit  I  preft. 

Forbear,  my  Lord’s  dear  Image  guards  this  Breaft  5 
Where-e’er  he  is,  whatever  Caufe  detains, 

Who-e’cr  has  his,  my  Heart  unmov’d  remains. 

What  greater  Proofs  of  Truth  than  thefe  cou’d  be  ? 
Yet  I  perfift,  and  urge  my  Dcftiny. 

At  length,  flic  found,  when  my  own  Form  return’d. 
Her  jealous  Lover  there,  whofc  Lofs  fhe  mourn’d. 
Enrag’d  with  my  Sufpicion,  fwift  as  Wind, 

She  fled  at  once  from  me  and  all  Mankind ; 

And  fo  became,  her  Pu  rpofe  to  retain, 

A  Nymph,  nnd  PIuntrefs  in  Dianas  Train.* 

Forfakcn  thus,  I  found  my  Flames  encreafe, 

I  own’d  my  Folly,  and  I  fu’d  for  Pence. 
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It  was  a  Fault,  but  not  of  Guilt,  to  move 
Such  Punifliment,  a  Fault  of  too  much  Love. 

Thus  I  retriev’d  her  to  my  longing  Arms, 

And  many  happy  Days  poffefs’d  her  Charms. 

But  with  herfelf  fhe  kindly  did  confer* 

What  Gifts  the  Goddefs  had  bellow’d  on  her ; 

The  fleeted  Grey-hound,  with  this  lovely  Dart, 

And  I  of  both  have  Wonders  to  impart. 

Near  Thebes  a  Savage  Bead,  of  Race  unknown. 

Laid  wade  the  Field,  and  bore  the  Vineyards  down ; 
The  Swains  ded  from  him,  and  with  one  Confent 
Our  Grecian  Youth  to  chafe  the  Monder  went; 

More  fwift  than  Lightning  he  the  Toils  furpad, 

And  in  his  Courfe  Spears,  Men,  and  Trees  o’er-caft. 

% 

We  dipt  our  Dogs,  and  lad  my  Lelaps  too. 

When  none  of  all  the  mortal  Race  wou’d  do  : 

He  long  before  was  druggling  from  my  Hands, 

And,  e’re  we  cou’d  unloofe  him,  broke  his  Bands. 
That  Minute  where  he  was  we  cou’d  not  find. 

And  only  faw  the  Dud  he  left  behind. 

I  climb’d  a  neighb’ring  Hill  to  view  the  Chafe, 
While  in  the  Plain  they  held  an  equal  Race ; 

The  Savage  now  feems  caught,  and  now  by  Force 
To  quit  himfelf,  nor  holds  the  fame  drait  Courfe  j 
But  running  counter,  from  the  Foe  withdraws, 

And  with  fhort  Turning  cheats  his  gaping  Jaws: 
Which  he  retrieves,  and  dill  fo  clofely  pred. 

You’d  fear  at  ev’ry  Stretch  he  were  polfefs’d ; 

Yet  for  the  Gripe  his  Fangs  in  vain  prepare. 

The  Game  fhoots  from  him,  and  he  chops  the  Air. 
To  cad  my  Jav’lin  then  I  took  my  Stand; 

But  as  the  Thongs  were  fitting  to  my  Hand, 


While 
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While  to  the  Valley  I  o’er-look’d  the  Wood, 

Before  my  Eyes  two  Marble  Statues  ftood. 

That,  as  purfifd,  appearing  at  full  Stretch,  * 

This  barking  after,  and  at  point  to  catch. 

Some  God  their  Courfe  did  with  this  Wonder  grace. 
That  neither  might  be  conquer’d  in  the  Chafe  $ 

A  fudden  Silence  here  his  Tongue  fuppreft. 

He  here  Hops  illort,  and  fain  wou’d  wave  the  reft. 

/ 

The  eager  Prince  then  urg’d  him  to  impart. 

The  Fortune  that  attended  on  the  Dart. 

Firft  then  (Paid  he)  paft  Joys  let  me  relate. 

For  Blifs  was  the  Foundation  of  my  Fate. 

No  Language  can  thofe  happy  Hours  exprefs. 

Did  from  our  Nuptials  me  and  Procris  blefs : 

The  kindeft  Pair !  What  more  cou’d  Heav’n  confer  > 
For  She  was  all  to  me,  and  I  to  her. 

Had  Jove  made  Love,  great  Jove  had  been  defpis’d ; 

And  I  my  Procris  more  than  Venus  priz’d  i 

Thus  while  no  other  Joy  we  did  afpire, 

We  grew  at  laft  one  Soul,  and  one  Defire. 

Forth  to  the  Woods  I  went  at  Break  of  Day, 

(The  conftant  Fra6tice  of  my  Youth)  for  Prey: 

Nor  yet  for  Servant,  Horfe,  or  Dog  did  call, 

I  found  this  fingle  Dart  to  ferve  for  all. 

With  Slaughter  tir’d,  I  fought  the  cooler  Shade, 

And  Winds  that  from  the  Mountains  pierc’d  the  Glade 
Come,  gentle  Air,  ( fo  was  I  wont  to  fay) 

t  t 

Come,  gentle  Air,  fweet  Aura  come  away. 

This  always  was  the  Burden  of  my  Song, 

Come  Twage  my  Flames,  fweet  Aura  come  along. 

Thou  always  art  moft  welcome  to  my  Breafts 
I  faint ;  approach,  thou  deareft,  kindeft  Gu eft! 

S  f  f 
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Thefe  Biandifhments,  arid  more  than  thefe,  I  fa  i  d  , 
(By  Bate  to  unfufpedfced  Ruin  led) 

Thou  art  my  Joy,  for  thy  dear  fake  I  love 
Each  defart  Hill  and  folitary  Grove  ? 

When  (faint  with  Labour)  I  Refrefhment  need, 

Eor  Cordials  on  thy  fragrant  Breath  I  feed. 

At  lad  a  wand’ring  Swain  in  hearing  came. 

And  cheated  with  the  Sound  of  Aura  s  Name, 

He  thought  I  had  fome  Aflignation  made ; 

And  to  my  Frocris  Ear  the  News  convey’d. 

Great  Love  is  fooneA  with  Sufpicion  fir’d. 

She  fwoon’d,  and  with  the  Tale  almoft  expir’d. 

Ah !  wretched  Heart,  (fhe  cryd)  ah !  faithlefs  Man 
And  then  to  curfe  th’ imagin’d  Nymph  began: 

Yet  oft  fhe  doubts,  oft  hopes  fhe  is  deceiv’d. 

And  chides  herfelf  that  ever  fhe  believ’d 
Her  Lord  to  fuch  Injuftice  cou’d  proceed. 

Till  fhe  herfelf  were  Witnefs  of  the  Deed. 

Next  Morn  I  to  the  "Woods  again  repair. 

And,  weary  with  the  Chafe,  invoke  the  Air; 
Approach,  dear  Aura ,  and  my  Bofom  chear : 

At  which  a  mournful  Sound  did  fir  ike  my  Ear  > 

Yet  1  proceeded,  ’till  the  Thicket  by. 

With  milling  Noife  and  Motion,  drew  my  Eye  > 

I  thought  fome  Beall  of  Prey  was  fhelter’d  there. 
And  to  the  Covert  threw  my  certain  Spear  ; 

Erom  whence  a  tender  Sigh  my  Soul  did  wound, 

# 

Ah  me !  it  cry’d,  and  did  like  Frocris  found. 

Trocris  was  there,  too  well  the  Voice  I  knew. 

And  to  the  Place  with  headlong  Horror  flew  j 
W  here  I  beheld  her  gafping  on  the  Ground, 

In  vain  attempting  from  the  deadly  Wound 
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To  draw  the  Dart,  her  Loves  dear  fatal  Gift! 

My  guilty  Arms  had  fcarce  the  Strength  to  lift 
The  beauteous  Load ;  my  Silks  and  Hair  I  tore 
(If  pofliblej  to  ftanch  the  prefling  Gore ; 

For  Pity  begg’d  her  keep  her  flitting  Breath, 

And  not  to  leave  me  guilty  of  her  Death. 

While  I  intreat  fhe  fainted  fafl:  away. 

And  thefccf^  W ords  had  only  Strength  to  fay ; 

By  all  the  facred  Bonds  of  plighted  Love, 

By  all  your  Rev’rence  to  the  Pow'rs  above. 

By  all  that  made  me  charming  once  appear. 

By  all  the  Truth  for  which  you  held  me  dear. 

And  lafl:  by  Love,  the  Caufe  through  which  I  bleed. 

Let  Aura  never  to  my  Bed  fuccecd. 

I  then  perceiv’d  the  Error  of  our  Fate, 

And  told  it  her,  but  found  and  told  too  late ! 

I  felt  her  lower  to  my  Bofom  fall, 

And  while  her  Lyes  had  any  Sight  at  all. 

On  mine  fhe  fix’d  them  5  in  her  Pangs  ftill  prefi 
My  Hand,  and  figh’d  her  Soul  into  my  Breafl:  > 

Yet,  being  undeceiv’d,  refign’d  her  Breath 
Methought  more  chearfully,  and  fmil’d  in  Death. 

With  fuch  Concern  the  weeping  Heroe  told 
This  Tale,  that  none  who  heard  him  cou’d  with-hold. 
From  melting  into  fympathizing  Tears, 

T ill  JEacus  with  his  two  Sons  appears ; 

W  horn  he  commits,  with  their  ncw-levy’d  Bands, 

To  Fortunes,  and  fo  brave  a  Gen’ral’s  Hands. 
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tte  Story  of  N i s u s  and  Scylla 


By  Mr.  Croxall. 


Sgfejgl i  O  W  fhone  the  Morning  Star  in  bright  Array, 

m  n  -v  -r  •  f  1  n  i 


r>s 


To  vanquish  Night,  and  ufher  in  the  Day  : 
The  W  ind  veers  Southward,and  rnoill  Clouds 

a  rife. 


That  blot  with  Shades  the  Blue  Meridian  Skies. 
Cephalus  feels  with  Joy  the  kindly  Gales, 

His  new  Allies  unfurl  the  fwelling  Sails  > 

Steady  their  Courfc,  they  cleave  the  yielding  Main 


Steady  their  Courfe,  they  cleave  the  yielding  M 
And,  with  a  Willi,  tlV  intended  Harbour  gain. 

Mean  while  King  Minos  3  on  the  A / tick  Strand, 
Difplays  his  martial  Skill,  and  waftes  the  Land 
His  Army  lies  encampt  upon  the  Plains, 


A t tick  Strand 


Before  Alcat hoc’s  Walls 


Nifus  reigns 


On  whofc  grey  Head  a  Lock  of  Purple  Hue, 

The  Strength  and  Fortune  of  his  Kingdom,  grew 

T  t  t 
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Six  Moons  were  gone  and  pa it,  when  Bill  from  far 

Victoria  hover’d  o’er  the  doubtful  W ar. 

* 

So  long,  to  both  inclin’d,  th’ impartial  Maid 
Between  ’em  both  her  equal  Wings  difplay’d. 

High  on  the  Walls,  by  Thcebus  vocal  made, 

A  Turret  of  the  Palace  rais’d  its  Head; 

And  where  the  God  his  tuneful  Harp  refign’d. 

The  Sound  within  the  Stones  ftill  lay  enfhrin’d. 
Hither  the  Daughter  of  the  Purple  King 
Afcended  oft,  to  hear  its  Mufick  ring ; 

And,  ftriking  with  a  Pebble,  wou’d  releafe 
Th’ enchanted  Notes,  in  Times  of  happy  Peace. 

Now  too,  from  thence,  the  curious  Maid  beheld 
Rough  Feats  of  Arms,  and  Combats  of  the  Field : 


And,  flnce  the  Siese  was  Ion 


had  learnt  the  Name 


Of  ev’ry  Chief,  his  Character,  and  Fame  ; 

Their  Arms,  their  Horfe,  and  Quiver  file  defcry’d 
N or  cou’d  the  Drefs  of  W ar  the  W arrior  hide. 

Europas  Son  (he  knew  above  the  Reft, 

And  more,  than  well  became  a  Virgin  Bread: 

In  vain  the  crefted  Morion  veils  his  Face, 

She  thinks  it  adds  a  more  peculiar  Grace : 

His  ample  Shield,  emboft  with  burnifh'd  Gold, 

Still  makes  the  Bearer  lovelier  to  behold: 

When  the  tough  Jav’lin,  with  a  Whirl,  he  fends. 
His  Strength  and  Skill  the  iighing  Maid  commends 
Or,  when  he  drains  to  draw  the  circling  Bow, 

And  his  fine  Limbs  a  manly  Pofture  fhow> 


Compar'd 


he  performs  fo 


Let  her  be  Judge,  and  Minos  fhall  excell. 

But  when  the  Helm,  put  off,  difplay’d  to  Sight 
And  fet  his  Features  in  an  open  Light  ; 


Book  VIII 


VI  D 


Metamorphoses 

^  « 


■ 

When,  vaulting  to  his  Seat,  his  Steed  he  preft, 
Caparifon’d  in  Gold,  and  richly  dred ; 

Himfelf  in  Scarlet  fumptuoufly  array'd. 

New  Paflions  rife,  and  fire  the  franticit  Maid. 

O  happy  Spear!  file  cries,  that  feels  his  Touch ; 
Nay,  ev’n  the  Reins  he  holds  are  bled  too  much. 
Oh!  were  it  lawful,  fhe  cou’d  wing  her  Way 
Thro’  the  Bern  hodile  Troops  without  Difmay; 
Or  throw  her  Body  to  the  didant  Ground, 

And  in  the  Cretans  happy  Camp  be  found. 

Wou’d  Minos  but  dcfire  it!  fhe’d  expofe 
Her  native  Country  to  her  Country's  Foes  ; 
Unbar  the  Gates,  the  Town  with  Flames  infeft. 
Or  any  thing  that  Minos  fhou’d  requed. 

And,  as  file  fate,  and  pleas’d  her  longing  Sight 

% 

Viewing  the  King’s  Pavilion  veil’d  with  White, 
Shou’d  Joy,  or  Grief,  fhe  faid,  poffefs  my  Bread 
To  fee  my  Country  by  a  War  opprefl? 

I’m  in  Sufpenfe:  For,  tho’  ’tis  Grief  to  know 
I  love  a  Man  that  is  declar’d  my  Foe ; 

Yet,  in  my  own  Defpite,  I  mud  approve 

That  lucky  War,  which  brought  the  Man  I  love. 

♦ 

Yet,  were  I  tender'd  as  a  Pledge  of  Peace, 


The  Cruelties  of  War  might  quickly  ceafe. 

Oh !  with  what  Joy  I’d  wear  the  Chains  he  gave ! 
A  patient  Hoftage,  and  a  willing  Slave. 

Thou  lovely  Obje<5t !  if  the  Nymph  that  bare 
Thy  charming  Perfon,  were  but  half  fo  fair; 
Well  might  a  God  her  Virgin  Bloom  defire. 
And  with  a  Rape  indulge  his  amorous  Fire. 

Oh!  had  I  Wings  to  glide  along  the  Air, 

To  his  dear  Tent  I'd  fly,  and  fettle  there: 
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There  tell  my  Quality,  confefs  my  Flame, 
And  grant  him  any  Dowry  that  he’d  name. 
All,  all  I’d.  give  ;  only  my  native  Land, 

My  deareft  Country,  fhou’d  excepted  Hand 
For,  perifh  Love,  and  all  expedfced  Joys, 


E’re,  with  fo  bafe  a  Thougl 


my  Soul  compl 


Yet,  oft  the  Vanquifh’d  home  Advantage  find. 

When  conquer’d  by  a  noble,  gen’rous  Mind. 

Brave  Minos  juftly  has  the  War  begun, 

Fir’d  with  Refentment  for  his  murder’d  Son  : 

The  righteous  Gods  a  righteous  Caufe  regard. 

And  will,  with  Victory,  his  Arms  reward  : 

We  muft  be  conquer’d  5  and  the  Captive’s  Fate 
Will  finely  feize  us,  tho1  it  feize  us  late. 

Why  then  fhou’d  Love  be  idle,  and  negledt 
What  Mars ,  by  Arms  and  Perils,  will  effedt  > 

Oh !  Prince,  I  dye,  with  anxious  Fear  oppreft. 

Left  fome  rafh  Hand  fhou’d  wound  my  Charmer’s  Breaft : 


For,  if  they  faw 


barb’rous  Mind  cou’d  dare 


Againft  that  lovely  Form  to  raife  a  Spear. 

But  I’m  rcfolv’d,  and  fix’d  in  this  Decree, 
My  Father's  Country  filall  my  Dowry  be. 
Thus  I  prevent  the  Lois  of  Life  and  Blood 


And,  in  EfFcdt 
V ain  Refolurio 


Adtion  muft  be  good 


for 


iy  G 


The  irufty  Centinels,  liiccclfive,  wait: 

The  Keys  my  Father  keeps;  ah !  there’s  my  Grief 
’Tis  he  obftmdts  all  Hopes  of  my  Relief. 

Gods!  that  this  hated  Light  I’d  never  fc9n! 

Or,  all  my  Life,  without  a  F athcc  ibc^p  l 
But  Gods  wc  all  may  be;  for  thofe  jthat  dare. 

Arc  Gods,  and  Fortune’s  chicfeft  payouts  fhatc 
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The  ruling  Pow’rs  a  lazy  Pray’r  deteft. 

The  bold  Adventurer  fucceeds  the  belt. 

What  other  Maid,  infpir’d  with  fuch  a  Flame, 

But  wou’d  take  Courage,  and  abandon  Shame  > 

,ut  wou’d,  tho’  Ruin  Alou’d  enfue,  remove 

Whate’er  oppos’d,  and  clear  the  Way  to  Love? 

This,  fhall  another’s  feeble  Paffion  dare? 

While  I  lit  tame,  and  languish  in  Defpair : 

Bio;  for  tho’  Fire  and  Sword  before  me  lay, 

Impatient  Love  thro’  both  Aloud  force  its  Way; 

Yet  I  have  no  fuch  Enemies  to  fear* 

* 

^  < 

My  foie  Obftrudfciori  is  my  Father’s  Hair; 

His  Purple  Lock  my  fanguine  Hope  destroys. 

And  clouds  the  Prolpedb  of  my  riling  Joys. 

Whilft  thus  Ale  fpoke,  amid  the  thick’ning  Air 
Night  fupervenes,  the  greateft  Nurfe  of  Care : 

And,  as  the  Goddefs  fpreads  her  fable  Wings, 

The  Virgin’s  Fears  decay,  and  Courage  fprings. 

The  Hour  was  come,  when  Mari’s  o’er-labout’d  Brealt 
Surceas’d  its  Care,  by  downy  Sleep  poffeft  : 

All  things  now  hufh’d,  Scylla  with  filent  Tread 
Urg’d  her  Approach  to  Nifus’  Royal  Bed : 

There,  of  the  fatal  Lock  (accurfed  Theft !) 

She  her  unwitting  Father’s  Head  bereft. 

In  fafe  Polfeffion  of  her  impious  Prey, 

Out  at  a  Poftern  Gate  Ale  takes  her  W ay. 

Embolden’d,  by  the  Merit  of  the  Deed, 

Shetraverfes  the  adverle  Camp  with  Speed, 

Till  Minos  Tent  Ale  reach’d  :  The  righteous  King 

She  thus  befpoke,  who  Aliver’d  at  the  thing. 

Behold  th*  Effect  of  Love’s  refiftlefs  Sway  J 

I*  Nt fits’  Royal  Seed,  to  thee  betray 
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My  Country,  and  my  Gods. 


For  this  ft  range  Task, 


Minos ,  no  other  Boon  but  Thee  I  ask. 

This  Purple  Lock,  a  Pledge  of  Love,  receive ; 

N  o  worthlefs  Prefent,  ftnce  in  it  I  give 

My  Father’s  Head. - Mov’d  at  a  Crime  fo  new. 

And  with  Abhorrence  fill’d,  back  Minos  drew. 

Nor  touch’d  th’ unhallow’d  Gift ;  but  thus  exclaim’d, 
(With  Mein  indignant,  and  with  Eyes  inflam’d; 
Perdition  feize  thee,  thou,  thy  Kind’s  Dilgrace ! 
May  thy  devoted  Carcafs  find  no  Place 


In  Earth 
Shall  Mi 


Air,  or  Sea,  by  all  out-caft  1 
with  fo  foul  a  Monfter*  blaft 


His  Cretan  World,  where  cradled  Jow  was  nurft  > 

Forbid  it  Heav’n  1  —  away,  thou  moft  accurft. 

And  now  Alcathoe,  its  Lord  exchang’d,  !  . , 

W as  under  Minos  Domination  rang’d. 

WTiile  the  moft  equal  King  his  Care  applies 
To  curb  the  Conquer’d,  and  new  Laws  deVife, ; 

The  Fleet,  by  his  Command,  with  hoifted  Sails* 

And  ready  Oars,  invites  the  murm’ring  Gales.  . 

At  length  the  Cretan  Hero  Anchor  weigh’d. 

Repaying,  with  Neglecft,  th' abandon’d  Maid, 

Deaf  to  her  Cries,  he  furrows  up  the  Main: 

In  vain  file  prays,  follicits  him  in  vain. .  , 

And  now  file  furious  grows*  in  wild  Defpair  ■ 

i 

She  wrings  her  Hands,  and  throws! aloft  her  Hair. : 
Where  run’ll  thou?  (thusfhe  vents ,her'  deejp  Diftids) ;  r 
Why  fhun’ft  thou  her  thfit  crqwn’d.phee  with; Suceefs  £ 

Her,  whofc  fond  Love  tQthcejCoifd  faci'ifice  i  M’v>w.  !!.< 
Her  Country, ,  a&di  het  Parent*  vfijdredi  Ti^s.f ,  b ,  j  y>  u  i i ' 
Can  nor  my  Lpyp^.  rrorTto^cr’df^efents^fiiid! . .  Mr  -o' 

t 

A  Palfage  to  thy  Heart,  and,  imake  thepTindF,  M.  -  v 


v  i 


ir 

*  *  N  » 

.1  V  J 


by l  an 


M/  yi\ZV 
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Can  nothing  move  thy  Pity  ?  O  Ingrate, 

Carfft  thou  behold  my  loft3  forlorn  Eft  ate* 

•  ^ 

And  not  be  foften’d  >  Can’ffc  thou  throw  off  One 


•  * 

Who  has  no  Refuge  left  but  Thee  alone  ? 

Where  {hall  I  feek  for  Comfort  >  whither  fly  I 
My  native  Country  does  in  Alhes  lye : 

Or  were’t  not  fo,  my  Treafon  bars  me  there, 

-  •  • 

And  bids  me  wander.  Shall  I  next  repair 
To  a  wrong’d  Father,  by  my  Guilt  undone  >  ----- 
Me  all  Mankind  defervedly  will  fbun. 

I,  out  of  all  the  W  orld,  my  felf  have  thrown. 
To  purchafe  an  Aeeefs  to  Crete  alone; 

Which,  hnce  refus’d*  ungen ’rous  Man,  give  o’er 
T o  boaft  thy  Race  i  Europa  never  bore 
A  thing  fo  favage.  Thee  fome  Tygrefs  bred 
On  the  bleak  Syrt's  inhofpitable  Bed  j 
Or  where  Charybdis  pours  its  rapid-  T ide 
Tempeftuous.  Thou  art  not  to  Jove  ally’d  5 

Nor  did  the  King  of  Gods  thy  Mother  meet 

•  « 

Beneath  a  Bull’s  forg’d  Shape,  and  bear  to  Crete „ 
That  Fable  of  thy  glorious  Birth  is  feign’d; 

Some  wild  outrageous  Bull  thy  Dam  fuftain’d. 

•  • 

O  Father  Nifus ,  now  my  Death  behold  5 

Exult,  O  City,  by  my  Bafenefs  fold1 : 

# 

Minos ,  obdurate,  has  aveng’d  yd  all  > 

*  *  x 

But  ’twere  more  juft  by  thdfe  I  wrong’d  to  fall  : 
For  why  fhou’dfl  thou,  who  only  didft  fubdue 

l  ^  1  ^ 

By  my  offending,  my  Offence  piirfue? 

C 

Well  art  thou  mateht  to  orie  whofe  a  rtf  rows-  Flame 
Too  fiercely  rag’d',}  for  Human-kind  tame ; 

One  who,  withih  a- woodcrl  Tieifet  thruff. 
Courted  a  lo  w>’HhgB  nil's1  ttliftaken  Tuft  5 
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And,  from  whofe  Monfter-teeming  Womb,  the  Earth 
Receiv’d,  what  much  it  mourn’d,  a  bi-forin  Birth. 

But  what  avail  my  Plaints  >  the  whittling  Wind 
Which  bears  him  far  away,  leaves  them  behind. 

W  ell  weigh’d  Fafipbae^  when  (he  prefer’ d 
A  Bull  to  thee,  more  brutifh  than  the  Herd. 

But  ah !  Time  ptettes,  and  the  labour’d  Oars  ? 

To  Diftance  drive  the  Fleet,  and  lofethe  lefs’ning  Shores 
Think  not,  ungrateful  Man,  the  liquid  Way 
And  threat’ning  Billows  fhall  inforce  my  Stay. 

I’ll  follow  thee  in  Spite :  My  Arms  I’ll  throw 
Around  thy  Oars,  or  grafp  thy  crooked  Prow,' 


And  drag  thro’  drenching  Seas. 


Her  eager  Tongue 


Had  hardly  clos’d  the  Speech,  when  forth  fhe  fprung 
And  prov’d  the  Deep.  Cupid  with  added  Force 
Recruits  each  Nerve,  and  aids  her  wat’ry  Courfe. 
Soon  fhe  the  Ship  attains,  unwelcome  Gueft > 

And,  as  with  clofe  Embrace  its  Sides  fhe  preft, 

A  Hawk  from  upper  Air  came  pouring  down: 

(  Twas  Nifus  cleft  the  Sky  with  Wings  new-grown. ) 

At  Scyllas  Head  his  horny  Bill  he  aims; 

She,  fearful  of  the  Blow,  the  Ship  difclaims. 

Quitting  her  Hold :  And  yet  fhe  fell  not  far. 

But  wondring,  finds  herfelf  fuftain’d  in  Air. 

Chang  d  to  a  Lark,  fhe  mottled  Pinions  fhook,' 

And,  from  the  ravifh’d  Lock,  the  Name  of  Ciris  took. 


Lhe  Labyrinth. 

f  •  \  o  ^  "  l  . 

%  .  1  .  \  .  ’  ;  V.  't  *  i-  *  ,  , 

Now  Minos >  landed  on  the  Cretan , Shore, 

^  ~  <  >  ^ 

Performs  his  Vows  to  Jorue's  protecting. Pow’r  j 
A  hundred  Bullocks,  of.  the  largeft  Breeds  .  i . 
With  Flowrcts  crown’d,  before  his  •  Altar  bleed; 


'  / 


While 
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While  Trophies  of  the  Vanquifh’d,  brought  from  far. 
Adorn  the  Palace  with  the  Spoils  of  W ar. 

Mean  while  the  Monfter  of  a  Huinan-Beafl, 

♦ 

His  Family’s  Reproach,  and  Stain,  increas’d. 

His  double  Rind  the  Rumour  fwiftly  fpread. 

And  evidenc’d  the  Mother’s  beaftly  Deed. 

When  Minos ,  willing  to  conceal  the  Shame 

» 

That  fprung  from  the  Reports  of  tattling  Fame, 
Refolves  a  dark  Inclofure  to  provide. 

And,  far  from  Sight,  the  two-form’d  Creature  hide. 

Great  Daedalus  of  Athens  was  the  Man 


That  made  the  Draught,  and  form’d  the  wondrous  Plan 
Where  Rooms  within  themfelves  encircled  lye. 

With  various  Windings,  to  deceive  the  Eye. 

As  foft  Meanders  wanton  Current  plays. 

When  thro’  the  ‘Phrygian  Fields  it  loofely  {fray's; 
Backward,  and  forward  rouls  the  dimpl’d  Tide, 
Seeming,  at  once,  two  different  Ways  to  glide : 

While  circling  Streams  their  former  Banks  furvcy. 

And  Waters  paft  fucceeding  Waters  fee: 

Now  floating  to  the  Sea  with  downward  Courfe, 

Now  pointing  upward  to  its  ancient  Source. 

Such  was  the  Work,  fo  intricate  the  Place, 

That  fcarce  the  Workman  all  its  Turns  cou  d  trace; 


And  Daedalus  was  puzzled  how  to  find 
The  fecret  Ways  of  what  himfelf  defign’d. 

Thefc  private  Walls  thcMinotaurc  include. 
Who  twice  was  glutted  with  Athenian  Blood: 

But  the  third  Tribute  more  fucccfsful  prov’d, 

4 

Slew  the  foul  Monfter,  and  the  Plague  remov’d. 


When  Thefeusy  aided  by  the  Virgin’s  Art, 

l 

Had  trac’d  the  guiding  Thread  thro’  ev’ry  Part, 


* 

i 
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He  took  the  gentle  'Maid  that  fet  him  free. 

And,  bound  for  (Diasi  cut  the  briny  Sea. 

There,  quickly  cloy’d,  ungrateful,  and  unkind. 

Left  his  fair  Confort  in  the  Ifle  behind. 

Whom  Bacchus  faw,  and  {training  in  his  Arms 

Her  rift’d  Bloom,  and  violated  Charms, 

Refolves,  for  this,  the  dear  engaging  Dame 
Shou’d  fhine  for  ever  in  the  Rolls  of  Tame; 

And  bids  her  Crown  among  the  Stars  be  plac’d. 

With  an  eternal  Confiellation  grac’d. 

The  golden  Circlet  mounts;  and,  as  it  flies. 

Its  Diamonds  twinkle  in  the  diftant  Skies ; 

There,  in  their  priftin  Form,  the  gemmy  Rays 
Between  Alddes  and  the  Dragon  blaze. 


'The  Story  of  Daedalus  and  Icarus 


In  tedious  Exile  now  too  long  detain’d, 
B.rdaks  languifh’d  for  his  native  Land: 

The  Sea  foreclos’d  his  Flight >  yet  thus  he  faid 
Tho*  Earth  and  Water  in  Subjection  laid, 

O  cruel  Minos ,  thy  Dominion  be. 

Well  go  thro’  Air;  for  fure  the  Air  is  free. 
Then  to  new  Arts  his  cunning  Thought  applit 
And  to  improve  the  Work  of  Nature  tries. 

A  Row  of  Quills  in  gradual  Order  plac’d. 

Rife  by  Degrees  in  Length  from  firft  to  laft; 
As  on  a  Cliff  th’  afcending  Thicket  grows. 

Or 5  different  Reeds  the  rural  Pipe  compofe. 
Along  the  Middle  runs  a  Twine  of  Flax, 

The  Bottom  Stems  are  joyn’d  by  pliant  Wax. 

4 

Thus,  well  compadb,  a  hollow  Bending  bring 
The  fine  Compofiirc  into  real  Wings. 
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His  Boy,  young  Icarus,  that  near  him  flood. 
Unthinking  of  his  Fate,  with  Smiles  purfu’d 
The  floating  Feathers,  which  the  moving  Air 

Bore  loofely  from  the  Ground,  and  wafted  here  and  there. 
Or  with  the  Wax  impertinently  play’d. 

And  with  his  childifh  Tricks  the  great  Defign  delay’d. 

The  final  Mafter-ftroke  at  laft  impos’d. 

And  now,  the  neat  Machine  compleatly  clos'd  5 
Fitting  his  Pinions,  on  a  Flight  he  tries. 

And  hung  felfballanc’d  in  the  beaten  Skies. 

Then  thus  inftmdts  his  Child ;  My  Boy,  take  Care 
To  wing  your  Courfe  along  the  middle  Air; 

If  low,  the  Surges  wet  your  Bagging  Plumes, 

If  high,  the  Sun  the  melting  Wax  confumes  : 

Steer  between  both:  Nor  to  the  Northern  Skies, 

Nor  South  Orion  turn  your  giddy  Eyes ; 

But  follow  me :  Let  me  before  you  lay 

Rules  for  the  Flight,  and  mark  the  pathlefs  Way. 

Then  teaching,  with  a  fond  Concern,  his  Son, 

He  took  the  untry ’d  Wings,  and  fix’d  ’em  on  j 
But  fix’d  with  trembling  Hands;  and,  as  he  fpeaks. 

The  Tears  roul  gently  down  his  aged  Cheeks. 

Then  kifs’d,  and  in  his  Arms  embrac’d  him  faft. 

But  knew  not  this  Embrace  muft  be  the  laft. 


And  mounting  upward,  as  he  wings  his  Flight, 
Back  on  his  Charge  he  turns  his  aking  Sight ; 
As  Parent  Birds,  when  firft  their  callow  Care 
Leave  the  high  Neft  to  tempt  the  liquid  Air. 
Then  cheats  him  on,  and  oft,  with  fatal  Art, 
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Or  gaping  Plowman  from  the  V ale  defcries 
They  Hare,  and  view  ’em  with  religious  Ey 
And  ftrait  conclude  ’em  Gods  >  fince  none. 


but  they 


Thro’  their  own  azure  Skies  cou’d  find  a  Way 
Now  2) dos ,  Paros  oh  the  Left  arefeen,  . 


And 


favour’d  by  Jove  s  haughty  Qt 


Upon  the  Right,  the  Ifle  Lebynthos  nam’d. 

And  fair  Calymn'e  for  its  Honey  fam’d; 

When  now  the  Boy,  whofe  childifh  Thoughts  afp 
To  loftier  Aims,  and  make  him  ramble  higher. 
Grown  wild  and  wanton,  more  embolden’d  flies 
Far  from  his  Guide,  and  foars  among  the  Skies. 
The  foft’ning  Wax,  that  felt  a  nearer  Sun, 
DilTolv’d  apace*  and  foon  began  to  run.  '  : 
The  Youth  in  vain  his  melting  Pinions  (hakes. 

His  Feathers  gone,  no  longer  Air  he  takes : 

Oh !  Father,  Father,  as  he  ftrove  to  cry* 

Down  to  the  Sea  he  tumbled  from  on  high. 

And  found  his  Fate  3  yet  ft  ill  fubfifts  by  Fame, 
Among  thofe  Waters  that  retain  his  Name. 

The  Father,  now  no  more  a  Father,  cries. 

Ho  Icarus !  where  are  you?  as  he  flies  5 

Where  fhall  I  feek  my  Boy  ?  he  cries  again. 

And  faw  his  Feathers  fcatter’d  on  the  Main. 

Then  curs’d  his  Art;  and  fun’ral  Rites  confer’d. 
Naming  the  Country  from  the  Youth  interr’d. 

A  Partridge,  from  a  neighb ’ring  Stump,  beheld 
The  Sire  his  monumental  Marble  build; 

Who,  with  peculiar  Call,  and  fiutt’ring  Wing, 
Chirpt  joyful,  and  malicious  feem’d  to  fing : 


Book  VIII.  O  V  l  D’s  Metamorphoses. 

.  '  *  _ _ 


/ 

The  only  Bird  of  all  its  Kind,  and  late 
Transform’d  in  Pity  to  a  feather’d  State: 

From  whence,  0  Daedalus,  thy  Guilt  we  date. 

His  Sifter’s  Son,  when  now  twelve  Years  were  paft 
Was,  with  his  Uncle,  as  a  Scholar  plac’d. 

The  unfufpedling  Mother  faw  his  Parts, 

And  Genius  fitted  for  the  fineft  Arts. 

This  foon  appear’d?  for  when  the  fpiny  Bone 
In  Fifties  Backs  was  by  the  Stripling  known, 

A  rare  Invention  thence  he  learnt  to  draw. 

Fil’d  Teeth  in  Iron,  and  made  the  grating  Saw. 

He  was  the  firft,  that  from  a  ICnob  of  Brafs 
Made  two  ftrait  Arms  with  widening  Stretch  to  pals ; 
That,  while  one  flood  upon  the  Center’s  Place, 

The  other  round  it  drew  a  circling  Space, 

Daedalus  envy’d  this,  and  from  the  Top 
Of  fair  Minerva  s  T emple  let  him  drop  ? 

Feigning  that,  as  he  lean’d  upon  the  Tow’r, 

Carelefs  he  Hoop’d  too  much,  and  tumbled  o’er. 

The  Goddefs,  who  th’  Ingenious  ftill  befriends. 
On  this  Occafton  her  Afliftance  lends  ? 

His  Arms  with  Feathers,  as  he  fell,  fhe  veils. 

And  in  the  Air  a  new-made  Bird  he  fails. 


26$ 


The  Quicknefs  of  his  Genius,  once  fo  fleet. 

Still  in  his  Wings  remains,  and  in  his  Feet: 

Still,  tho’  transform’d,  his  ancient  Name  he  keeps. 
And  with  low  Flight  the  new-fhorn  Stubble  fweeps. 
Declines  the  lofty  Trees,  and  thinks  it  bell 
To  brood  in  Hedge- rows  o’er  it’s  humble  Nell; 
And,  in  Remembrance  of  the  former  Ill, 

Avoids  the  Heights  and  Precipices  ftill. 


Y  y  y 
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At  length,  fatigu’d  with  long  laborious  Flights, 

On  fair  Sicilia  s  Plains  the  Artiffc  lights  ; 

Where  Cocalus  the  King,  that  gave  him  Aid, 

Was,  for  his  Kindnefs,  with  Efteem  repaid. 

Athens  no  more  her  doleful  T ribute  fent. 

That  Hardfhip  gallant  Thefius  did  prevent 
Their  Temples  hung  with  Garlands,  they  adore 
Each  friendly  God,  but  mofb  Minerva's  Pow’r  : 

To  her,  to  Jove,  to  All,  their  Altars  fmoak. 

They  each  with  Vi&ims  and  Perfumes  invoke. 

Now  talking  Fame,  thro’  every  Grecian  Town, 

Had  fpread,  immortal  Thefeus ,  thy  Renown. 

From  him,  the  neighb  ring  Nations  in  Difxrefs, 

In  fuppliant  Terms  implore  a  kind  Redrefs. 

9 

‘The  Story  of  Meleager  and  AtalAnta- 

By  Mr.  D  R  Y  d  e  N. 

From  him,  the  Caledonians  fought  Relief  5 
Though  valiant  Meleagrns  was  their  Chief. 

The  Caufe,  a  Boar,  who  ravag’d  far  and  near: 

Of  Cynthia's  Wrath,  th’ avenging  Minillcr. 

For  Oeneus  with  Autumnal  Plenty  blefs’d, 

% 

By  Gifts  to  Hcav’11  his  Gratitude  exprefs’d: 

Cull’d  Sheafs,  to  Ceres  5  to  Lya’US,  W  ine ; 

To  Tan ,  and  Tales,  offer’d  Sheep  and  Kine; 

And  Fat  of  Olives,  to  Minerva  s  Shrine. 

Beginning  from  the  Rural  Gods,  his  Hand 
Was  lib’ral  to  the  Pow’rs  of  high  Command: 

Each  Deity  in  cv’ry  Kind  was  blefs’d. 

Till  at  'Dianas  Fane  th’ invidious  Honour  ceas’d. 

Wrath  touches  cv’n  the  Gods  5  the  Queen  of  Night 


Fir’d  with  Difdain,  and 


Right 
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Unhonour’d  though  I  am,  at  leaffc^  faid  (he, 

Not  unreveng’d  that  impious  A£b  (hail  be. 

Swift  as  the  Word,  fhe  fped  the  Boar  away. 

With  Charge  on  thofe  devoted  Fields  to  prey. 

No  larger  Bulls  th’  ^Egyptian  Failures  feed. 

And  none  fo  large  Sicilian  Meadows  breed: 

His  Eye-balls  glare  with  Fire  fuffus’d  with  Blood ; 

His  Neck  (hoots  up  a  thick-fet  thorny  Wood  $ 

His  bridled  Back  a  Trench  impal’d  appears. 

And  Hands  erected,  like  a  Field  of  Spears. 

Froth  fills  his  Chaps,  he  fends  a  grunting  Sound, 

And  part  he  churns,  and  part  befoams  the  Ground. 

For  Tusks  with  Indian  Elephants  he  drove. 

And  Jove  s  own  Thunder  from  his  Mouth  he  drove. 

He  burns  the  Leaves;  the  fcorching  Blad  invades 
The  tender  Corn,  and  (hrivels  up  the  Blades: 

Or  fuff’ring  not  their  yellow  Beards  to  rear. 

He  tramples  down  the  Spikes,  and  intercepts  the  Year. 
In  vain  the  Barns  expecd  their  promis’d  Load, 

Nor  Bams  at  home,  nor  Reeks  arc  heap’d  abroad : 

In  vain  the  Hinds  the  Threfhing-Floor  prepare. 

And  exercife  their  Flails  in  empty  Air.. 

With  Olives  ever-green  the  Ground  is  drow’d. 

And  Grapes  ungather’ d  (bed  their  gcn’rous  Blood. 

Amid  the  Fold  he  rages,  nor  the  Sheep 

Their  Shepherds,  nor  the  Grooms  their  Bulls  can  keep. 

From  F  ields  to  Walls  the  frighted  Rabble  run. 

Nor  think  thcmfclvcs  fecutc  within  the  Town: 


Till  Mcleagros ,  and  his  chofen  Crew, 
Contemn  the  Danger,  and  the  Praife  purfuc. 


Fair  Idas  Twins  (in  time  to  Stars  decreed,) 


One  fought  on  Foot,  one  curb’d  the  fiery  Steed; 
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Then  iffii’d  forth  fatti’d  fafen  kftei:  ffiefeT 
Who  mann’d  the  foremofl:  ^hlb  that  fad’d 


kL eO'Vjeet 


m*r  r  *  . 

*  *  • 
%♦  f  I  «. 


> 


•S  •>>  p'-j- 


Then  Thefeus  join’d  with  bold  Perithouscame 
A  fingle  Concord  in  a  double  Name f ]  K 
The  Thefiian  Sons.  Idas  who  fwiftly  rafij^ 


x  *  i 


o  * « 

>  •" 

>  5 

* 


•  '  V/ 


'  '  <■ 


And  Ceneus ,  once  a  Woman,  now  a  Man. 

Lynceus ,  with  Eagle’s  Eyes,  and  Lion’s  Eleart  s 
Leucippus ,  with  his  never-erring  Darts' 

Acajlus3  FhileuSy  Phoenix ,  cTelamonJ 
LLchion,  Lclex3  and  Eurytion3 

t  •*  I 

Achilles’  Father,  and  great  P hocus’  Son; 

% 

*  %  % 

the  Fierce,  and  Hippafus  the  Strong; 

With  twice  old  tolas  3  and  Neflor  then  but  young. 

Laertes  adtivCj  and  Aneceus  bold ; 

Mopfus  the  Sage,  who  future  things  foretold ; 

And  t’other  Seer,  yet  by  his  Wife  *  unfold. 

0 

A  thoufand  others  of  immortal  Fame; 

Among  the  reft,  fair  Atalanta  came, 

Grace  of  the  Woods :  A  Diamond  Buckle  bound 
Her  Veil  behind,  that  elfe  had  flow’d  upon  the  Ground 


And  fhew’d  her  buskin’d  Leg 


her  Head  was  bare 


But  for  her  native  Ornament  of  Hair ; 
Which  in  a  Ample  Knot  was  ty’d  above 


Sweet  Negligence  !  unheeded  Bait  of  Love ! 

\  '  x  t  , 

Her  founding  Quiver,  on  her  Shoulder  ty’d. 
One  Eland  a  Dart,  and  one  a  Bow  fupply’d. 

Such  was  her  Face,  as  in  a  Nymph  difplay’d 


‘  *  . 


1  > 


A  fair  fierce  Boy,  or  in  a  Boy  betray  tf: 
The  bin  filing  Beauties  of  a  niodefl:  Maid 
The  Caledonian  Chief  at  once  the  Dahic 


■  W  1 


xt  s)  -l 

.e ; ■ ' 


4  ‘1 


•••  l",- 


Beheld,  at  once  his  Fleart  receiv’d  thcFlame 


*  ’  I  1  '  i'  <  >T  I. 
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For  whom  thy  Fates  referve  fo  fair  a  Bride ! 


He  figh’d,  and  had  no  Leifure  more  to  fay ; 

His  Honour  call’d  his  Eyes  another  way. 

And  forc’d  him  to  purine  the  now  negledted  Prey. 

There  flood  a  Foreft  on  a  Mountain’s  Brow, 
Which  over-look’d  the  fhaded  Plains  below. 


No  founding  Ax  prefum’d  thofe  Trees  to  bites 
Coeval  with  the  World,  a  venerable  Sight. 

The  Heroes  there  arriv’d,  fome  fpread  around 

The  Toils;  fome  fearch  the  Footfleps  on  the  Ground: 

Some  from  the  Chains  the  faithful  Dogs  unbound. 

Of  Adtion  eager,  and  intent  in  T hought. 

The  Chiefs  their  honourable  Danger  fought: 

A  Valley  flood  below ;  the  common  Drain 
Of  W aters  from  above,  and  falling  Rain : 

The  Bottom  was  a  rnoifl  and  tiiarlhy  Ground, 

Whofe  Edges  were  with  bending  Oziers  crown’d : 

The  knotty  Bulrufh  next  in  order  ftood. 

And  all  within  of  Reeds  a  trembling  Wood. 

From  hence  the  Boar  was  rous’d,  and  fprung  amain. 
Like  Lightning  fudden,  on  the  Warrior-Train ; 

Beats  down  the  Trees  before  him,  fhakes  the  Ground, 
The  Foreft  echoes  to  the  crackling  Sound; 

Shout  the  fierce  Youth,  and  Clamours  ring  around. 

All  ftood  with  their  protended  Spears  prepar’d. 

With  broad  Steel  Heads  the  brandifh’d  Weapons  glar’d. 

\ 

The  Beafl  impetuous  with  his  Tusks  afide 

Deals  glancing  Wounds ;  the  fearful  Dogs  divide: 

All  fpend  their  Mouth  aloof,  but  none  abide. 

Tlchion  threw  the  firft,  but  mifs’d  his  Mark, 

And  fluck  his  Boar-fpear  on  a  Maple’s  Bark. 

Z  z  z 
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Then  fa/on;  and  his  Javelin  feemd) to  taHe>  ^ 

But  fail'd  with  Over-force,  and  whized  above  Bis  Back 
Mop  fas  was  next;  but  e’er  he  threw,  addrefs’d?  . 

To  Thcebus,  thus:  O  Patron,;  help  thy  ( Trie  ft  : 

If  I  adore,  and  ever  have  ador’d  . 


Thy  Pow’r  Divine,  thy  prefent  Aid  afford ; 

That  I  may  reach  the  Beaft.  The  God  allow  d 
His  Pray’r,  and  fmiling,  gave  him  what  he  con’d 
He  reach’d  the  Savage,  but  no  Blood  he  drew. 


Dian  unarm’d  the  Javelin  as  it  flew.  .  i  ■ 

This  chaf’d  the  Boar,  his  Noftrils  Flames  expire. 

And  his  red  Eye-balls  roul  with  living  F  ire. 

Whirl’d  from  a  Sling,  or  from  an  Engine  thrown. 

Amid  the  Foes,  fo  flies  a  mighty  Stone, 

As  flew  the  Beaft :  The  Left  Wing  put  to  Flight, 

The  Chiefs  o’er-born,  he  rufhes  on  the  Right. 

Emp  alamos  and  I  el  agon  he  laid 

In  Duft,  and  next  to  Death,  but  for  their  Fellows  Aid. 

Onefimus  far’d  worfe,  prepar’d  to  fly. 

The  fatal  Fang  drove  deep  within  his  Thigh, 

And  cut  the  Nerves:  The  Nerves  no  more  fuftain 
The  Bulk;  the  Bulk  unprop’d, falls  headlong  on  the  Plain 

Nejlor  had  fail'd  the  Fall  of  Troy  to  fee. 

But  leaning  on  his  Lance,  he  vaulted  on  a  Tree ; 

Then  gathering  up  his  Feet,  look’d  down  with  Fear, 

And  thought  his  monftrous  Foe  was  ftill  too  near. 
Againft  a  Stump  his  Tusk  the  Monfter  grinds  j 
And  in  the  fharpen’d Edge  new  Vigour  finds; 

Then,  trufliog  to  his  Arms,  young  Qthrys  found. 

And  ranch'd  his  Hips  with  one  continu’d  Wound. 

Now  Ledas  Twins,  the  future  Stars,  appear ; 

White  were  their  Habits,  white  their  Hotfcs  were : 
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Confpicuous  both,  and  both  in  A6t  to  throw. 

Their  trembling  Lances  brandifh’d  at  the  Foe: 

Nor  had  they  mifs’d;  but  he  to  Thickets  fled. 

Conceal’d  from  aiming  Spears,  not  pervious  to  the  Steed. 

Eut  Telamon  rufh’d  in,  and  happ’d  to  meet 

A  riling  Root,  that  held  his  faftned  Feet; 

So  down  he  fell,  whom,  fprawling  on  the  Ground, 

His  Brother  from  the  wooden  Gyves  unbound. 

Mean  time  the  Virgin-Hu  ntrefs  was  not  flow 
T’  expel  the  Shaft  from  her  contradled  Bow : 

Beneath  his  Ear  the  faftned  Arrow  flood. 

And  from  the  Wound  appear’d  the  trickling  Blood. 

She  blufh’d  for  Joy :  But  Meleagros  rais’d 

His  V oice  with  loud  Applaufe,  and  the  fair  Archer  prais’d 

He  was  the  firfl  to  fee,  and  firfl  to  fhow 

His  Friends  the  Marks  of  the  fuccefsful  Blow. 

Nor  fhall  thy  V alour  want  the  Praifes  due. 

He  faid  j  a  virtuous  Envy  feiz’d  the  Crew. 

Theyfhout;  the  Shouting  animates  their  Hearts, 

And  all  at  once  employ  their  thronging  Darts  : 

Eut  out  of  Order  thrown,  in  Air  they  joyn, 

And  Multitude  makes  fruflrate  the  Defign. 

With  both  his  Hands  the  proud  Ancueus  takes. 

And  flourifhes  his  double-biting  Ax  : 

Then,  forward  to  his  Fate,  he  took  a  Stride 

Eefore  the  reft,  and  to  his  Fellows  cry’d, 

Give  place,  and  mark  the  Diff’rcncc,  if  you  can. 

Between  a  Woman  Warrior,  and  a  Man ; 

The  Boar  is  doom’d  ;  nor  though  ‘Diana  lend 

Her  Aid.  Diana  can  her  Bead  defend. 


Thus  boaflcdhe:  then  flrctch’d 


Tiptoe  flood 


Secure  to  make  his  empty  Fromifc  good. 
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But  the  more  wary  Beaft  prevents  the  Blow, 

And  upward  rips  the  Groin  of  his  audacious  Foe. 

Ancoeus  falls ;  his  Bowels  from  the  Wound 

Rufh  out,  and  clotter’ d  Blood  diflains  the  Ground. 

lerithous ,  no  fmall  Portion  of  the  War, 

Prefs’d  on,  and  fhook  his  Lance  :  To  whom  from  far 
Thus  Thefeus  cry’d;  O  flay,  my  better  Part* 

My  more  than  Miftrefs  ;  of  my  Heart,  the  Heart. 

The  Strong  may  fight  aloof  5  Anca?us  try’d 
His  Force  too  near,  and  by  prefuming  dy’d: 

He  faid,  and  while  he  fpake  his  Javelin  threw. 

Hiding  in  Air  th’ unerring  Weapon  flew; 

But  on  an  Arm  of  Oak,  that  flood  betwixt 
The  Marlcs-man  and  the  Mark,  his  Lance  he  fixt. 
Once  more  bold  Jafon  threw,  but  fail'd  to  wound 


The  Boar,  and  flew  an  undeferving  Hound, 

And  through  the  Dog  the  Dart  was  nail’d  to  Ground. 


Two  Spears  from  Meleager  s  Hand  were  fent. 


With  equal  Force,  but  various  in  th’  Event : 
The  fxrft  was  fix’d  in  Earth,  the  fecond  flood 


On  the  Boar’s  briftled  Back,  and  deeply  drank  his  Blood. 
Now  while  the  tortur’d  Savage  turns  around. 

And  flings  about  his  Foam,  impatient  of  the  Wound, 
The  Wound's  great  Author  clofe  at  Hand  provokes 
His  Rage,  and  plies  him  with  redoubled  Strokes ; 

Wheels  as  he  wheels  j  and  with  his  pointed  Dart 
Explores  the  neareft  Paffage  to  his  Heart. 

Quick  and  more  quick  he  fpins  in  giddy  Giles, 

Then  falls,  and  in  much  Foam  his  Soul  expires. 


This  A6t  with  Shouts  Heav’n-high  the  friendly  Band 


* 


T  hen 


B  o  o  k  VIII. 


O  V  liD’s  Met  amorphos  es. 


2Z 


Then  all  approach  The  ::Slaim  with  vaft  Surprize, 
Admire  on  what  a  Breadth  of  Earth  he  lies. 


And  fcarce  fecure 


their  Spears  afar 


And  blood  their  Points;  to  prove  their  Partnerfhip  of  War. 

But  he,  the  conquering  Chief,  his  Foot  imprefs’d 
On  the  drong  Neck  of  that  dedrudtive  Beall; 

And  gazing  on  the  Nymph  with  ardent  Eyes, 

Accept,  fa  id  he,  fait  Noxacrine,  my  Prize,' 

And,  though  inferior,  differ  me  to  join 


me 


My  Labours,  and  my  Part  of  Praife,  with  thine: 

At  this  prefents  her  with  the  T usky  Head 
And  Chine,  with  rifing  Bridles  roughly  Ipread. 

Glad,  ihe  receiv’d  the  Gift ;  and  feem’d  to  take 
With  double  Pleafure,  for  the  Givers  fake. 

The  red  were  feiz’d  with  fullen  Difcontent, 

And  a  deaf  Murmur  through  the  Squadron  went: 

All  envy ’d  ;  but  the  Thefiyan  Brethren  Plow’d 
The  lead  Refpedt,  and  thus  they  vent  their  Spleen  aloud 
Lay  down  thole  honour’d  Spoils,  nor  think  to  fhare. 
Weak  Woman  as  thou  art,  the  Prize  of  War: 

Ours  is  the  Title,  thine  a  foreign  Claim, 

Since  Mckagros  from  our  Lineage  came. 

Trud  not  thy  Beauty  5  but  redore  the  Prize, 


W  hi  ch 


befotted  on  that  Face  and  E> 


Would  rend  from  us:  At  this,  cnflam’d  with  Spite, 
From  her  they  {hatch;  the  Gift,  from  him  the  Giver’s  Right 
But  foon  th’  impatient  Prince  his  F auchion  drew. 

And  cry ’d,  Yc  Robbers  of  another’s  Due, 

Now  learn  the  Difencc,  at  your  proper  Cod, 

Betwixt  true  Valour,  and  an  empty  Boad. 

At  this  advanc’d,  arid  fudden  as  the  Word, 

In  proud  Vlcx'iftw  Bofom  plung  d  the  Sword : 

A  a  a  a 
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Toxeus  amaz’d,  and  with  Amazement  flow. 

Or  to  revenge,  or  ward  the  coming  Blow, 

Stood  doubting >  and  while  doubting  thus  he  flood. 
Receiv’d  the  Steel  bath’d  in  his  Brother’s  Blood. 

Pleas’d  with  the  firft,  unknown  the  fecond  News ; 
Altbaa  to  the  T emples  pays  their  Dues 
For  her  Son’s  Conquefl;  when  at  length  appear 
Her  grifly  Brethren  ftretch’d  upon  the  Bier:  j 

Pale  at  the  fudden  Sight,  fhe  chang’d  her  Cheer, 

And  with  her  Cheer  her  Robes;  but  hearing  tell 
The  Caufe,  the  Manner,  and  by  whom  they  fell, 

’T was  Grief  no  more,  or  Grief  and  Rage  were  one 
W  ithin  her  Soul ;  at  laft  5twas  Rage  alone ; 

W hich  burning  upwards  in  Succeffion,  dries 
The  Tears  that  flood  conhd’ring  in  her  Eyes. 

There  lay  a  Log  unlighted  on  the  Hearth, 

When  fhe  was  lab’ring  in  the  Throws  of  Birth 
For  th’  unborn  Chief;  the  fatal  Sifters  came. 

And  rais’d  it  up,  and  tofs’d  it  on  the  Flame: 

Then  on  the  Rock  a  fcanty  Meafure  place 

% 

Of  vital  Flax,  and  turn’d  the  Wheel  apace  5 
And  turning  fung,  To  this  red  Brand  and  thee, 

O  new-born  Babe,  we  give  an  equal  Deftiny: 

So  vanifh’d  out  of  View.  The  frighted  Dame 
Sprung  hafty  from  her  Bed,  and  quench’d  the  Flame: 
The  Log,  in  fecret  lock’d,  file  kept  with  Care, 

And  that,  while  thus  preferv’d,  preferv’d  her  Heir. 

This  Brand  file  now  produc’d  j  and  firft  fhe  ftrows 

The  Hearth  with  Heaps  of  Chips,  and  after  blows; 
Thrice  heav’d  her  Hand,  and  heav’d,  fhe  thrice  reprels’d :  j 
The  Sifter  and  the  Mother  long  conteft,  S 

Two  doubtful  Titles,  in  one  tender  Breaft:  S 
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And  now  her  Eyes  and  Cheeks  with  Fury  glow. 
Now  pale  her  Cheeks,  her  Eyes  with  Pity  flow  : 
Now  low’ring  Looks  prefage  approaching  Storms, 
And  now  prevailing  Love  her  Face  reforms: 
Refolv’d,  fhe  doubts  again;  the  Tears  fhe  dry’d 
With  burning  Rage,  are  by  new  Tears  fupply’d; 
And  as  a  Ship,  which  Winds  and  Waves  afTaii, 
Now  with  the  Current  drives,  now  with  the  Gale, 
Both  oppofite,  and  neither  long  prevail: 

She  feels  a  double  Force,  by  Turns  obeys 
Th’ imperious  Tempeft,  and  th’ impetuous  Seas: 

So  fares  Althaeas  Mind,  fhe  firft  relents 
W ith  Pity,  of  that  Pity  then  repents : 

Sifter  and  Mother  long  the  Scales  divide. 

But  the  Beam  nodded  on  the  Sifter’s  Side. 
Sometimes  fhe  foftly  ftgh’d,  then  roar’d  aloud  ; 

But  Sighs  were  ftifled  in  the  Cries  of  Blood. 

The  pious,  impious  Wretch  at  length  decreed. 

To  pleafe  her  Brothers  Ghoft,  her  Son  fhould  bleed 
And  when  the  fun’ral  Flames  began  to  rife. 

Receive,  fhe  faid,  a  Sifter’s  Sacrifice ; 

A  Mother’s  Bowels  bum:  High  in  her  Hand, 

Thus  while  fhe  ftpolte,  fhe  held  the  latai  Brand; 
Then  thrice  before  the  kindled  Pile  file  bow’d. 

And  the  three  Furies  thrice  invok’d  aloud: 

Come,  come,  revenging  Sifters,  come  and  view 
A  Sifter  paying  her  dead  Brothers  Due : 

A  Crime  I  punifh,  and  a  Crime  commit ; 

But  Blood  for  Blood,  and  Death  for  Death  is  fit: 


Great  Crimes  muft  be  with  greater  Crimes  repaid. 
And  fecond  Funerals  on  the  former  laid. 
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Let  the  whole  Houfhold  in  one  Ruin  fall, 

l  •  .*  1  .*  *  T 

And  may  Dianas  Curfe o’ertake  us  all. 

■  *  ' 

Shall  Fate  to  Happy  Oeneus  ftill  allow 

-  1 

One  Son,  while  Thefttus  Bands  depriv’d  of  two  > 

J 

Better  Three  loft,  than  One  unpunifh’d  go. 

Take  then,  dear  Ghofts,  (while  yet  admitted  new 

*  9  • 

In  Hell  you  wait  my  Duty)  take  your  Due: 

A  coftly  Off’ ring  on  your  Tomb  is  laid. 

When  with  my  Blood  the  Price  of  yours  is  paid. 

Ah!  whither  am  I  hurry’d?  Ah!  forgive. 

Ye  Shades,  and  let  your  Sifter’s  Iftiie  live’: 

A  Mother  cannot  give  him  Death  5  tho’  he 
Deferves  it,  he  deferves  it  not  from  me. 

Then  fllall  th’unpunifh’d  Wretch  infult  the  Slain, 
Triumphant  live,  nor  only  live,  but  reign  > 

While  you,  thin  Shades,  the  Sport  of  Winds,  are  toft 
O’er  dreary  Plains,  or  tread  the  burning  Coaft. 

I  cannot,  cannot  bear ;  ’tis  paft,  ’tis  done ; 

Perifh  this  impious,  this  detefted  Son : 

Ferifh  his  Sire,  and  perifh  I  withall ; 

And  let  the  Houfe’s  Heir,  and  the  hop’d  Kingdom  fall. 

Where  is  the  Mother  fled,  her  pious  Love, 

And  where  the  Pains  with  which  ten  Months  I  ftrove ! 
Ah  !  had’ft  thou  dy’d,  my  Son,  in  Infant  Years, 

Thy  little  Herfe  had  been  bedewed  with  Tears. 

Thou  liv’ft  by  me;  to  me  thy  Breath  refign; 

Mine  is  the  Merit,  the  Demerit  thine. 

Thy  Life  by  double  Title  I  require ; 

Once  giv’n  at  Birth>  and  once  preferv’d  from  Fire: 

One  Murder  pay,  or  add  one  Murder  more. 

And  me  to  them  who  fell  by  thee  rcftore. 


a 

'i 
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I  would,  but  cannot:  My  Son’s  Image  Bands 
Before  my  Sight  >.  and  now  their  angry  Hands 
My  Brothers  hold,  and  Vengeance  thefe  exadfc, 

This  pleads  Companion,  and  repents  the  Facft. 

P 

He  pleads  in  vain,  and  I  pronounce  his  Doom  : 

My  Brothers,  though  unjuftly,  Diall  o’ercome. 

But  having  paid  their  injur’d  Ghofts  their  Due, 

My  Son  requires  my  Death,  and  mine  fhall  his  purflie 

At  this,  for  the  laft  time,  {he  lifts  her  Hand, 

*  ^ 

Averts  her  Eyes,  and,  half  unwilling,  drops  the  Brar 
The  Brand,  amid  the  flaming  Fewel  thrown. 

Or  drew,  or  feem’d  to  draw,  a  dying  Groan: 

The  Fires  themfelves  but  faintly  lick’d  their  Pn  . 

Then  loath’d  their  impious  Food,  and  would  nave  {.hr 
Juft  then  the  Heroe  caft  a  doleful  Cry,  ■ 

And  in  thofe  abfent  Flames  began  to  fry: 

The  blind  Contagion  rag’d  within  his  Veins; 

But  he  with  manly  Patience  bore  his  Pains  :■ 

He  fear’d  not  Fate,  but  only  griev’d  to  die 

% 

Without  an  honeft  Wound,  and  by  a  Death  fo  drv. 


lh  runk 
[away. 


Happy  Anc 


aloud  he  cry 


With  what  becoming  Fate  in  Arms  he  dy’d! 

Then  call’d  his  Brothers,  Sifters,  Sire  around. 

And  her  to  whom  his  Nuptial  Vows  were  bound; 
Perhaps  his  Mother;  a  long  Sigh  he  drew, 

And  his  Voice  failing,  took  his  laft  Adieu. 

For  as  the  Flames  augment,  and  as  they  ftay 
At  their  full  Height,  then  langnifh  to  decay. 

They  rife  and  fink  by  Fits;  at  laft  they  foar 
In  one  bright  Blaze,  and  then  defeend  no  more  : 

Juft  fo  his  inward  Heats,  at  height,  impair. 

Till  the  laft  burning  Breath  (hoots  out  the  Soul  in  Air. 

B  b  b  b 


278  OP 'ID's  Metamorphoses.  Book  VIII. 

.  _ .  _ 

9 

Now  lofty  Calidon  in  Ruins  lies  ; 

All  Ages,  all  Degrees  unfluice  their  Eyes ; 

And  Heav’n  and  Earth  refound  with  Murmurs,  Groans,  j 

and  Cries.  i 

Matrons  and  Maidens  beat  their  Breads,  and  tear 
Their  Habits,  and  root  up  their  fcatter’d  Hair : 

The  wretched  Father,  Father  now  no  more. 

With  Sorrow  funk,  lies  prodrate  on  the  Floor, 

Deforms  his  hoary  Locks  with  Dud  obfeene. 

And  curfes  Age,  and  loaths  a  Life  prolong’d  with  Pain. 
ifySteel  her  dubborn  Soul  his  Mother  freed. 

Ana  punifh’d  on  her  felf  her  impious  Deed. 

Had  I  a  hundred  Tongues,  a  Wit  fo  large 
As  could  their  hundred  Offices  difeharge; 

Had  Pkcebus  all  his  Helicon  bellow’d 

In  all  the  Streams  infpiring  all  the  God ; 

Thofe  Tongues,  that  Wit,  thofe  Streams,  that  God  in  vain 
W ould  offer  to  deferibe  his  Siller’s  Pain  : 

They  beat  their  Breads  with  many  a  bruizing  Blow, 

Till  they  turn  livid,  and  corrupt  the  Snow. 

The  Corps  they  cherifh,  while  the  Corps  remains. 

And  cxercife  and  mb  with  fruitlefs  Pains ; 

And  when  to  fun’ral  Flames  ’tis  born  away, 

T hey  kifs  the  Bed  on  which  the  Body  lay  : 

And  when  thofe  fun’ral  Flames  no  longer  burn, 

(The  Dud  compos'd  within  a  pious  Urn) 

Ev’n  in  that  Urn  their  Brother  they  confefs. 

And  hug  it  in  their  Arras,  and  to  their  Bofoms  prefs. 

9 

His  Tomb  is  rais’d  ;  then,  dretch’d  along  the  Ground, 
Thofe  living  Monuments  his  Tomb  furround: 

Ev’n  to  his  Name,  inferib’d,  their  Tears  they  pay. 

Till  Tears  and  Kilfes.  wear  his  Name  away. 
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But  Cynthia  now  had  all  heir  Fury  fpent. 

Not  with  left  Ruin  than  a  Race  content : 

Excepting 

And  *  her  whom  Heav’n  for  Hercules  decreed.  *  Dejanira* 

Satiate  at  laft,  no  longer  ftle  purfu’d 

The  weeping  Sifters ;  but  with  Wings  endu’d. 

And  horny  Beaks,  and  lent  to  flit  in  Air ; 

Who  yearly  round  the  Tomb  in  feather’d  Flocks  repair. 

€ 

CI  he  T r, am formation  of  the  Na  iads. 

By  Mr.  V  E  R  N  O  N. 

f  B 

9 

Thefeus  mean  while  acquitting  well  his  Share  ' 

In  the  bold  Chace  confed’rate  like  a  War, 

To  Athens  lofty  Tow’rs  his  March  ordain’d. 

By  T alias  lov’d,  and  where  EreAheus  reign’d. 

But  Achelous  ftop’d  him  on  the  Way, 

By  Rains  a  Deluge,  and  conftrain’d  his  Stay. 

O  fam’d  for  glorious  Deeds,  and  great  by  Blood, 

Reft  here,  fays  he,  nor  truft  the  rapid  Flood  5 
It  folid  Oaks  has  from  its  Margin  tore. 

And  rocky  Fragments  down  its  Current  bore. 

The  Murmur  hoarfe,  and  terrible  the  Roar. 

Oft  have  I  feen  Herds  with  their  fhelt  ring  Fold 
Forc’d  from  the  Banks,  and  in  the  Torrent  roul’d  ; 

Nor  Strength  the  bulky  Steer  from  Ruin  freed. 

Nor  matchlefs  Swiftnefs  fav’d  the  racing  Steed. 

In  Catara&s  when  the  dilTolving  Snow 
Falls  from  the  Hills,  and  floods  the  Plains  below  j 
Tofs’d  by  the  Eddies  with  a  giddy  Round, 

Strong  Youths  are  in  the  fucking  Whirlpools  drown’d. 
’Tis  beft  with  me  in  Safety  to  abide. 

Till  ufual  Bounds  reftrain  the  ebbing  Tide, 

And  the  low  Waters  in  their  Channel  glide. 
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Thefeus  perfwaded,  in  Compliance  bow'd  > 

So  kind  an  Offer,  and  Advice  fo  good, 

O  Vchelo'us,  cannot  be  refus’d; 

I’ll  ufe  them  both,  {aid -he  ;  and  both  he  us’d. 

The  Grot  he  enter’d.  Pumice  built  the  Hall, 
And  Tophi  made  the  Ruftick  of  the  Wall; 

The  Floor,  foft  Mofs,  an  humid  Carpet  fpread. 
And  various  Shells  the  checquer’d  Roof  inlaid. 
’Twas  now  the  Hour  when  the  declining  Sun 
Two  Thirds  had  of  his  daily  Journey  run  ; 

At  the  fpread  Table  Thefeus  took  his  Place, 

Next  his  Companions  in  the  daring  Chace  ; 
JPcrithous  here,  there  elder  Lelex  lay. 

His  Locks  betraying  Age  with  fprinkled  Grey. 
Acharnia  s  River-God  difpos’d  the  reft. 

Grac’d  with  the  equal  Honour  of  the  Feaft, 

Elate  with  Joy,  and  proud  of  fuch  a  Gueft. 

The  Nymphs  were  Waiters,  and  with  naked  Feet 
In  order  ferv’d  the  Courfes  of  the  Meat. 

The  Banquet  done,  delicious  Wine  they  brought. 
Of  one  tranfparent  Gem  the  Cup  was  wrought. 

Then  the  great  Heroe  of  this  gallant  Train, 
Surveying  far  the  Profpc6t  of  the  Main  ; 

What  is  that  Land,  fays  he,  the  Waves  embrace? 
(And  with  his  Finger  pointed  at  the  Place?) 

Is  it  one  parted  Iflc  which  ftands  alone  ? 

How  nam’d?  and  yet  methinks  it  feems  not  one. 
To  whom  the  watry  God  made  this  Reply; 

’Tis  not  one  Iflc,  but  five ;  diftin6t  they  lye;  ” 
’Tis  Diftancc  which  deceives  the  cheated  Eye. 

But  that  Diana  s  A 61  may  feem  lefs  ftrangc, 

Thcfc  once  proud  Naiads  were,  before  their  Change 


'Twas 
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T  was  on  a  Day  more  folemn  than  the  reft. 

Ten  Bullocks  ft ain,  a  Sacrificial  Feaft: 

The  rural  Gods  of  all  the  Region  near 

They  bid  to  dance,  and  tafte  the  hallow’d  Cheer. 

Me  they  forgot:  Affronted  with  the  Slight, 

My  Rage  and  Stream  fweil’d  to  the  greateft  Height ; 

And  with  the.  Torrent  of  my  flooding  Store, 

Large  Woods  from  Woods,  and  Fields  from  Fields  I  tore. 

V 

The  guilty  Nymphs,  Gh!  then,  ,  remembring  me, 

I,  with  their  Country,  wafh’d  into  the  Sea; 

And  joining  Waters  with  the  focial  Main, 

Rent  the  grofs  Land,  and  fplit  the  firm  Champagne. 
Since,  the  Echiriades ,  remote  from  Shore, 

Are  view’d  as  many  Ifles,  as  Nymphs  before. 


% 

Peri  mele  turn'd  into  an  If  land. 

But  yonder  far,  lo,  yonder  does  appear 
An  Ifle,  a  Part  to  me  for  ever  dear. 

From  that  (it  Sailors  Perimele  name) 

I  doating,  forc’d  by  Rape  a  Virgin’s  Fame. 
Eippodamas’s  Paflion  grew  fo  ftrong, 

Gall’d  with  th’ Abufe,  and  fretted  at  the  Wrong, 
He  caft  his  pregnant  Daughter  from  a  Rock; 

I  fpread  my  Waves  beneath,  and  broke  the  Shock ; 
And  as  her  fwimming  Weight  my  Stream  convey’d 
I  fu’d  for  Help  Divine,  and  thus  I  pray’d  : 

O  pow’rful  Thou,  whofe  Trident  does  command 
The  Realm  of  Waters,  which  furrOund  the  Land; 
We  facred  Rivers,  wherefoe’er  begun, 

End  in  thy  Lot,  and  to  thy  Empire  run. 

With  Favour  hear,  and  help  with  prefent  Aid; 

Her  whom  I  bear  ’twas  guilty  I  betray’d. 

C  c  c  c 
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Y et  if  her  Father  had  been  juft,  or  mild, 

I 

He  would  have  been  lefs  impious  to  his  Child  s 
In  her,  have  pity’d  Force  in  the  Abufe; 

In  me,  admitted  Love  for  my  Excufe. 

O  let  Relief  for  her  hard  Cafe  be  found,  j 

Her  whom  Paternal  Rage  expell’d  from  Ground,  > 

Her  whom  Paternal  Rage  relentlefs  drown’d.  j 

Grant  her  fome  Place,  or  change  her  to  a  Place, 

Which  I  may  ever  clafp  with  my  Embrace. 

His  nodding  Head  the  Sea’s  great  Ruler  bent. 

And  all  his  W aters  fhook  with  his  Aftent. 

The  Nymph  ftill  fwam,  tho’  with  the  Fright  diftreft, 

I  felt  her  Heart  leap  trembling  in  her  Breaft ; 

But  hardning  foon,  whilft  I  her  Pulfe  explore, 

A  crafting  Earth  cas’d  her  ftiff  Body  o’er; 

9 

And  as  Accretions  of  new  cleaving  Soil 
Inlarg’d  the  Mafs,  the  Nymph  became  an  Ifle. 

‘The  Story  of  Baucis  and  Philemon. 

By  Mr.  Dryden. 

Thus  Achelous  ends:  His  Audience  hear 
With  Admiration,  and  admiring,  fear 
The  Pow’rs  of  Heav’n;  except  Ixioris  Son, 

Who  laugh’d  at  all  the  Gods,  believ’d  in  none : 

He  (hook  his  impious  Head,  and  thus  replies, 

Thefc  Legends  are  no  more  than  pious  Lies: 

You  attribute  too  much  to  Heav’nly  Sway, 

To  think  they  give  us  Forms,  and  take  away. 

The  reft  of  better  Minds,  their  Senfe  declar’d 
Againft  this  Dodtrine,  and  with  Horror  heard. 

Then  Lelex  rofe,  an  old  experienc’d  Man, 

And  thus  with  fober  Gravity  began ; 
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HeaV’n’s  Pow’r  is  infinite :  Earth,  Air,  and  Sea, 

The  Manufa&ure  Mafs,  the  making  Pow’r  obey  : 

By  Proof  to  clear  your  Doubt  ,*  In  Phrygian  Ground 
Two  neighb’ring  Trees,  with  Walls  encompafs’d  round 
Stand  on  a  mod’rate  Rife,  with  Wonder  fbown. 

One  a  hard  Oak,  a  fofter  Linden  one  : 

I  faW  the  Place,  and  them,  by  Pittheus  fent 
To  Phrygian  Realms,  my  Grandfire’s  Government. 

Not  far  from  thence  is  feen  a  Lake,  the  Haunt 
Of  Coots,  and  of  the  fifhing  Cormorant : 

Here  Jove  with  Hermes  came ;  but  in  Difguife 

Of  mortal  Men  conceal’d  their  Deities  j 


One  laid  afide  his  Thunder 


Rod 


And  many  toilfome  Steps  together  trod : 

For  Harbour  at  a  thoufand  Doors  they  knock’d. 
Not  one  of  all  the  thoufand  but  was  lock’d. 

At  laft  an  hofpitable  Houfe  they  found, 

A  homely  Shed ;  the  Roof,  not  far  from  Ground, 
Was  thatch’d  with  Reeds  and  Straw  together  bound. 
There  Baucis  and  Philemon  liv’d,  and  there 
Had  liv’d  long  marry 'd,  and  a  happy  Pair : 

Now  old  in  Love,  though  little  was  their  Store, 
Inur’d  to  Want,  their  Poverty  they  bore. 

Nor  aim’d  at  Wealth,  pro  felling  to  be  poor. 

For  Mailer  or  for  Servant  here  to  call, 

W  as  all  alike,  where  only  T wo  were  All. 

Command  was  none,  where  equal  Love  was  paid. 
Or  rather  both  commanded,  both  obey’d. 

From  lofty  Roofs  the  Gods  repuls’d  before. 

Now  ftooping,  enter’d  through  the  little  Door: 

The  Man  (their  hearty  Welcome  firft  exprefs’d) 

A  common  Settle  drew  for  either  Guelf, 

Inviting  each  his  weary  Limbs  to  reft. 
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But  ere  they  fate,  officious  Baucis  lays  ;  i  V 
Two  Cufhions  fluff’d  with  Straw,  the  Seat  to  raife; 
Courfh,  but  the  bed  {he  had ;  then  rakes  the  Load 
Of  Afhes  from  the  Hearth,  and  fpreads  abroad 
The  living  Coals  ;  and,  ,  left  they Thou  d  expire. 

With  Leaves  and  Bark  fhe  feeds  her  Infant  Fire : 

It  fmoaks  ;  and  then  with  trembling  Breath  fhe  blows, 

9 

Till  in  a  chearful  Blaze  the  Flames  arofe. 

With  Brufh-wood,  and  with  Chips  fhe  ftrengthens  thefe. 
And  adds  at  laft  the  Boughs  of  rotten  Trees, 

The  Fire  thus  form’d,  fhe  fets  the  Kettle  on, 

(Like  burnifh’d  Gold  the  little  Seether  fhone) 

Next  took  the  Coleworts  which  her  Husband  got 
From  his  own  Ground,  (a  fmall  well-water7 d  Spot;) 

She  dripp’d  the  Stalks  of  all  their  Leaves  ;  the  bed 
She  cull’d,  and  them  with  handy  Care  fhe  drefs’d. 

High  o’er  the  Hearth  a  Chine  of  Bacon  hung; 

Good  old  Philemon  feiz’d  it  with  a  Prong, 

And  from  the  footy  Rafter  drew  it  down. 

Then  cut  a  Slice,  but  fcarce  enough  for  one ; 

Yet  a  large  Portion  of  a  little  Store, 

Which  for  their  fakes  alone  he  wifh’d  were  more. 

This  in  the  Pot  he  plung’d  without  Delay, 

To  tame  the  Flefh,  and  drain  the  Salt  away. 

The  Time  between,  before  the  Fire  they  fat. 

And  fhorten’d  the  Delay  by  pleafing  Chat. 

A  Beam  there  was,  on  which  a  Beechen  Pail 
Hung  by  the  Handle,  on  a  driven  Nail: 


gently 

Before  their  Gucds ;  in  this  they  bath’d  their  Feet, 

And  after  with  clean  Towels  dry 'd  their  Sweat.  , 

! 


warm’d,  they  fet 


This  fill’d  with  Water, 


P 


This 
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This  done,  the  Hoft  produc’d  the  genial  Bed, 
Sallow  the  Feet,  the  Borders:,  and  the  Sted, 

W  hich  with  no  coftly  Coverlet  they  fpread, 

But  courfe  old  Garments ;  yet  fuch  Kobes  as  thefe 
They  laid  alone,  at  Feafts,  on  Holvdays. 


The  good  old  Houfwife,  tucking  up  her  Gown, 
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The  Table  fets  5  th’ invited  Gods  lie  down. 

The  Trivet-Table  of  a  Foot  was  lame, 

A  Blot  which  prudent  Baucis  overcame, 

Who  thrufts  beneath  the  limping  Leg  a  Sherd, 

So  was  the  mended  Board  exactly  rear’d  : 

Then  rubb'd  it  o’er  with  newly-gather’d  Mint, 

A  wholefom  Herb,  that  breath’d  a  grateful  Scent. 
Pallas  began  the  Feaft,  where  fir  ft  was  feen 
The  party-colour’d  Olive,  Black,  and  Green  : 
Autumnal  Cornels  next  in  order  ferv’d. 

In  Lees  of  Wine  well  pickled/  and  preferv’d. 

A  Garden-Sallad  was  the  third  Supply, 

Of  Endive,  Radiftles,  and  Succory : 

Then  Curds  and  Cream,  the  Flow’r  of  Country  Fare 
And  new-laid  Eggs,  which  Baucis  bufie  Care 
Turn’d  by  a  gentle  Fire,  and  roafted  rare. 

All  thefe  in  Earthen  Ware  were  ferv’d  to  Board ; 

And  next  in  place,  an  Earthen  Pitcher  ftor'd. 

With  Liquor  of  the  beft  the  Cottage  coifd  afford. 
This  was  the  Table’s  Ornament,  and  Pride, 

With  Figures  wrought:  Like  Pages  at  his  Side 
Stood  Beechen  Bowls ;  and  thefe  were  filming  clean, 
Varnifh’d  with  Wax  without,  and  lin’d  within. 

By  this  the  boiling  Kettle  had  prepar’d, 

And  to  the  Table  fent,  the  fmoaking  Lard; 


D  d  d  d 
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Oil  which  with  eager  Appetite  they  dine* 

A  fav’ry  Bit,  that  ferv’d  to  rellifh  Wine: 

The  Wine  itfelf  was  fuiting  to  the  reft. 

Still  working  in  the  Muft>  and  lately  prefs'cL 
The  fecond  Courfe  fucceeds  like  that  before. 

Plums,  Apples,  Nuts  >  and  of  their  wintry  Store 
Dry  Figs,  and  Grapes,  and  wrinkled  Dates  were  fet 
In  Canifters,  t’ enlarge  the  little  Treat: 

All  thefe  a  Milk-white  Honey-comb  furround. 

Which  in  the  Midft  the  Country-Banquet  crown’d : 

But  the  kind  Hofts  their  Entertainment  grace 
With  hearty  Welcome,  and  an  open  Face: 

In  all  they  did,  you  might  difcern  with  Eafe 

A  willing  Mind,  and  a  Delire  to  pleafe. 

Mean  time  the  Beechen  Bowls  went  round,  and  ftill 

Though  often  empty ’d,  were  obferv’d  to  fill. 

Fill’d  without  Hands,  and  of  their  own  Accord 

Ran  without  Feet,  and  danc’d  about  the  Board. 

Devotion  feiz’d  the  Pair,  to  fee  the  Feaft 

With  Wine,  and  of  no  common  Grape,  increas’d; 

And  up  they  held  their  Hands,  and  fell  to  Pray’r, 

Excufing,  as  they  con’d,  their  Country  Fare. 

One  Goofe  they  had,  (’twas  all  they  cou’d  allow) 

A  wakeful  Gentry,  and  on  Duty  now. 

Whom  to  the  Gods  for  Sacrifice  they  vow : 


Her,  with  malicious  Zeal,  the  Couple  view’d ; 

She  ran  for  Life,  and  limping  they  purfu’d: 

■ 

Full  well  the  Fowl  perceiv’d  their  bad  Intent, 
And  wou’d  not  make  her  Matter’s  Compliment  > 
But  perfccuted,  to  the  Pow’rs  file  flies. 

And  clofe  between  the  Legs  of  Jove  file  lies : 
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He  with  a  gracious  Ear  the  Suppliant  heard. 

And  fav’d  her  Life;  then  what  lie  was  declar’d. 

And  own’d  the  God.  The  Neighbourhood,  laid  he. 
Shall  juftly  perifh  for  Impiety: 

Yon  Hand  alone  exempted  ;  but  obey 

With  Speed,  and  follow  where  we  lead  the  Way: 

Lea  re  thefe  accurs’d;  and  to  the  Mountains  Height 
Afcend  5  nor  once  look  backward  in  your  Flight. 

They  hafte,  and  what  their  tardy  Feet  deny’d. 

The  trufty  Staff  (their  better  Leg)  fupply’d. 

An  Arrow’s  Flight  they  wanted  to  the  Top, 

And  there  fecure,  but  fpent  with  T ravel,  flop ; 

Then  turn  their  now  no  more  forbidden  Eyes; 

Loft  in  a  Lake  the  floated  Level  lies  : 

A  watry  Defart  covers  all  the  Plains, 

Their  Cot  alone,  as  in  an  Ifle,  remains. 

W ondring  with  weeping  Eyes,  while  they  deplore 
Their  Neighbours  Fate,  and  Country  now  no  more. 
Their  little  Shed,  fcarce  large  enough  for  Two, 

Seems,  from  the  Ground  increas’d,  in  Height  and  Bulk  to 
A  ftately  Temple  fhoots  within  the  Skies,  [grow. 

The  Crotches  of  their  Cot  in  Columns  rife: 

The  Pavement  polifh’d  Marble  they  behold,  [Gold 
The  Gates  with  Sculpture  grac’d,  the  Spires  and  Tiles  of 
Then  thus  the  Sire  of  Gods,  with  Looks  ferene. 

Speak  thy  Defire,  thou  only  Juft  of  Men ; 

And  thou,  O  Woman,  only  worthy  found 
To  be  with  fuch  a  Man  in  Marriage  bound. 

Awhile  they  whifper;  then,  to  Jove  addrefs’d, 

Philemon  thus  prefers  their  joint  Rcqueft: 

W c  crave  to  ferve  before  your  {acred  Shrine, 

And  offer  at  your  Altars  Rites  Divine : 
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And  lince  not  any  Action  of  our  Life 

Has  been  polluted  with  Domeftick  Strife ; 

We  beg  one  Hour  of  Death  5  that  neither  Ole 

With  Widow’s  Tears  may  live  to  bury  me, 

Nor  weeping  I,  with  wither’d  Arms  may  bear 
My  breathlels  Baucis  to  the  Sepulcher. 

The  Godheads  (ign  their  Suit.  They  run  their  Race 
In  the  fame  Tenour  all  th’ appointed  Space: 

Then,  when  their  Hour  was  come,  while  they  relate 
Thefe  paid  Adventures  at  the  Temple  Gate, 

Old  Baucis  is  by  old  "Philemon  feen 

Sprouting  with  fudden  Leaves  of  fpritely  Green : 

Old  Baucis  look’d  where  old  Philemon  food. 

And  faw  his  lengthen’d  Arms  a  fprouting  'Wood  : 

New  Roots  their  faften’d  Feet  begin  to  bind, 

T heir  Bodies  ftiffen  in  a  rif  ng  Rind : 

Then,  ere  the  Bark  above  their  Shoulders  grew, 

% 

They  give,  and  take  at  once  their  laft  Adieu. 

At  once,  Farewel,  O  faithful  Spoufe,  they  laid  ; 

At  once  th’  incroaching  Rinds  their  doling  Lips  invade. 
Ev’n  yet,  an  ancient  Tyanaan  flows 
A  fpreading  Oak,  that  near  a  Linden  grows; 

The  Neighbourhood  confirm  the  Prodigy, 

Grave  Men,  not  vain  of  Tongue,  or  like  to  lie. 

I  faw  my  felf  the  Garlands  on  their  Boughs, 

And  Tablets  hung  for  Gifts  of  granted  Vows  ; 

And  ofPring  frefher  up,  with  pious  Pray’r,  p 

The  Good,  laid  I,  are  God’s  peculiar  Care,  S 

And  fuch  as  honour  Heav’n,  flail  heav’nly  Honour  flare. ) 

»  1 

The 
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<rhe  Changes  of  Proteus. 

♦ 

He  ceas’d  in  his  Relation  to  proceed, 

Whild  all  admir’d  the  Author,  and  the  Deed; 

But  Thefeus  mod,  inquifitive  to  know 
From  Gods  what  wondrous  Alterations  grow. 
Whom  thus  the  Calydonian  Stream  addrefs’d. 

Rais’d  high  to  fpeak,  the  Couch  his  Elbow  prefs’d. 
Some,  when  transform’d 
Some,  with  more  Right,  thro’  various  Figures  range 
Trotem ,  thus  large  thy.  Privilege  was  found. 

Thou  Inmate  of  the  Seas,  which  Earth  furround. 
Sometimes  a  blooming  Youth  you  grac’d  the  Shore  5 
Oft  a  fierce  Lion,  or  a  furious  Boar  : 

With  glift’ring  Spires  now  feem’d  an  hiding  Snake, 

The  Bold  would  tremble  in  his  Hands  to  take : 

•  « 

With  Homs  afTum’d  a  Bull;  fometimes  you  prov’d, 
A  Tree  by  Roots,  a  Stone  by  Weight  unmov’d  ; 
Sometimes  two  wav’ring  Contraries  became. 

Flow’d  down  in  Water,  or  afpir’d  in  Flame. 

Hfte  Story  o/Erisichthon. 

In  various  Shapes  thus  to  deceive  the  Eyes, 
Without  a  fettled  Stint  of  her  Difguife, 

Rafll  Erif Moris  Daughter  had  the  Pow’r, 

t 

And  brought  it  to  Jlutolicus  in  Dow’r. 

Her  Atheift  Sire  the  flighted  Gods  defy’d. 

And  ritual  Honours  to  their  Shrines  deny’d. 

As  Fame  reports,  his  Hand  an  Ax  fuflain’d. 

Which  Ceres  confecrated  Grove  prophan’d ; 


,  fix  in  the  lading  Change 


Which  durfb  the  venerable  Gloom  invade 


♦ 

And  violate  with  Light  the  awful  Shade. 
An  ancient  Oak  in  the  dark  Center  flood. 


The  Covert’s  Glory,  and  itfelf  a  W ood ; 
Garlands  embrac’d  its  Shaft,  and  from  the  Boughs 


Hung  Tablets,  Monuments  of  profp’rous  Vows. 

In  the  cool  Dusk  its  unpierc’d  V erdure  fpread. 

The  Dryads  oft  their  hallow’d  Dances  led  $ 

A  9 

And  oft,  when  round  their  gaging  Arms  they  ca ft, 
Full  fifteen  Ells  it  meafur’d  in  the  Wafte: 


Its  Height  all  under  Standards  did  furpafs. 

As  they  afpir’d  above  the  humbler  Grafs. 

Thefe  Motives,  which  would  gentler  Minds  reffcrain. 
Could  not  make  Triope' s  bold  Son  abftain; 

He  llernly  charg’d  his  Slaves  with  flridt  Decree, 

To  fell  with  gafhing  Steel  the  facred  Tree. 

But  whilft  they,  lingring,  his  Commands  delay’d. 

He  fnatch’d  an  Ax,  and  thus  blafpheming  faid : 

Was  this  no  Oak,  nor  Ceres'  fav’rite  Care, 

But  Ceres'  felf,  this  Arm,  unaw’d,  fhou’d  dare 


leafy  Honours  in  the  Dull  to  fpread. 


And  level  with  the  Earth  its  airy  Head. 

He  fpokc,  and  as  he  poiz’d  a  Banting  Stroak, 

Sighs  heav’d,  and  Tremblings  fhook  the  frighted  Oak; 
Its  Leaves  look’d  ficldy,  pale  its  Acorns  grew,, 

And  its  long  Branches  fwcat  a  chilly  Dew. 

I 

But  when  his  impious  Hand  a  Wound  bellow’d. 
Blood  from  the  mangled  Bark  in  Currents  flow’d. 
When  a  devoted  Bull  of  mighty  Size, 

A  finning  Nation’s  grand  Atonement,  dies  > 

« 

With  fuch  a  Plenty  from  the  {pouting  Veins, 

A  crimfon  Stream  the  turfy  Altar  flams. 
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The  Wonder  all  amaz’d?  yet  one  more  bold. 

The  Fadfc  diJTvvading,  ftrove  his  Ax  to  hold. 

But  the  Thejfalian ,  obftinately  bent. 

Too  proud  to  change,  too  harden’d  to  repent. 

On  his  kind  Monitor  his  Eyes,  which  burn’d 
With  Rage,  and  with  his  Eyes  his  Weapon  turn’d? 
Take  the  Reward,  fays  he,  of  pious  Dread; 

Then  with  a  Blow  lop’d  off  his  parted  Head. 

No  longer  check’d,  the  Wretch  his  Crime  purfu’d. 
Doubled  his  Strokes,  and  Sacrilege  renew’d; 

When  from  the  groaning  Trunk  a  Voice  was  heard, 

A  Dryad  I,  by  Ceres  Love  prefer’d, 

W  ithin  the  Circle  of  this.clafping  Rind 
Coeval  grew,  and  now  in  Ruin  joyn’d ; 

But  inftant  Vengeance  fhall  thy  Sin  purfue. 

And  Death  is  cheat’d  with  this  prophetick  View. 

At  laft  the  Oak  with  Oords  enforc’d  to  bow. 
Strain’d  from  the  Top,  and  fap’d  with  Wounds  below 
The  humbler  Wood,  Partaker  of  its  Fate, 

Crush’d  with  its  Fall,  and  fhiver’d  with  its  Weight. 

The  Grove  deffcroy’d,  the  Sifter  Dryads  moan. 
Griev’d  at  its  Lofs,  and  frighted  at  their  own. 

Strait,  Suppliants  for  Revenge,  to  Ceres  go. 

In  fable  Weeds,  cxpreffivc  of  their  Woe. 

The  beauteous  Goddcfs  with  a  graceful  Air 
Bow’d  in  Confent,  and  nodded  to  their  Pray’r. 

The  awful  Motion  (book  the  fruitful  Ground, 

And  wav’d  the  Fields  with  golden  Harvefts  crown’d. 
Soon  fhc  contriv’d*  in  her  projecting  Mind 
A  Plague  fever©1,  and  piteous  in  its  ICind, 

(li  Plagues  for  Crimes  of  fuch  prefumptuous  ITeight 

Could  Pity  in  the  fofteft  Break*  create.) 
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With  pinching  Want,  and  Hunger’s  keeneft  Smart. 
To  tear  his  Vitals,  and  corrode  his  Heart. 

But  lince  her  near  Approach  by  Fate’s  deny’d 
To  Famine,  and  broad  Climes  their  Pow’rs  divide 
A  Nymph,  the  Mountains  Ranger*  fhe  addrefs’d. 
And  thus  refolv’d,  her  high  Commands  exprefs’d. 


#  m  4 

<The  Defcription  of  Fa  mine. 

Where  frozen  Scythia  s  utmoft  Bound  is  plac’d, 

A  Defart  lies,  a  melancholy  Wafte : 

In  yellow  Crops  there  Nature  never  fmil’d. 

No  fruitful  Tree  to  fhade  the  barren  Wiki 
There  fluggilh  Cold  its  icy  Station  makes* 

There  Palenefs,  Frights,  and  aguifh  Trembling  {hakes. 
Of  pining  Famine  this  the  fated  Seat, 

To  whom  my  Orders  in  thefe  W ords  repeat  : 

Bid  her  this  Mifcreant  with  her  fharpeft  Pains 
Chaftife,  and  {heath  herfelf  into  his  Veins ; 

Be  unfubdu’d.  by  Plenty’s  baffled  Store, 

Reject  my  Empire,  and  defeat  my  Pow’r. 

And  left:  the  Diftance,  and  the  tedious  Way, 

Should  with  the  Toil,  and  long  Fatigue  difmay, 
Afcend  my  Chariot,  and  convey’d  on  high. 

Guide  the  rein’d  Dragons  thro’  the  parting  Sky. 

The  Nymph,  accepting  of  the  granted  Carr, 

Sprung  to  the  Seat,  and  polled  thro’  the  Air; 

Nor  Hop’d  till  fhe  to  a  bleak  Mountain  came 
Of  wondrous  Height,and  Caucajus  its  Name. 

There  in  a  ftony  Field  the  Fiend  Hie  found. 

Herbs  gnawing,  and  Roots  fcratching  from  the  Ground. 


Her 
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Her  Elfelock  Hair  in  matted  TrefTes  grew* 

Sunk  were  her  Eyes,  and  pale  her  ghaftly  Hue, 
Wan  were  her  Lips,  and  foul  with  clammy  Glew.; 
Her  Throat  was  furr’d,  her  Guts  appear’d  within 
With  fnaky  Crawlings  thro’  her  Parchment  Skin. 
Her  jutting  Hips  feem’d  Hatting  from  their  Place, 

And  for  a  Belly  was  a  Belly’s  Space. 

$ 

Her  Dugs  hung  dangling  from  her  craggy  Spine, 
Loofe  to  her  Breaft,  and  faften’d  to  her  Chine. 

Her  Joints  protuberant  by  Leannefs  grown, 
Confumption  funk  the  Flefh,  and  rais’d  the  Bone. 
Her  Knees  large  Orbits  bunch’d  to  monftrous  Size, 
And  Ancles  to  undue  Proportion  rife. 

This  Plague  the  Nymph,  not  daring  to  draw  near 
At  Diflance  hail’d,  and  greeted  from  afar. 

And  tho’  fhe  told  her  Charge  without  Delay, 

Tho’  her  Arrival  late,  and  fhort  her  Stay, 

She  felt  keen  Famine,  or  fhe  feem’d  to  feel, 

Invade  her  Blood,  and  on  her  Vitals  fteal. 

She  turn’d  from  the  Infection  to  remove. 

And  back  to  Theffaly  the  Serpents  drove. 

The  Fiend  obey’d  the  Goddefs’s  Command, 
(Tho’  their  Effects  in  Oppofition  Hand) 

She  cut  her  Way,  fupported  by  the  Wind, 

And  reach’d  the  Manfion  by  the  Nymph  affign’d. 

’Twas  Night,  when  entring  Erifwbthons  Room, 
Diffolv’d  in  Sleep,  and  thoughtlcfs  of  his  Doom, 
She  clafp’d  his  Limbs,  by  impious  Labour  tir’d. 
With  battifh  Wings,  but  her  whole  fclf  infpir’d  s 
Breath'd  on  his  Throat  and  Cheft  a  tainting  Blaft, 
And  in  his  Veins  infus’d  an  endlcfs  Fall. 

The  Task  difpatch’d,  away  the  Fury  flies 


From  plenteous  Re 


^  * 

a 


and  from  rip’ning  Skies 

Ffff 
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To  her  old  barren  North  fhe  wings  her  Speed, 

* 

And  Cottages  didrefs’d  with  pinching  Need. 

Still  Slumbers  Erifchthons  Senfes  drown, 

► 

And  Tooth  his  Fancy  with  their  fofteft  Down. 

9 

He  dreams  of  Viands  delicate  to  eat. 

And  revels  on  imaginary  Meat. 

Chaws  with  his  working  Mouth,  but  chaws  in  vain. 
And  tires  his  grinding  Teeth  with  fruidefs  Pain > 
Deludes  his  Throat  with  vidonary  Fare, 

Feafts  on  the  Wind,  and  banquets  on  the  Air. 

The  Morning  came,  the  Night  and  Slumbers  pad 
But  dill  the  furious  Pangs  of  Hunger  lad ; 

The  cank’rous  Rage  dill  gnaws  with  griping  Pains, 
Stings  in  his  Throat,  and  in  his  Bowels  reigns. 

Strait  he  requires,  impatient  in  Demand, 
Provifions  from  the  Air,  the  Seas,  the  Land. 

But  tho’  the  Land,  Air,  Seas  Provifions  grant. 
Starves  at  full  Tables,  and  complains  of  Want. 
What  to  a  People  might  in  Dole  be  paid, 

_  f 

Or  vidual  Cities  for  a  long  Blockade, 

Could  not  one  W olfifh  Appetite  affwage. 

For  glutting  Nourifhment  increas’d  its  Rage. 

As  Rivers  pour'd  from  cv’ry  didant  Shore, 

The  Sea  infatiate  drinks,  and  thirds  for  more; 

Or  as  the  Fire,  which  all  Materials  burns. 

And  waded  Forcds  into  Allies  turns. 

Grows  more  voracious,  as  the  more  it  preys. 
Recruits  dilate  the  Flame,  and  fpread  the  Blaze > 

So  impious  Erifaht hor/s  Hunger  raves. 

Receives  Rcfrclhmcnts,  and Refrclhmcnts  craves. 
Food  raifes  a  Deli  re  for  Food,  and  Meat 
Is  but  a  new  Provocative  to  eat. 

Fie  grows  more  empty,  as  the  more  fupply’d. 

And  endlefs  Cramming  but  extends  the  Void. 
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The  T y'ansformations  of  ErisichthonV  Daughter. 

Now  Riches  hoarded  by  Paternal  Care 
Were  funk,  the  Glutton  fw allowing  up  the  Heir. 

Yet  the  devouring  Flame  no  Stores  abate. 

Nor  lefs  his  Hunger  grew  with  his  Eftate. 

One  Daughter  left,  as  left  his  keen  Defire, 

A  Daughter  worthy  of  a  better  Sire; 

Her  too  he  fold,  fpent  Nature  to  fuftain ; 

She  fcorn’d  a  Lord  with  generous  Difdain, 

And  flying,  fpread  her  Hands  upon  the  Main. 

Then  pray’d  ;  Grant,  Thou,  I  Bondage  may  efcape. 
And  with  my  Liberty  reward  thy  Rape ; 

Repay  my  Virgin  Treafure  with  thy  Aid, 

(’Twas  Neptune  who  deflowr’d  the  beauteous  Maid.) 

The  God  was  mov’d,  at  what  the  Fair  had  fu’d. 
When  fhe  fo  lately  by  her  Mailer  view’d 
In  her  known  Figure,  on  afudden  took 
A  Fifher’s  Habit,  and  a  manly  Look. 

To  whom  her  Owner  hailed  to  enquire  j 
O  thou,  faid  he,  whofe  Baits  hide  treach’rous  Wire ; 
Whole  Art  can  manage,  and  experienc’d  Skill 
The  taper  Angle,  and  the  bobbing  Quill, 

So  may  the  Sea  be  ruffled  with  no  Storm, 

But  Imooth  with  Calms,  as  you  the  Truth  inform ; 

So  your  Deceit  may  no  Illy  Fifhes  feel. 

Till  ttruck,  and  fatten'd  on  the  bearded  Steel. 

Did  not  you  Handing  view  upon  the  Strand 
A  wandring  Maid  ?  I’m  fure  I  fiw  her  Hand  > 

O 

Her  Hair  difordcr’d,  and  her  homely  Drcfs 
Betray’d  her  Want,  and  witnefs’d  her  Diftrcls. 


Me  hecdlcfs,  fhc  reply ’d,  whoe’ 
Excufc.  attentive  to  another  Care 


you 
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I  fettled  on  the  Deep  my  fteady  Eye, 

Fix’d  on  my  Float,  and  bent  on  my  Employ. 

* 

And  that  you  may  not  doubt  what  I  impart* 

So  may  the  Ocean’s  God  aflift  my  Art, 

If  on  the  Beach  fince  I  my  Sport  purfu’d* 

Or  Man,  or  Woman  but  my  felf  I  view’d. 

s 

Back  o’er  the  Sands,  deluded,  he  withdrew, 

Whilft  fhe  for  her  old  Form  put  off  her  new. 

Her  Sire  her  fhifting  Pow’r  to  change  perceiv’d. 

And  various  Chapmen  by  her  Sale  deceiv’d. 

A  Fowl  with  fpangled  Plumes,  a  brinded  Steer, 

Sometimes  a  crefted  Mare,  or  antler’d  Deer : 

Sold  for  a  Price  fhe  parted,  to  maintain 

Her  ftarving  Parent  with  difhoneft  Gain. 

At  laft  all  Means,  as  all  Provifions,  fail’d ; 

For  the  Difeafe  by  Remedies  prevail’d. 

Flis  Mufcles  with  a  furious  Bite  he  tore. 

Gorg’d  his  own  tatter’d  Flefh,  and  gulph’d  his  Gore. 

Wounds  were  his  Feaft,  his  Life  to  Life  a  Prey, 

Supporting  Nature  by  its  own  Decay. 

But  foreign  Stories  why  fhou’d  I  relate  > 

I  too  my  felf  can  to  new  Forms  tranflate, 

Tho’  the  Variety’s  not  unconfin’d. 

But  fix’d  in  Number,  and  reftrain’d  in  Kind : 

For  often  I  this  prefent  Shape  retain, 

Oft  curl  a  Snake  the  Volumes  of  my  Train. 

Sometimes  my  Strength  into  my  Homs  transfer’d, 

A  Bull  I  march,  the  Captain  of  the  Herd. 

But  whilft  I  once  thofe  goring  Weapons  wore, 

Vaft  wrefting  Force  one  from  my  Forehead  tore. 

Lo,  my  maim’d  Brows  the  Injury  ftill  own ; 

He  ceas’d  5  his  Words  concluding  with  a  Groan. 
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Tranjlated  by  Air.  D  R  Y  DEN  and  Others. 


^he  Story  of  Achelo  iis  and  Hercul  es 


By  Mr.  Gay. 

Hefeus  requefts  the  God  to  tell  his  W  oes, 
Whence  his  maim’d  Brow,  and  whence 
Groans  arofe  : 

Wrhen  thus  the  Calydonian  Stream  reply’d. 
With  twining  Reeds  his  carelefs  TrefTcs  ty’d. 
Ungrateful  is  the  Tale;  for  who  can  bear. 

When  conquer’d,  to  rehearfethe  fhamcful  War? 
Yet  I’ll  the  melancholy  Story  trace ; 

So  great  a  Conqu’ror  foftens  the  Difgrace : 

Nor  was  it  Hill  fo  mean  the  Prize  to  yield. 

As  great  and  glorious  to  difputc  the  Field. 

Perhaps  you’ve  heard  of  Deiamrds  Name, 

For  all  the  Country  fpoke  her  Beauty’s  Fame. 

Long  was  the  Nymph  by  num’rous  Suiters  wood, 
Each  with  Addrcfs  his  envy ’d  Hopes  purfu’d  : 


his 
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I  joyn  d  the  loving  Band  j  to  gain  the  Fair, 

Reveal’d  my  Paffion  to  her  F  ather’s  Ear. 

Their  vain  Pretenfions  all  the  reft  refign, 

Alcides  only  ftrove  to  equa.1  mine  j 

He  boafts  his  Birth  from  Jove,  recounts  his  Spoils, 

His  Step-dames  Hate  fubdu’d,  and  fmifh’d  Toils. 

Can  Mortals  then ,  (faid  I)  with  Gods  compare  > 

4 

Behold  a  God;  mine  is  the  watry  Care  : 

Through  your  wide  Realms  I  take  my  mazy  Way, 

Branch  into  Streams,  and  o’er  the  Region  ftray  : 

No  foreign  Gueft  your  Daughter’s  Charms  adores. 

But  one  who  rifes  in  your  native  Shores. 

% 

Let  not  his  Punifhment  your  Pity  move; 

Is  Juno’s  Hate  an  Argument  for  Love  'i 
Though  you  your  Life  from  fair  Alcmena i  drew, 

Jove ’s  a  feign’d  Father,  or  by  Fraud  a  true. 

Chufe  then ;  confefs  thy  Mother’s  Honour  loft. 

Or  thy  Defcent  from  Jove  no  longer  boaft. 

While  thus  I  fpoke,  he  look’d  with  ftern.  Difdain, 

Nor  could  the  Sallies  of  his  Wrath  reftrain. 

Which  thus  break  forth.  This  Arm  decides  our  Right  i 
Vanquifh  in  Words,  be  mine  the  Prize  in  Fight. 

Bold  he  ruftl’d  on.  My  Honour  to  maintain, 

I  fling  my  verdant  Garments  on  the  Plain, 

My  Arms  ftretch  forth,  my  pliant  Limbs  prepare. 

And  with  bent  Hands  expc£t  the  furious  War. 

O’er  my  fleck  Skin  now  gather’d  Duft  he  throws. 

And  yellow  Sand  his  mighty  Mufcles  ftrows. 

Oft  he  my  Neck  and  nimble  Legs  aflails. 

He  Teems  to  grafp  me,  but  as  often  fails. 

Each  Part  he  now  invades  with  eager  Hand ; 

Safe  in  my  Bulk,  immoveable  I  ftand. 
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So  when  loud  Storms  break  high,  and  foam  and  roat 
Againd  fome  Mole,  that  dretches  from  the  Shore ; 

The  firm  Foundation  lading  Tempeds  braves, 

'Defies  the  warring  Winds,  and  driving  Waves. 

Awhile  we  breathe,  then  forward  rufh  amain. 

Renew  the  Combat,  and  our  Ground  maintain ; 

Foot  drove  with  Foot,  I  prone  extend  my  Bread, 
Hands  war  with  Hands,  and  Forehead  Forehead  pred. 
Thus  have  I  feen  two  furious  Bulls  engage, 

Inflam’d  with  equal  Love,  and  equal  Rage, 

Each  claims  the  faired  Heifer  of  the  Grove, 

And  Conqued  only  can  decide  their  Love: 

The  trembling  Herds  furvey  the  Fight  from  far. 

Till  Victory  decides  th*  important  War. 

Three  times  in  vain  he  drove  my  Joints  to  wred. 

To  force  my  Hold,  and  throw  me  from  his  Bread  j 
The  fourth  he  broke  my  Gripe,  that  clafp’d  him  round. 
Then  with  new  Force  he  dretch’d  me  on  the  Ground* 
Clofe  to  my  Back  the  mighty  Burthen  clung. 

As  if  a  Mountain  o’er  my  Limbs  were  flung. 

Believe  my  Tale  5  nor  do  I,  boadful,  aim 
By  feign’d  Narration  to  extol  my  Fame. 

No  fooner  from  his  Grafp  I  Freedom  get. 

Unlock  my  Arms,  that  flow’d  with  trickling  Sweat, 

But  quick  he  feiz’d  me,  and  renew’d  the  Strife, 

As  my  exhauded  Bofom  pants  for  Life  : 

My  Neck  he  gripes,  my  Knee  to  Earth  he  drains ; 

I  fall,  and  bite  the  Sand  with  Shame  and  Pains. 

Oer-match’d  in  Strength,  to  Wiles  and  Arts  I  take, 
And  flip  his  Hold,  in  Form  of  fpeckled  Snake ; 

Who,  when  I  wreath’d  in  Spires  my  Body  round. 

Or  fhow’d  my  forlcy  Tongue  with  hilling  Sound, 
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Smiles  at  my  Threats;  Such  Foes  my  Cradle  knew. 
He  cries,  dire  Snakes  my  Infant  Hand  o’erthrew  5 
A  Dragons  Form  might  other  ConquePs  gain. 

To  war  with  me  you  take  that  Shape  in  vain. 

Art  thou  proportion’d  to  the  Hydras  Length, 

Who  by  his  Wounds  receiv’d  augmented  Strength  ?. 
Fie  rais’d  a  hundred  hilling  Heads  in  Air, 

When  one  I  lopt,  up-fprung  a  dreadful  Pair. 

By  his  Wounds  fertile,  and  with  Slaughter  Prong, 
Singly  I  quell’d  him,  and  ftretch’d  dead  along. 
What  can  ft  thou  do,  a  Form  precarious,  prone, 

To  roufe  my  Rage  with  Terrors  not  thy  own? 

He  faid;  and  round  my  Neck  his  Hands  he  caft. 

And  with  his  Braining  Fingers  wrung  me  fall; 

My  Throat  he  tortur’d,  clofe  as  Pincers  clafp. 

In  vain  I  Prove  to  loofe  the  forceful  Grafp. 

Thus  vanquifh’d  too,  a  third  Form  Pill  remains. 
Chang’d  to  a  Bull,  my  Lowing  fills  the  Plains. 

Strait  on  the  Left  his  nervous  Arms  were  thrown 
Upon  my  brindled  Neck,  and  tugg’d  it  down  ; 

Then  deep  he  Pruck  my  Horn  into  the  Sand, 

And  fell’d  my  Bulk  along  the  dufiy  Land. 

Nor  yet  his  Fury  cool’d ;  ’twixt  Rage  and  Scorn, 
From  my  maim’d  Front  he  tore  thcPubborn  Horn: 
This,  heap’d  with  Flow’rs  and  Fruits,  the  Naiads  bear 
Sacred  to  Plenty,  and  the  bounteous  Year. 

He  fpoke ;  when  lo,  a  beauteous  Nymph  appears, 
Girt  like  Diana's  Train,  with  flowing  Hairs; 

The  Horn  file  brings  in  which  all  Autumn’s  Por’d, 
And  ruddy  Apples  for  the  fccond  Board. 

Now  Morn  begins  to  dawn,  the  Sun’s  bright  Fire 
Gilds  the  high  Mountains,  and  the  Youths  retire; 
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Nor  flay’d  they,  till  the  troubled  Stream  fubfides. 

And  in  its  Bounds  with  peaceful  Current  glides. 

•  # 

But  Achelous  in  his  oozy  Bed 

Deep  hides  his  Brow  deform’d,  and  ruftick  Head : 
No  real  Wound  the  Victor’s  Triumph  Glow’d, 

But  his  loft  Honours  griev’d  the  watry  God ; 

Yet  ev’n  that  Lois  the  Willow’s  Leaves  o’erfpread. 
And  verdant  Reeds,  in  Garlands,  bind  his  Head. 


cThe  Death  of  N 


the  Cent  a 


This  Virgin  too,  thy  Love,  O  Neffas,  found. 

To  her  alone  you  owe  the  fatal  Wound. 

As  the  ftrong  Son  of  Jove  his  Bride  conveys. 
Where  his  Paternal  Lands  their  Bulwarks  raife; 
Where  from  her  flopy  Urn,  Even  us  pours 
Her  rapid  Current,  fwell’d  by  wintry  Show’rs, 

a 

He  came.  The  frequent  Eddies  whirl’d  the  Tide, 
And  the  deep  rolling  Waves  all  Pafs  deny’d. 

As,  for  himfelf,  he  Hood  unmov’d  by  Fears, 

For  now  his  Bridal  Charge  employ’d  his  Cares, 
The  ftrong-limb’d  NeJJus  thus  officious  cry’d, 

(For  he  the  Shallows  of  the  Stream  had  try’d) 
Swim  thou,  Alcides ,  all  thy  Strength  prepare. 

On  yonder  Bank  I’ll  lodge  thy  Nuptial  Care. 


Th’  A oman  Chief  to  Neffus  trnfts  his  Wife, 

All  pale  and  trembling  for  her  Heroes  Life  : 
Cloath’d  as  he  flood  in  the  fierce  Lion’s  Hide, 

The  laden  Quiver  o’er  his  Shoulder  ty’d, 

(For  crofs  the  Stream  his  Bow  and  Club  were  caft) 
Swift  he  plung’d  in;  Thcfc  Billows  fhall  be  paft, 
He  faid,  nor  fought  where  fmoothcr  Waters  glide, 

i 

But  Item’d  the  rapid  Dangers  of  the  Tide. 

II  h  h  h 
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The  Bank  he  reach’d ;  again  the  Bow  he  bears ; 

When,  hark!  his  Bride’s  known  Voice  alarms  his  Ears 
Nejfas,  to  thee  I  call  (aloud  he  cries; 

Vain  is  thy  Tmft  in  Flight,  be  timely  wife: 

Thou  Monfter  double-fhap’d,  my  Right  fet  free ; 

If  thou  no  Rev’rence  owe  my  Fame  and  me. 

Yet  Kindred  fhou’d  thy  lawlefs  Luft  deny; 


perfidious  W retch,  from  me  to  fly 


Think  not, 

Tho’  wing’d  with  Horfe’s  Speed;  Wounds  fihall  purfue 
Swift  as  his  Words  the  fatal  Arrow  flew: 

The  Centaur’s  Back  admits  the  feather’d  Wood, 

And  thro’  his  Breaft  the  barbed  Weapon  flood; 


Which,  when  in  Anguifh 


the  Flefh 


From  both  the  Wounds  gufh’d  forth  the  fipumy  Gore 


Mix’d  with  Lerncean  Venom 


he  took 


Nor  dire  Revenge  his  dying  Breaft  forfook. 
His  Garment,  in  the  reeking  Purple  dy’d. 

To  roufe  Love’s  Paftlon,  he  prefents  the  Bride 


cTho  Deash  of  H 


Now  a  long  Interval  of  Time  fucceeds, 

When  the  great  Son  of  Jove's  immortal  Deeds, 

And  Stcpdame’s  Hate,  had  fill’d  Earth’s  utmoft  Round ; 
He  from  OEchalia ,  with  new  LawrcE  crown’d, 

In  Triumph  was  return’d.  XTc  Rites  prepares. 

And  to  the  King  of  Gods  directs  his  Pray’rs; 

When  Fame  (who  Falillood  cloaths  in  Truth’s  Difguife, 
And  fwclls  her  little- Bulk  with  growing  Lies; 

Thy  tender  Ear,  O  ! Deiamray  mov’d, 

That  Hercules  the  fair  l ole  lov’d. 

Her  Love  believes  the  Talc;  the  Truth  flic  fears 
Of  his  new  Paffion,  and  gives  way  to  Teats. 
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The  flowing  Tears  diffus’d  her  wretched  Grief. 

Why  feek  I  thus,  from  ft  reaming  Eyes,  Relief  > 

She  cries ;  indulge  not  thus  thefe  fruidefs  Cares, 

The  Harlot  will  but  triumph  in  thy  Tears  : 

Let  fo mething  be  refolv’d,  while  yet  there’s  Time  5 
My  Bed  not  confcious  of  a  Rival’s  Crime. 

In  Silence  fhall  I  mourn,  or  loud  complain  > 

Shall  I  feek  Calydon ,  or  here  remain  > 

What  tho’,  ally’dto  Meleager’s  Fame, 

I  boaft  the  Honours  of  a  Sifter’s  Name  > 

My  VC rongs,  perhaps,  now  urge  me  to  purfue 
Some  defp’rate  Deed,  by  which  the  World  fhall  view 
Flow  far  Revenge  and  Woman’s  Rage  can  rife. 


When  weltring  in  her  Blood  the  Harlot  dies. 

Thus  various  Paflions  rul’d  by  turns  her  Breaft. 
She  now  refolves  to  fend  the  fatal  Veft, 

Dy’d  with  Lemnean  Gore,  whofe  Pow’r  might  move 
Plis  Soul  anew,  and  roufe  declining  Love. 

Nor  knew  flic  what  her  hidden  Rage  bellows, 
When  die  to  Lychas  trufts  her  future  W oes > 

With  foft  Endearments  file  the  Boy  commands, 
To  bear  the  Garment  to  her  Husband’s  Hands. 

Th’  unwitting  Heroe  takes  the  Gift  in  hafte. 
And  o’er  his  Shoulders  Lemas  Poyfon  caft. 

As  firft  the  Fire  with  Franlcinccnfe  he  ftrows. 

And  utters  to  the  Gods  his  holy  Vows  5 
And  on  the  Marble  Altar’s  polifh’d  Frame 
Pours  forth  the  grapy  Stream  5  the  rifing  Flame 
Sudden  diffolvcs  the  fubtlc  pois’nous  Juice, 

Which  taints  his  Blood,  and  all  his  Nerves  bedew 
W  ith  wonted  Fortitude  he  bore  the  Smart, 

And  not  a  Groan  confefs’d  his  burning  Heart, 
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At  length  his  Patience  was  fubdu’d  by  Pain, 

He  rends  the  facred  Altar  from  the  Plain; 

OEtes  wide  Forefts  eccho  with  his  Cries : 

Now  to  rip  off  the  deathful  Robe  he  tries* 

W  here-e’er  he  plucks  the  V eft,  the  Skin  he  tears. 

The  mangled  Mufcles  and  huge  Bones  he  bares, 

(A  ghaftful  Sight  U  or  raging  with  his  Pain, 

To  rend  the  flicking  Plague  he  tugs  in  vain. 

As  the  red  Iron  hides  in  the  Flood, 

So  boils  the  Venom  in  his  curdling  Blood. 

Now  with  the  greedy  Flame  his  Entrails  glow. 

And  livid  Sweats  down  all  his  Body  flow ; 

The  cracking  Nerves  burnt  up  are  burft  in  twain. 

The  lurking  Venom  melts  his  fwimming  Brain. 

Then,  lifting  both  his  Hands  aloft,  he  cries. 

Glut  thy  Revenge,  dread  Emprefs  of  the  Skies; 

Sate  with  my  Death  the  Rancour  of  thy  Heart, 

Look  down  with  Pleafure,  and  enjoy  my  Smart. 

Or,  if  e’er  Pity  mov’d  an  hoftile  Breaft, 

9 
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(For  here  I  Hand  thy  Enemy  profeft) 

Take  hence  this  hateful  Life  with  Tortures  torn. 

Inur’d  to  Trouble,  and  to  Labours  bom. 

Death  is  the  Gift  moft  welcome  to  my  Woe, 

And  fuch  a  Gift  a  Stepdame  may  bcftow. 

Was  it  for  this  Bufiris  was  fubdu’d, 

Whofe  barb’rous  Temples  reek’d  with  Stranger’s  Blood? 
Prefs’d  in  thcfc  Arms  his  Fate  Ant.cus  found. 

Nor  gain’d  recruited  Vigour  from  the  Ground. 

Did  I  not  triple-fo  lin’d  Geryon  fell  > 

Or  did  I  fear  the  triple  Dog  of  Hell  ? 

Did  not  thcfc  Hands  the  Bull’s  arm’d  Forehead  hold? 

Arc  not  our  mightv  Toils  in  Elis  told? 

Do 


Do  not  Stywphalian  Lakes  proclaim  thy  Fame? 

* 

■ 

And  fair  Tartheman  Woods  refound  thy  Name  ? 

Who  feiz’d  the  golden  Belt  of  Thermo  don  > 

And  who  the  Dragon-guarded  Apples  won? 

Could  the  fierce  Centaurs  Strength  my  Force  withstand 
Or  the  fell  Boar  that  fpoil’d  th  ’Arcadian  Land? 

Did  not  thefe  Arms  the  Hydra's  Rage  fubdue. 

Who  from  his  Wounds  to  double  Fury  grew? 

What  if  the  Thracian  Horfes,  fat  with  Gore, 

Who  human  Bodies  in  their  Mangers  tore, 

I  faw,  and  with  their  barb’rous  Lord  o’erthrew  ? 

What  if  thefe  Hands  Neman's  Lion  flew? 

Did  not  this  Neck  the  heav’nly  Globe  fuflain  ? 

The  female  Partner  of  the  Thund’rer’s  Reign 
Fatigu’d,  at  length  fufpends  her  harfli  Commands, 

Yet  no  Fatigue  hath  flack’d  thefe  valiant  Hands. 


But  now  new  Plagues  purfue  me;  neither  Force, 
Nor  Arms,  nor  Darts  can  flop  their  raging  Courfe. 
Devouring  Flame  thro’  my  rack’d  Entrails  ftrays. 
And  on  my  Lungs  and  flirivell’d  Mufcles  preys. 

Yet  fiill  Euryflheus  breathes  the  vital  Air. 

What  Mortal  now  fball  feek  the  Gods  with  Pray’r  ? 


‘The  Transformation  of  Lychas  into  a  Rock. 


The  Hero  faid;  and  with  the  Torture  flung. 
Furious  o’er  OEtcs  lofty  Hills  he  fprung. 

Stuck  with  the  Shaft,  thus  fcours  the  Tyger  round 


And  fecks  the  flying  Author  of  his  Wound. 

Now  might  you  fee  him  trembling,  now  he  vents 
His  anguillVd  Soul  in  Groans  and  loud  Laments ; 
He  ftrives  to  tear  the  clinging  Veft  in  vain, 

And  with  up-rooted  Forcfts  ftrows  the  Plain; 

I  i  i  i 
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Now  kindling  into  Rage,  his  Hands  he  rears. 

And  to  his  kindred  Gods  directs  his  Pray’rs. 

When  Lychas,  lo,  hefpies;  who  trembling  flew. 

And  in  a  hollow  Rock  conceal’d  from  View, 

Hadfhun’d  his  Wrath.  Now  Grief  renew'd  his  Pain, 
His  Madnefs  chaff’d,  and  thus  he  raves  again. 

Lychas ,  to  thee  alone  my  Fate  I  owe. 

Who  bore  the  Gift,  the  Caufe  of  all  my  Woe. 

The  Youth  all  pale,  with  fhiv’ring  Fear  was  flung, 

And  vain  Excufes  faulter’d  on  his  Tongue. 

Ale  ides  fnatch’d  him,  as  with  fuppliant  Face 
He  flrove  to  clafp  his  Knees,  and  beg  for  Grace : 

He  tofs’d  him  o’er  his  Head  with  airy  Courfe, 

And  hurl’d  with  more  than  with  an  Engine’s  Force* 

Far  o’er  th’  Eubaean  Main  aloof  he  flies. 

And  hardens  by  Degrees  amid  the  Skies. 

So  fhow’ry  Drops,  when  chilly  Tempefts  blow, 

T hicken  at  firft,  then  whiten  into  Snow, 

In  Balls  congeal’d  the  rolling  Fleeces  bound 
In  folid  Hail  refult  upon  the  Ground. 

Thus,  whirl’d  with  nervous  Force  thro’  diftant  Air, 

The  Purple  Tide  fbrfookhis  Veins,  with  Fear* 


All  Moifture  left  his  Limbs.  Transform’d  to  Stone, 
In  ancient  Days  the  craggy  Flint  was  known  j 
Still  in  t Eubcean  Waves  his  Front  he  rears. 

Still  the  fmall  Rock  in  human  F  oral  appears. 

And  ftill  the  Name  of  haplefs  Lychas  bears. 


But  now  the  H  ero  of  immortal  Birth 
Fells  OEt e’s  Forefts  on  the  groaning  Earth 
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A  Pile  he  builds ;  to  ThiloSefe/  Care 
'-He  leaves  his  deathfui  Indraments  of  War; 

To  him  commits  thofe  Arrows,  which  again 
Shall  fee  the  Bulwarks  of  the  Trojan  Reign, 

The  Son  of  Pee  an  lights  the  lofty  Pyre, 

High  round  the  Structure  climbs  the  greedy  Fire  j 
Plac’d  on  the  T op,  thy  nervous  Shoulders  fpread 
With  the  Nemcffan  Spoils,  thy  carelefs  Head 
Rais’d  on  the  knotty  Club,  with  Look  Divine, 

Here  thou,  dread  Hero,  of  Celedial  Line, 

Wert  dretch’d  at  Eafe;  as  when  a  chearful  Gueft, 

Wine  crown’d  thy  Bowls,  and  Flow’rs  thy  Temples  dred. 

Now  on  all  Sides  the  potent  Flames  afpire. 

And  crackle  round  thofe  Limbs  that  mock  the  Fire : 

A  hidden  Terror  feiz’d  th’  immortal  Hod, 

Who  thought  the  World’s  profefs’d  Defender  lod. 

This  when  the  Thund’rer  faw,  with  Smiles  he  cries, 

’Tis  from  your  Fears,  ye  Gods,  my  Pleafures  rife; 

Joy  fwells  my  Bread,  that  my  all-ruling  Hand 
O’er  fiich  a  grateful  People  boads  Command, 

That  you  my  fuff  ring  Progeny  wou’d  aid  ; 

Tho’  to  his  Deeds  this  jud  Refpe6t  be  paid. 

Me  you’ve  oblig’d.  Be  all  your  Fears  forborn, 

T h’  OEtcan  Fires  do  thou,  great  Hero,  fcorn. 

Who  vanquifh’d  all  things,  fhall  dibdue  the  Flame. 

That  Part  alone  of  grofs  maternal  Frame 
Fire  fhall  devour;  while  what  from  me  he  drew 
Shall  live  immortal,  and  its  Force  fubdue; 

That,  when  he’s  dead,  I’ll  raife  to  Realms  above; 

* 

May  all  the  Pow’rs  the  righteous  A<£t  approve. 

If  any  God  dident,  and  judge  too  great 
The  facred  Honours  of  the  hcav’nly  Seat, 
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Ev’n  he  fhall  own  his  Deeds  deferve  the  Sky, 

Ev’n  he  relu<Han4  fhall  at  length  comply. 

Th’afTembled  Pow’rs  affent.  No  Frown  till  now 
Had  mark’d  with  Paffion  vengeful  funos  Brow. 

Mean  while  whate’er  was  in  the  Pow’r  of  Flame 
Was  all  confutnd  5  his  Body’s  nervous  Frame 

No  more  was  known,  of  human  Form  bereft, 

* 

Th’  eternal  Fart  of  Jove  alone  was  left. 

As  an  old  Serpent  calls  his  fcaly  Veft, 

Wreathes  in  the  Sun,  in  youthful  Glory  dreffc; 

So  when  Alcides  mortal  Mold  refign’d. 

His  better  Part  enlarg’d,  and  grew  refin’d  s 
Auguft  his  Vifage  fhone  >  Almighty  Jove 
In  his  fwift  Carr  his  honour’d  Offspring  drove ; 

Fligh  o’er  the  hollow  Clouds  the  Courfers  fly. 

And  lodge  the  Hero  in  the  Harry  Sky. 

The  T vans formation  of  G  alanthis. 

Atlas  perceiv’d  the  Load  of  Heav’n’s  new  Gueft. 
Revenge  Hill  rancour’d  in  Euryflheus  Bread: 

Againft  Alcides  Race.  Alcmena  goes 
To  dole ,  to  vent  maternal  Woes ; 

Here  file  pours  forth  her  Grief,  recounts  the  Spoils 
Her  Son  had  bravely  reap’d  in  glorious  Toils. 

This  dole,  by  Hercules  Commands, 

Hyllus  had  lov’d,  and  joyn’d  in  nuptial  Bands. 

Her  fwclling  Womb  the  teeming  Birth  confefs’d. 

To  whom  Alcmena  thus  her  Speech  addrefs’d. 

O,  may  the  Gods  protect  thee,  in  that  Hour, 

When,  rnidfl  thy  Throws,  thou  call’ll  th’ dlithyian  Pow’r! 
May  no  Delays  prolong  thy  racking  Pain, 

As  when  I  fil’d  for  Janos  Aid  in  vain. 

When 


1 


BookIX.  O  V  1  T)’ s  Metamorphoses. 


309 


When  now  Abides’  mighty  Birth  drew  nigh. 
And  the  tenth  Sign  roll’d  forward  on  the  Sky, 

My  Womb  extends  with  fnch  a  mighty  Load* 

As  Jove  the  Parent  of  the  Burthen  fhow’d. 

I  could  no  more  th’encreafing  Smart  fuftain. 

My  Horror  kindles  to  recount  the  Pain ; 

Cold  chills  my  Limbs  while  I  the  Tale  purfiie, 
And  now  methinks  I  feel  my  Pangs  anew. 

Seven  Days  and  Nights  amidft  inceffant  Throws* 
Fatigu’d  with  Ills  I  lay,  nor  knew  Repofe  5 
When  lifting  high  my  Hands,  in  Shrieks  I  pray’d 
Implor’d  the  Gods,  and  call’d  Larina's  Aid. 


She 


but  prejudic’d,  to  give  my  Fate 


A  Sacrifice  to  vengeful  Juno’s  Hate. 

She  hears  the  groaning  Anguifh  of  my  Fits, 

% 
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And  on  the  Altar  at  my  Door  fhe  fits. 

O’er  her  left  Knee  her  eroding  Leg  fhe  caft. 

Then  knits  her  Fingers  clofe,  and  wrings  them  fall : 
This  flay’d  the  Birth  5  in  mutt’ring  Verfe  file  pray’d, 
The  mutt’ring  Verfe  th’unfinifh’d  Birth  delay’d. 

Now  with  fierce  Struggles,  raging  with  my  Pain, 

At  Jove’s  Ingratitude  I  rave  in  vain. 

How  did  I  wifli  for  Death !  fuch  Groans  I  lent, 

As  might  have  made  the  flinty  Heart  relent. 

Now  the  Cadmeian  Matrons  round  me  prefs. 

Offer  their  Vows,  and  feck  to  bring  llcdrcfs  5 
Among;  the  "Theban  Dames  Galantbis  Hands, 


Strong  limb’d 


d,  and  juft  to  my  Com 


full  perceiv’d  that  all  thefe  racking  Woe 


From  the  perfifting  Hate  of  Juno  rofc 
As  here  and  there  flic  pafs’d,  by  chan 


ited  Goddefs 


file  fees 
d  Knee 
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Her  faft-knit  Hands  file  leans ;  with  chearful  Voice 
Galantbis  cries.  Whoe’er  thou  art,  rejoice. 

Congratulate  the  Dame,,  {he  lies  at  Reft, 

At  length  the  Gods  Alcmenas  Womb  have  bleft. 

Swift  from  her  Seat  the  ftartied  Goddefs  fprings. 

No  more  conceal’d,  her  Hands  abroad  fhe  flings ; 

The  Charm  unloos’d,  the  Birth  my  Pangs  reliev’d; 
Galanthis'  Laughter  vex’d  the  Pow’r  deceiv’d. 

Fame  fays,  the  Goddefs  dragg’dthe  laughing  Maid 
Faft  by  the  Hair;  in  vain  her  Force  eflay’d 
Her  grov’ling  Body  from  the  Ground  to  rear ; 

Chang’d  to  Fore-feet  her  fhrinking  Arms  appear : 

Her  hairy  Back  her  former  Hue  retains. 


The  Form  alone  is  loft ;  her  Strength  remains ; 
Who,  fince  the  Lye  did  from  her  Mouth  proceed. 


Shall  from 


pregnant  Mouth 


Nor  fhall  fhe  quit  her  long  frequented  Home, 


But  haunt  thofe  Houfes  where  fhe  lov’d  to  roam. 


The  Fable  of  D  R  y  o  p  e. 

By  Mr.  Pope. 

She  faid,  and  for  her  loft  Galanthis  flghs ; 
When  the  fair  Confort  of  her  Son  replies; 
Since  you  a  Servant's  ravifll’d  Form  bemoan 
And  kindly  figh  for  Sorrows  not  your  own. 
Let  me  (if  Tears  and  Grief  permit)  relate 
A  nearer  Woe,  a  Sifter’s  ftranger  Fate. 

No  Nymph  of  all  Oechalia  could  compare 
For  beauteous  Form  with  Bryope  the  Fair; 
Her  tender  Mother’s  only  Hope  and  Pride, 
(My  felf  the  Offspring  of  afccond  Bride.) 
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This  Nymph,  comprefs’d  by  him  who  rules  the  Day, 

Whom  Delphi  and  the  T>elian  Ifle  obey, 
jlndramon  lov’d  5  and  bleft  in  all  thofe  Charms 
That  pleas’d  a  God,  fucceeded  to  her  Arms. 

A  Lake  there  was,  with  {helving  Banks  around, 
Whofe  verdant  Summit  fragrant  Myrtles  crown’d. 
Thofe  Shades,  unknowing  of  the  F  ates,  fhe  fought. 
And  to  the  Naiads  dowry  Garlands  brought ; 

Her  fmiling  Babe  (a  pleafing  Charge)  fhe  preft 
Between  her  Arms,  and  nourifh’d  at  her  Bread:. 

Not  diftant  far  a  watry  Lotos  grows ; 


The  Spring  was  new,  and  all  the  verdant  Boughs, 
Adorn’d  with  Bloffoms,  promis’d  Fruits  that  vye 
In  glowing  Colours  with  the  Tyrian  Dye. 

Of  thefe  fhe  cropt,  to  pleafe  her  Infant  Son, 

And  I  my  felf  the  fame  rafh  A<ft  had  done. 

But,  lo !  I  faw  (as  near  her  Side  I  flood) 


The  violated  Bloffoms  drop  with  Blood  $ 

Upon  the  Tree  I  call  a  frightful  Look, 

The  trembling  Tree  with  fudden  Horror  fhook, 

Lotis  the  Nymph  (if  rural  Tales  be  true) 

As  from  Triapus  lawlefs  Lull  fhe  flew, 

Forfook  her  Form  5  and  fixing  here,  became 
A  flow’ry  Plant,  which  Bill  preferves  her  Name. 

This  Change  unknown,  aftonifh’d  at  the  Sight, 
My  trembling  Sifter  ftrove  to  urge  her  Flight ; 

Yet  firft  the  Pardon  of  the  Nymphs  implor’d. 

And  thofe  offended  Sylvan  Pow’rs  ador  d : 

But  when  file  backward  would  have  fled,  fhe  found 
Her  ftiff’ning  Feet  were  rooted  to  the  Ground  : 

In  vain  to  free  her  faften’d  Feet  file  ftrove, 


And  as  file  ftruggles,  only  moves  above ; 
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She  feels  th’  incroaching  Bark  around  her  grow,  ; 

By  flow  Degrees,  and  cover  all  below: 

Surpris’d  at  this 

To  rend  her  Hair ;  her  Hand  is  fill’d  with  Leaves ; 
Where  late  was  Hair,  the  {hooting  Leaves  are  feen 
To  rife,  and  fhade  her  with  a  fudden  Green. 

The  Child  Amphifus,  to  her  Bofom  preft. 

Perceiv’d  a  colder  and  a  harder  Bread, 

And  found  the  Springs,  that  ne’er  ’till  then  deny’d 
Their  milky  Moifture,  on  a  fudden  dry’d. 

I  faw,  unhappy,  what  I  now  relate, 

t 

And  flood  the  helplefs  Witnefs  of  thy  Fate ; 

Embrac’d  thy  Boughs,  the  riling  Bark  delay’d. 

There  wifh’d  to  grow,  and  mingle  Shade  with  Shade. 

Behold  Andnemon  and  th’  unhappy  Sire 
Appear,  and  for  their  Dry  ope  enquire; 

A  fpringing  Tree  for  Dryofe  they  find. 

And  print  warm  KifTes  on  the  panting  Rind  j 
Proftrate,  with  Tears  their  Kindred  Plant  bedew. 

And  clofe  embrac’d,  as  to  the  Roots  they  grew. 

The  Face  was  all  that  now  remain’d  of  thee; 

No  more  a  Woman,  nor  yet  quite  a  Tree: 

Thy  Branches  hung  with  humid  Pearls  appear. 

From  ev’ry  Leaf  diflills  a  trickling  Tears 
And  lira  it  a  Voice,  while  yet  a  Voice  remains. 

Thus  thro’  the  trembling  Boughs  in  Sighs  complains. 

If  to  the  Wretched  any  Faith  be  giv’n, 

I  {wear  by  all  th’ unpitying  Pow’rs  of  Hcav’n, 

No  wilful  Crime  this  heavy  Vengeance  bred, 

In  mutual  Innocence  our  Lives  \vc  led. 


,  her  trembling  Hand  lhe  heaves 


J 


If 
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If  this  be  falfe,  let  thefe  new  Greens  decay. 

Let  founding  Axes  lop  my  Limbs  away. 

And  crackling  Flames  on  all  my  Honours  prey. 
Now  from  my  branching  Arms  this  Infant  bear. 
Let  fome  kind  Nurfe  fupply  a  Mother’s  Care ; 

Yet  to  his  Mother  let  him  oft  be  led. 

Sport  in  her  Shades,  and  in  her  Shades  be  fed? 
Teach  him,  when  firft  his  Infant  Voice  fhail  frame 
Impelled  Words,  and  lifp  his  Mother’s  Name, 
To  hail  this  Tree,  and  fay  with  weeping  Eyes, 
Within  this  Plant  my  haplefs  Parent  lies  j 
And  when  in  Youth  he  feeks  the  fhady  Woods, 
Oh,  let  him  fly  the  chryftal  Lakes  and  Floods, 
Nor  touch  the  fatal  Flow  rs;  but  warn’d  by  me. 
Believe  a  Goddefs  fhrin’d  in  ev'ry  Tree. 

My  Sire,  my  Sifter,  and  my  Spoufe  farewel ! 


If 


your  Rreafts  or  Love  or  Pity  dwell 


Proted  your  Plant,  nor  let  my  Branches  feel 
The  browzing  Cattle,  or  the  piercing  Steel. 
Farewel !  and  fince  I  cannot  bend  to  join 
My  Lips  to  yours,  advance  at  leaf!:  to  mine. 

My  Son,  thy  Mother’s  parting  Kifs  receive, 
While  yet  thy  Mother  has  a  ICifs  to  give. 

I  can  no  more ;  the  creeping  Rind  invades 
My  doling  Lips,  and  hides  my  Head  in  Shades  : 
Remove  your  Elands  3  the  Bark  fhail  foon  fuffice. 
Without  their  Aid,  to  feal  thefe  dying  Eyes. 

She  ceas’d  at  once  to  fpeak,  and  ceas’d  to  be; 
And  all  the  Nymph  was  loft  within  the  Tree: 

Yet  latent  Life  thro’  her  new  Branches  reign’d. 
And  long  the  Plant  a  human  Heat  retain’d. 
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Continu  d  by  Mr .  G  AY. 

Iolaus  reftofd  to  Touth. 

While  lole  the  fatal  Change  declares. 

Ale  mends  pitying  Hand  oft  wip’d  her  Tears. 

#■ 

Grief  too  ftream’d  down  her  Cheeks ;  foon  Sorrow  flies. 
And  riling  Joy  the  trickling  Moifture  dries, 

Lo  lolaus  Hands  before  their  Eyes. 

A  Youth  he  flood ;  and  the  foft  Down  began 


O’er  his  fmooth  Chin  to  fpread,  and  promife  Man. 
Hebe  fubmitted  to  her  Husband’s  Pray’rs, 

XiiftiU’d  new  Vigour,  and  reftor’d  his  Years. 


cThe  Prophecy  of  T  h  e  m  i  s. 

Now  from  her  Lips  a  folemn  Oath  had  paft. 
That  lolaus  this  Gift  alone  fhou’d  tafle. 

Had  not  juft  Themis  thus  maturely  faid, 

( Which  check’d  her  Vow,  and  aw’d  the  blooming 


Maid.) 


Thebes  is  embroil’d  in  War 


Capaneus  ftands 


Invincible,  but  by  the  Thund’rer’s  Hands. 

Ambition  fhall  the  guilty  *  Brothers  fire, 

Both  rulh.  to  mutual  Wounds,  and  both  expire. 

The  reeling  Earth  fhall  ope  her  gloomy  Womb, 
Where  the  t  yet  breathing  Bard  fhall  And  his  Tomb 
The  §  Son  fhall  bathe  his  Hands  in  Parent’s  Blood. 

*  i 

And  in  one  A6t  be  both  unjuft  and  good. 

Of  Home  and  Scnfc  depriv’d,  where-e’er  he  flics. 
The  Furies  and  his  Mother’s  Ghoft  he  fpies. 

His  Wife  the  fatal  Bracelet  fhall  implore. 

And  Phegeus  ftain  his  Sword  in  Kindred  Gore. 
Callirhoe  fhall  then  with  fuppliant  Pray’r 
Prcvail  on  Jupiter  s  relenting  Ear. 


Etcoclcs  andVo lyniccs. 


j  Amphiaraus. 
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feme  fhall  with  Youth  her  Infant  Sons  infpire. 
And  bid  their  Bofbms  glow  with  manly  Fire. 
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The  Dehate  of  the  Gods. 

6 

W hen  Themis  thus  with  prefcient  V oice  had  fpoke,, 
Among  the  Gods  a  various  Murmur  broke  5 
Diffention  rofe  in  each  immortal  Breaft, 

That  one  fhould  grant  what  was  den/d  the  red. 
Aurora  for  her  aged  Spoufe  complains, 

And  Ceres  grieves  for  Jaforis  freezing  Veins  5 

I 

Vulcan  would  Erichthonius ’  Years  renew. 

Her  future  Race  the  Care  of  Venus  drew. 

She  would  Anchifes '  blooming  Age  re  ft  ore ; 

A  different  Care  employ’d  each  heav’nly  Pow’r: 
Thus  various  Inf  refts  did  their  Jars  encreafe, 

Till  Jonsc  arofe  5  he  fpoke,  their  Tumults  ceafe. 

Is  any  Rev’rence  to  our  Prefence  giv’n. 

Then  why  this  Difcord  ’mong  the  Pow’rs  of  Heav’j 
Who  can  the  fettled  Will  of  Fate  fubdue? 

’Twas  by  the  Fates  that  lolaus  knew 
A  fecond  Youth.  The  Fate’s  determin’d  Doom 
Shall  give  Callirhoe’s  Race  a  youthful  Bloom. 

Arms  nor  Ambition  can  this  Pow’r  obtain ; 

Quell  your  Defires  5  ev’n  me  the 
Could  I  their  Will  controul,  no  rolling  Years 
Had  Moots  bent  down  with  Silver  Hairs ; 

Then  R  had  a  month  pis  ftill  had  Youth  polfcfs  d. 

And  Minos  with  eternal  Bloom  been  blcfs'd. 

Jove'S  Words  the  Synod  mov’d;  the  Pow’rs  give  o’er 
And  urge  in  vain  unjuft  Complaint  no  more. 

Since  R hadamanthus ’  Veins  now  (lowly  flow 
And  Mac  us  and.  Minos  bore  the  Load ; 


Fates  reft  rain 


.9 


-3i6  O  fs  I  D' s  Metamorphoses.  Book  IX. 

\ 

Minos,  who  in  the  Flow’r  of  Youth  and  Fame,  , 

Made  mighty  Nations  tremble  at  his  Name, 

Infirm  with  Age,  the  proud  Miletus  fears. 

Vain  of  his  Birth,  and  in  the  Strength  of  Years, 

S 

And  now  regarding  all  his  Realms  as  loft. 

He  durft  not  force  him  from  his  native  Coaft. 

But  you  by  choice,  Miletus ,  fled  his  Reign, 

And  thy  fwift  Veffel  plow’d  t\i  ;Ege an  Main; 

On  Afiatick  Shores  a  Town  you  frame. 

Which  ftili  is  honour’d  with  the  Founder’s  Name. 

Here  you  Cjariee  knew,  the  beauteous  Maid, 

As  on  her  *  Father’s  winding  Banks  fhe  ftray’d : 

Camus  and  Byblis  hence  their  Lineage  trace. 

The  double  Offspring  of  your  warm  Embrace. 


Let  the  fad  Fate  of  wretched  Byblis  prove 
A  difmal  W arning  to  unlawful  Love  5 
One  Birth  gave  Being  to  the  haplefs  Pair, 

But  more  was  Caunus  than  a  Sifter’s  Care  j 
Unknown  file  lov’d,  for  yet  the  gentle  Fire 
Rofe  not  in  Flames,  nor  kindled  to  Defire ; 
’Twas  thought  no  Sin  to  wonder  at  his  Charms, 
Hang  on  his  Neck,  and  languifli  in  his  Arms ; 
Thus  wing’d  with  Joy,  fled  the  foft  Hours  away. 
And  all  the  fatal  Guilt  on  harmlefs  Nature  lay. 

But  Love  (too  foon  from  Piety  declin’d) 
infenfibly  deprav’d  her  yielding  Mind. 

Drefs’d  flic  appears,  with  niceft  Art  adorn’d. 

And  cv’ry  Youth,  but  her  lov’d  Brother,  {corn’d  3 


\ 


*  Marauder. 
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For  him  alone  {he  labour’d,  to  be  fair. 

And  curft  all  Charms  that  might  with  hers  compare 
Twas  fhe,  and  only  fhe,  muft  Camus  pleafe. 

Sick  at  her  Heart,  yet  knew  not  her  Difeafe  : 

She  call’d  him  Lord,  for  Brother  was  a  Name 
Too  cold,  and  dull  for  her  afpiring  Flame ; 

And  when  he  fpoke,  if  Sifter,  he  reply’d. 

For  Byblis  change  that  frozen  W ord,  fhe  cry’d  $ 

Yet  waking  ftill  fhe  watch’d  her  ftrugling  Breaft, 

And  Love’s  Approaches  were  in  vain  addrefs’d, 

Till  gentle  Sleep  an  eafy  Conqueft  made. 

And  in  her  foft  Embrace  the  Conqueror  was  laid. 
But  Oh  too  foon  the  pleafing  Villon  fled. 

And  left  her  blufhing  on  the  confcious  Bed  : 

Ah  me!  (fhe  cry’d j  how  monflrous  do  I  feem> 


Why  thefe  wild  Thought 


and  this  inceftuous  Dream  ? 


Envy  herfelf  ( 


muft  own  his  Charms 


But  what  is  Beauty  in  a  Sifter’s  Arms  > 

Oh  were  I  not  that  defpicable  fhe. 

How  blefs’d,  how  pleas’d,  how  happy  fhou’d  I  be ! 
But  unregarded  now  muft  bear  my  Pain, 

And,  but  in  Dreams,  my  Willies  can  obtain. 

O  Sea-born  Goddefs !  with  thy  wanton  Boy ! 

Was  ever  fuch  a  charming  Scene  of  Joy> 

Such  perfe6fc  Blifs !  fuch  raviflling  Delight ! 

Ne’er  hid  before  in  the  kind  Shades  of  Night. 

Flow  pleas’d  my  Heart !  in  what  fweet  Raptures  toft 
Ev’11  Life  itfelf  in  the  foft  Combat  loft. 

While  breathlefs  he  on  my  heav’d  Bofom  lay, 

And  {hatch’d  the  Treafurcs  of  my  Soul  away. 

If  the  bare  Fancy  fo  affc61s  my  Mind, 

Flow  fhou’d  I  rave  if  to  the  Subftancc  join’d  ? 

M  m  m  m 
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Oh,  gentle 


/ 


* 

quit  thy  hated  Line 


y 


4  * 


Or  let  thy  Parents  be  no  longer  mine  I 
Oh  that  in  common  all  things  were  enjoy’d. 
But  thofe  alone  who  have  our  Hopes  deftroy’d 
Were  I  a  Princels,  thou  an  humble  Swain,  • 
The  proudeft  Kings  fhou’d  rival  thee  in  vain. 


It  cannot  be 


the  dreadful  Ill 


9 


Is  fix’d  by  Pate,  and  he’s  my  Brother  ftill. 

Hear  me,  ye  Gods !  I  mutt  have  Friends  in  Heav’n, 
For  Jove  himfelf  was  to  a  Sifter  giv’n  ; 

But  what  are  their  Prerogatives  above. 

To  the  fhort  Liberties  of  humane  Lave  > 

Fantaftick  Thoughts !  down,  down,  forbidden  Fires 
Or  inftant  Death  extinguifh  my  Defires, 

Stri£b  Virtue,  then,  with  thy  malicious  Leave, 
Without  a  Crime  I  may  a  ICifs  receive: 

But  fay  fhou’d  I  in  fpight  of  Laws  comply. 

Yet  cruel  Cannus  might  himfelf  deny. 

No  Pity  take  of  an  afflicted  Maid, 

(For  Love’s  fweet  Game  muft  be  by  Couples  play’d.) 
Yet  why  fliou’d  Youth  and  Charms  like  mine  delpair? 

Such  Fears  ne’er  ftartled  the  VEolian  Pair 

♦ 

No  Ties  of  Blood  could  their  full  Hopes  dcftroy. 
They  broke  thro’  all  for  the  prevailing  Joy; 

And  who  can  tell  but  Caunus  too  may  be 
Rack’d  and  tormented  in  his  Breaft  for  me  > 

Like  me,  to  the  extreameft  Anguifh  drove? 

Like  me,  juft  waking  from  a  Dream  of  Love  > 

% 

But  ftay !  Oh  whither  wou’d  my  Fury  run  ! 

What  Arguments  1  urge  to  be  undone  ! 

1  r 

Away  fond  Bjblis ,  quench  thefe  guilty  Flames ; 

Caunus  thy  Love  but  as  a  Brother  claims ; 
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Yet  had  he  firft  been  touch’d  with  Love  of  me 
The  charming  Youth  cou’d  I  defpairing  fee  ? 
Opprefs’d  with  Grief,  and  dying  by  Difdain  ? 
Ah  no  !  too  fure  I  fhou’d  have  eas’d  his  Pain  ? 
Since  then,  if  Caunus  ask’d  me,  it  were  done; 
Asking  my  felf,  what  Dangers  can  I  run  ? 

But  canft:  thou  ask?  and  fee  that  Light  betray’d. 
From  Tyrrha  down  to  thy  whole  Sex  convey’d  ? 
That  felf-denying  Gift  we  all  enjoy. 

Of  wifhing  to  be  won,  yet  feeming  to  be  coy. 
Well  then,  for  once,  let  a  fond  Miftrefs  woe, 
The  Force  of  Love  no  Cuftom  can  fubdue  ; 
This  frantick  Faflion  he  by  Words  fhall  know. 
Soft  as  the  melting  Heart  from  whence  they  flow. 
The  Pencil  then  in  her  fair  Hand  file  held. 

By  Fear  difcourag’d,  but  by  Love  compell’d > 

She  writes,  then  blots,  writes  on,  and  blots  again 
Likes  it  as  fit,  then  razes  it  as  vain : 

4 

Shame  and  AfTurance  in  her  Face  appear. 

And  a  faint  Hope  juft  yielding  to  Defpair  5 
Sifter  was  wrote,  and  blotted  as  a  W ord 
Which  fhe,  and  Caunus  too  (fhe  hop’d)  abhorr’d ; 
But  now  refolv’d  to  be  no  more  controul’d 


By  fcrup’lous  Virtue,  thus  her  Grief  (he  told. 

Thy  Lover  (gentle  Caunus )  wifhes  thee 
That  Health,  which  thou  alone  canft  give  to  me. 


O  charming  Youth, 


the  Gift  I  ask  beftow. 


E’re  thou  the  Name  of  the  fond  W liter  know; 


To  thee  without  a  Name  I  would  be  known. 


Since  knowing  that,  my  Frailty  I  muft 
Yet  why  ftiou’d  I  my  wretched  Name  - 
When  thoufand  Inftanccs  my  Flames 
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Wan  Looks  and  weeping  Eyes  have  fpoke  my  Pain, 
And  Sighs  difchatgd  from  my  heav’d  Heart  in  vain ; 
Had  I  not  wifh’d  my  Paffion  might  be  feen,. 

W  hat  con’d  fuch  Fondnefs  and  Embraces  mean  > , 
Such  KifTes  too !  (Oh  heediefs  lovely  Boy) 

Without  a  Crime  no  Sifter  cou’d  enjoy- 
Yet  (tho’  extreameft  Rage  has  rack’d  my  Soul, 

And  raging  Fires  in  my  parch’d  Bofom  roul) 

Be  Witnefs,  Gods  !  how  pioufly  I  ftrove. 

To  rid  my  Thoughts  of  this  enchanting  Love. 

But  who  cou’d  fcape  fo  fierce  and  fure  a  Dart, 

Aim’d  at  a  tender  and  defencelefs  Heart  > ,  . 

Alas  !  what  Maid  cou’d  fuffer  I  have  bom, 

#  \ 

E’re  the  dire  Secret  from  my  Breaft  was  tom  ; 

To  thee  a  helplefs  vanquifh’d  Wretch  I  come, 

’Tis  you  alone  can  fave,  or  give  my  Doom  > 

My  Life  or  Death  this  Moment  you  may  chufe, 

#  • 

Yet  think.  Oh  think,  no  hated  Stranger  fues. 

No  Foe,  but  one,  alas !  too  near  ally’d, 

# 

And  wifhing  ft  ill  much  nearer  to  be  ty’d. 

f 

The  Forms  of  Decency  let  Age  debate. 

And  Virtue’s  Rules  by  their  cold  Morals  ftate ; 

Their  ebbing  Joys  give  Lcifure  to  enquire, 

And  blame  thofe  noble  Flights  our  Youth  infpire : 
Where  Nature  kindly  fumtnons  let  us  go. 

Our  fprightly  Years  no  Bounds  in  Love  fhou’d  know, 
Shou’d  feel  no  Check  of  Guilt,  and  fear  no  Ill  5 
Lovers  and  Gods  a6t  all  things  at  their  Will: 

Wc  gain  one  Blefling  from  our  hated  Kin, 

Since  our  Paternal  Freedom  hides  the  Sin; 

Unccnfur'd  in  each  others  Arms  wc  lye. 

Think  then  how  eafy  to  complcat  our  Joy. 
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Oh  pardon,  and  oblige  a  blufhing  Maid, 

Whofe  Rage  the  Pride  of  her  vain  Sex  betray’d ; 
Nor  let  my  Tomb  thus  mournfully  complain. 

Here  Byblis  lies,  by  her  lov’d  Caunus  {lain. 

Forc’d  hereto  end,  fhe  with  a  falling  Tear 
Temper’d  the  pliant  Wax,  which  did  the  Signet  bear 
The  curious  Cypher  was  imprefs’d  by  Art, 

But  Love  had  ftamp’d  one  deeper  in  her  Heart,- 
Her  Page,  a  Youth  of  Confidence  and  Skill, 

(Secret  as  Night;  flood  waiting  on  her  Will; 

Sighing  ((he  cry’d;  bear  this,  thou  faithful  Boy, 

To  my  fweet  Partner  in  eternal  Joy: 

Here  a  long  Paufe  her  fecret  Guilt  confefs’d. 

And  when  at  length  fhe  wou’d  have  fpoke  the  reft. 
Half  the  dear  Name  lay  bury’d  in  her  Breaft. 

Thus  as  he  liftned  .to  her  vain  Command, 

Down  fell  the  Letter  from  her  trembling  Hand. 

The  Omen  block’d  her  Soul :  Yet  go,  the  cry’d  5 
Can  a  Requeft  from  Byblis  be  deny’d  > 

To  the  Mceandrian  Youth’s  this  MefFage  born. 

The  half-read  Lines  by  his  fierce  Rage  were  torn 
Hence,  hence,  he  cry’d,  thou  Pandar  to  her  Luft, 
Bear  hence  the  Triumph  of  thy  impious  Truft: 

Thy  inftant  Death  will  but  divulge  her  Shame, 

Or  thy  Life’s  Blood  fhoud  quench  the  guilty  Flame. 
Frighted,  from  threatning  Caunus  he  withdrew, 

And  with  the  .dreadful  News  to  his  loft  Miftrcfs  flew 
The  fad  Rcpulfc  foftruck  the  wounded  Fair, 

Her  Senfc  was  buried  in  her  wild  Dcfpair  ; 

Pale  was  her  Viftigc,  as  the  ghaftly  D  cad. 

And  her  fear’d  Soul  from  the  fwcct  Manfion  fed  5 
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Yet  with  her  Life  renew’d,  her  Love  returns,  ° 

And  faintly  thus  her  cruel  Fate  fhe  mourns  : 

’Tis  juft,  ye  Gods !  was  my  falfe  Reafon  blind  ? 

Xo  write  a  Secret  of  this  tender  kind  ? 

With  female  Craft  I  fhou’d  at  firft  have  ftrove. 

By  dubious  Hints  to  found  his  diftant  Love; 

And  try’d  thofe  ufeful,  tho’  diftembled.  Arts 
Which  Women  pradtife  on  difdainful  Hearts: 

I  fhou’d  have  watch'd  whence  the  black  Storm  might  rife 

♦/ 

E’re  I  had  trailed  the  unfaithful  Skies. 

Now  on  the  rouling  Billows  I  am  toft. 

And  with  extended  Sails,  on  the  blind  Shelves  am  loft. 
Did  not  indulgent  Heav’n  my  Doom  foretell. 

When  from  my  Hand  the  fatal  Letter  fell  ? 

W  hat  Madnefs  feiz’d  my  Soul?  and  urg’d  me  on 
To  take  the  only  Courfe  to  be  undone  ? 

I  cou’d  my  felf  have  told  the  moving  Tale 
With  fuch  alluring  Grace  as  muft  prevail  5 
Then  had  his  Eyes  beheld  my  blufhing  Fears, 

My  rift ng  Sighs,  and  my  defcending  Tears ; 

Round  his  dear  Neck  thefe  Arms  I  then  had  fpread. 
And,  if  rejedted,  at  his  Feet  been  dead: 

% 

If  fingly  thefe  had  not  his  Thoughts  inclin’d. 

Yet  all  united  wou’d  have  (hock’d  his  Mind. 

Perhaps,  my  carelefs  Page  might  be  in  fault. 

And  in  a  lucklefs  Hour  the  fatal  Me  (Page  brought  ; 
Bufincfs,  and  worldly  Thoughts  might  fill  his  Brcaft, 
Sometimes  cv’n  Love  itfeif  may  be  an  irkfomc  Gueft : 
He  cou’d  not  clfc  have  treated  me  with  Scorn, 

For  Caunus  was  not  of  a  Tygrefs  born  ; 

Nor  Steel  nor  Adamant  has  fenc’d  his  Heart, 

Like  mine  ’tis  naked  to  the  burning  Dart. 
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Away  falfe  Fears !  he  mult,  he  fhall  he  mine. 
In  Death  alone  I  will  my  Claim  refign  > 

’Tis  vain  to  wifh  my  written  Crime  unknown. 
And  for  my  Guilt  much  vainer  to  attone. 
Repuls’d,  and  baffled,  fiercer  Hill  fhe  burns. 

And  Caunus  with  Difdain  her  impious  Love  return 
He  law  no  End  of  her  injurious  Flame, 

And  fled  his  Country  to  avoid  the  Shame. 

Forfaken  Byblis ,  who  had  Hopes  no  more, 

Burfl  out  in  Rage,  and  her  loofe  Robes  Ihe  tore  5 

I 

With  her  fair  Hands  file  fmote  her  tender  Breaft, 
And  to  the  wondring  World  her  Love  confefs’d; 


O’er  Hills  and  Dales 


Rocks  and  Streams  {he  flew 


But  Rill  in  vain  did  her  wild  LuR  purfue  : 
Wearied  at  length,  on  the  cold  Earth  file  fell. 
And  now  in  Tears  alone  cou’d  her  fad  Story  tell 
Relenting  Gods,  in  Pity,  fix’d  her  there. 

And  to  a  Fountain  turn’d  the  weeping  Fair. 


The  Fable  of  l  phi  s  and  Ianthe. 

By  Mr.  D  R  Y  d  e  n. 

The  Fame  of  this,  perhaps,  thro’  Crete  had  flown : 
But  Crete  had  newer  Wonders  of  her  own, 

* 

In  Ipbis  chang’d:  For,  near  the  Gnofjian  Bounds, 

(As  loud  Report  the  Miracle  refounds) 

At  Thcejius  dwelt  a  Man  of  honed  Blood, 

But  meanly  bom,  and  not  fo  rich  as  good  j 
Efleem’d  and  lov’d  by  all  the  Neighbourhood* 
Who  to  his  Wife,  before  the  Time  aflign’d 
For  Child-birth  came,  thus  bluntly  fpoke  his  Mind. 
If  Heav’n,  faid  Lygdus ,  will  voucbfafe  to  hear, 

I  have  but  two  Petitions  to  prefer  * 

Short  Pains  for  thee,  for  me  a  Son  and  Heir. 


f 
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Girls  coft  as  many  Throws  in  bringing  forth ; 
Befides,  when  born,  theTitts  are  little  worth ; 


W eak  puling  things,  unable  to  fuftain 

Their  Share  of  Labour,  and  their  Bread  to  gain. 

If,  therefore,  thou  a  Creature  fhalt  produce. 

Of  fo  great  Charges,  and  fo  little  Ufe, 

(Bear  witnefs,  Heav’n,  with  what  Relu6tancy) 

Her  haplefs  Innocence  I  doom  to  dye. 

*  % 

He  faid,  and  Tears  the  common  Grief  difplay, 
Of  him  who  bad,  and  her  who  muft  obey. 


Yet  Telethufa  (till  perfifts,  to  find 
Tit  Arguments  to  move  a  Father’s  Mind; 

o 

T’  extend  his  YVhfhes  to  a  larger  Scope, 


And  in  one  Velfel  not  confine  his  Hope. 

Lygdus  continues  hard:  Her  Time  drew  near. 

And  fhe  her  heavy  Load  cou’d  fcarcely  bear; 
When,  flumb  ring,  in  the  latter'Shades  of  Night, 


Before  th’  Approaches  of  returning  Light, 

She  faw,  or  thought  fhe  faw,  before  her  Bed, 


A  glorious  Train,  and  Ifis  at  their  Head: 

Her  moony  Horns  were  on  her  Forehead  plac’d. 
And  yellow  Sheaves  herfhining  Temples  grac’d: 
A  Mitre,  for  a  Crown,  file  wore  on  high  ; 

The  Dog  and  dappl’d  Bull  were  waiting  by; 
Ofyris,  fought  along  the  Banks  of  Nile ; 

The  filcnt  God;  the  facred  Crocodile: 


And,  laft,  a  long  Froceffion  moving  on. 


With  Timbrels,  that  afiift  the  lab’ring  Moon. 

Her  Slumbers  feem’d  difpell’d,  and,  broad  awake. 
She  heard  a  Voice,  that  thus  di£tih£tly  fpakc. 

My  Votary,  thy  Babe  from  Death  defend. 

Nor  fear  to  fave  whatc’cr  the  Gods  will  fend. 


Delude 
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Delude  with  Art  thy  Husbands  dire  Decree; 

When  Danger  calls,  repofe  thy  Truft  on  me: 

And  know  thou  haft  not  ferv’d  a  thanklefs  Deity. 
This  Promife  made,  with  Night  the  Goddefs  fled; 
With  Joy  the  Woman  wakes,  and  leaves  her  Bed ; 
Devoutly  lifts  her  fpotlefs  Hands  on  high* 

And  prays  the  Pow’rs  their  Gift  to  ratifie. 

Now  grinding  Pains  proceed  to  bearing  Throws, 
Till  its  own  Weight  the  Burden  did  difclofe. 

9 

Twas  of  the  beauteous  Kind,  and  brought  to  Light 
W  ith  Secrecy,  to  fhun  the  Father’s  Sight. 

Th’  indulgent  Mother  did  her  Care  employ. 

And  pafs’d  it  on  her  Husband  for  a  Boy. 

The  Nurfe  was  confcious  of  the  Fa£t  alone; 

The  Father  paid  his  Vows  as  for  a  Son ; 

And  call’d  him  Ipkis,  by  a  common  Name, 

Which  either  Sex  with  equal  Right  may  claim. 

Jphis  his  Grandlire  was;  the  Wdfe  was  pleas’d. 

Of  half  the  Fraud  by  Fortune’s  Favour  eas’d: 

The  doubtful  Name  was  us’d  without  Deceit, 

And  Truth  was  cover’d  with  a  pious  Cheat. 

The  Habit  fhcw’d  a  Boy,  the  beauteous  Face 
With  manly  Fiercenefs  mingl’d  female  Grace. 

Now  thirteen  Years  of  Age  were  fwiftly  run. 

When  the  fond  Father  thought  the  time  drew  on 
Of  fettling  in  the  World  his  only  Son. 
lanthc  was  his  Choice;  fo  wondrous  fair? 

Her  Form  alone  with  Ipbis  cou’d  compare ; 

A  Neighbour’s  Daughter  of  his  own  Degree, 

And  not  more  blcfsd  with  Fortune’s  Goods  than  he. 
They  foon  cfpous’d;  for  they  with  Eafe  were  join’i 

Who  were  before  contracted  in  the  Mind. 

O  o  o  o 
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T heir  Age  the  fame,  their  Inclinations  too ; 

And  bred  together,  in  one  School  they  grew. 

Thus,  fatally  difpos’d  to  mutual  Fires, 

They  felt,  before  they  knew,  the  fame  Defires. 

Equal  their  Flame,  unequal  was  their  Care  3 

One  lov’d  with  Hope,  one  languifh’d  in  Defpair. 

% 

The  Maid  accus’d  the  ling  ring  Days  alone: 

For  whom  fhe  thought  a  Man,  fhe  thought  her  own. 
But  Tphis  bends  beneath  a  greater  Grief; 

As  fiercely  burns,  but  hopes  for  no  Relief. 

Ev’n  her  Defpair  adds  Fuel  to  her  Fire  > 

A  Maid  with  Madnefs  does  a  Maid  defire. 

And,  fcarce  refraining  Tears,  Alas,  faid  fhe> 

What  IfTue  of  my  Love  remains  for  me ! 

How  wild  a  Pafifion  works  within  my  Breafl, 

With  what  prodigious  Flames  am  I  poffeft ! 

Cou’d  I  the  Care  of  Providence  deferve, 

Heav’n  mufl  deflroy  me,  if  it  wou’d  preferve. 

And  that’s  my  Fate  5  or  fure  it  wou’d  have  lent 
Some  ufual  Evil  for  my  Punifhment: 

Not  this  unkindly  Curfe  s  to  rage  and  burn. 

Where  Nature  fhews  no  Profpedf  of  Return. 

Nor  Cows  for  Cows  confiime  with  fruitlefs  Fire, 

Nor  Mares,  when  hot,  their  Fellow-Marcs  defire : 

The  Father  of  the  Fold  fupplies  his  Ewes  ;  1 

The  Stag  through  fecret  Woods  his  Hind  purfues;  > 
And  Birds  for  Mates  the  Males  of  their  own  Species  chufc. ) 
Her  Females  Nature  guards  from  Female  Flame, 

And  joins  two  Sexes  to  preferve  the  Game : 

Wou’d  I  were  nothing,  or  not  what  I  am  I 
Crete 3  fam’d  for  Monitors,  wanted  of  her  Store, 

Till  my  new  Love  produc’d  one  Monfler  more. 
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The  Daughter  of  the  Sun  a  Bull  defir’d, 
Andyetev’n  then  a  Male  a  Female  fir’d: 

w 

Her  Paflion  was  extravagantly  new. 

But  mine  is  much  the  madder  of  the  two. 

To  things  impoffible  fhe  was  not  bent. 

But  found  the  Means  to  compafs  her  Intent. 

To  cheat  his  Eyes  file  took  a  different  Shape  ; 

Yet  ftill  fhe  gain’d  a  Lover  and  a  Leap. 

Shou’d  all  the  Wit  of  all  the  World  confpire, 

% 

Shou’d  Dcedalus  affift  my  wild  Defire, 

What  Art  can  make  me  able  to  enjoy. 

Or  what  can  change  Ian  the  to  a  Boy  > 

Extinguifh  then  thy  Paflion,  hopelefs  Maid, 

And  recollect  thy  Reafon  for  thy  Aid. 

Know  what  thou  art,  and  love  as  Maidens  ought. 
And  drive^thefe  Golden  Wifhes  from  thy  Thought. 
Thou  canft  not  hope  thy  fond  Defires  to  gain; 
Where  Hope  is  wanting,  Wifhes  are  in  vain. 

And  yet  no  Guards  again!!  our  Joys  confpire; 

No  jealous  Husband  hinders  our  Defire  : 

My  Parents  are  propitious  to  my  Wife, 

And  fhe  herfelf  confenting  to  the  Blifs. 

All  things  concur  to  profper  our  Defign ; 

All  things  to  profper  any  Love  but  mine. 

And  yet  I  never  can  enjoy  the  Fair ; 

’Tis  paft  the  Pow’r  of  Heav’n  to  grant  my  Pray’r. 
Heav’n  has  been  kind,  as  far  as  Heav'n  can  be  ; 

Our  Parents  with  our  own  Defires  agree; 

But  Nature,  ftronger  than  the  Gods  above, 

Refufes  her  Afliftance  to  my  Love ; 

She  fets  the  Bar  that  caufes  all  my  Pain ; 

One  Gift  refus’d,  makes  all  their  Bounty  vain. 
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And  now  the  happy  Day  is  juft  at  hand^  ‘ 

To  bind  our  Hearts  in  Hymens  holy  Band: 

Our  Hearts,  but  not  our  Bodies  :  Thus  accurs’d. 
In  midft  of  Water  I  complain  of  Third:. 

Why  corn’ll:  thou,  to  thefe  barren!  Rites? 

To  blels  a  Bed  defrauded  of  Delights?  f 
But  why  Ihou’d  Hymen  lift his  Torch  on  high. 
To  fee  two  Brides  in  cold  Embraces  lye f 
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Thus  Love-fick  /phis  her  vain  Paflion  mourns; 
With  equal  Ardour  fait  Ian  the  burns. 

Invoking  Hymens  Name  and  y^so’s  Pow’r, 

To  Ipeed  the  Work,  and  hafte  the  happy  Hour. 

She  hopes,  while  Teletbufa  fears  the  Day, 

And  ftrives  to  interpofe  fome  new  Delay : 

Now  feigns  a  Sicknefs,  now  is  in  a  Fright 
For  this  bad  Omen,  or  that  boding  Sight. 

But  having  done  whate’er  fhe  cou’d  devife. 

And  empty ’d  all  her  Magazine  of  Lies, 

The  Time  approach’d;  the  next  enfuing  Day 
The  fatal  Secret  mu  ft  to  Light  betray. 

Then  Telethufa  had  recourfe  to  Pray’r, 

She,  and  her  Daughter  with  dilhevell’d  Hair  ; 
Trembling  with  Fear,  great  IJis  they  ador’d. 

Embrac’d  her  Altar,  and  her  Aid  implor’d. 

* 

Fair  Queen,  who  doft  on  fruitful  Egypt  fmile, 
Who  fway’ft  the  Sceptre  of  the  P  hart  an  Me, 

And  fev’n-fold  Falls  of  difemboguing  Nile ; 
Relieve,  in  this  our  laft  Diftrefs,  flic  faid, 

A  fiippliant  Mother,  and  a  mournful  Maid. 

Thou,  Goddefs,  thou  wcrt  prefcnt  to  my  Sight ; 

* 

Reveal’d  I  law  tlicc,  by  thy  own  fair  Light: 


i 
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I  faw  thee  in  my  Dream,  as  now  I  fee. 

With  all  thy  Marks  of  awful  Majefty : 

# 

The  glorious  Train  that  compafs’d  thee  around  > 

And  heard  the  hollow  Timbrels  holy  Sound. 

Thy  Words  I  noted,  which  I  Hill  retain ; 

Let  not  thy  {acred  Oracles  be  vain. 

That  Iphis  lives,  that  I  myXelf  am  free 
From  Shame  and  Punilhment,  I  owe  to  thee. 

On  thy  Protection  all  our  Hopes  depend  : 

Thy  Counfel  fav’d  us,  let  thy  Pow’r  defend. 

Her  Tears  purfu’d  her  Words?  and  while  file  fpok 
The  Goddels  nodded,  and  her  Altar  fhook: 

The  Temple  Doors,  as  with  a  Blaft  of  Wind, 

Were  heard  to  clap;  the  Lunar  Horns  that  bind 
The  Brows  of  Ifs,  call  a  Blaze  around  ; 

The  trembling  Timbrel  made  a  murm’ring  Sound. 

Some  Hopes  thefe  happy  Omens  did  impart ; 

Forth  went  the  Mother  with  a  beating  Heart: 

Not  much  in  Fear?  nor  fully  latisfy’d  ; 

But  Iphis  follow’d  with  a  larger  Stride  : 

The  Whitenefs  of  her  Skin  forfook  her  Face  ; 

Her  Looks  embolden’d,  with  an  awful  Grace? 

Her  Features  and  her  Strength  together  grew, 

P 

And  her  long  Hair  to  curling  Locks  withdrew. 

Her  fparkling  Eyes  with  manly  Vigour  fhone? 

Big  was  her  Voice,  audacious  was  her  Tone. 

The  latent  Parts,  at  length  reveal’d,  began 
To  fhoot,  and  fpread,  and  burnifli  into  Man, 

The  Maid  becomes  a  Youth;  no  more  delay 
Your  Vows,  but  look,  and  confidently  pay. 

Their  Gifts  the  Parents  to  the  Temple  bear  : 

The  Votive  Tables  this  Infcription  wear; 

p  p  p  p 
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Iphis  the  Man,  has  to  the  Goddefs  paid 

/ 

The  Vows  that  Iphis  offer  d  when  a  Maid. 

Now  when  the  Star  of  Day  had  {hewn  his  Face/ 

Venus  and  fuho  with  their  Prefence  grace 
The  Nuptial  Rites,  and  Hymen  from  above 
Defcending  to  compleat  their  happy  Love : 

The  Gods  of  Marriage  lend  their  mutual  Aid; 
And  the  warm  Youth  enjoys  the  lovely  Maid. 


*Ihe  End  of  the  Ninth  Book . 
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By  Mr.  CONGREVE. 

HENCE,  in  his  Saffron  Robe,  for  dijftant 

Thrace , 

Hymen  departs,  thro’  Air’s  unmcafur’d  Space  ; 
By  Orpheus  call’d,  the  Nuptial  Pow’r  attends. 
But  with  ill-omen’d  Augury  defccnds  > 

Nor  chearful  look’d  the  God,  nor  profp’roits  fpoke, 

Nor  blaz’d  his  Torch,  but  wept  in  biffing  Smoke. 

In  vain  they  whirl  it  round,  in  vain  they  fhake. 

No  rapid  Motion  can  its  Flames  awake* 

With  Dread  thefe  inaufpicious  Signs  were  view’d, 

And  foon  a  more  difaftrous  End  enfu’d  5 
For  as  the  Bride,  amid  the  Naiad  Train, 

Ran  joyful,  fporting  o’er  the  flow’ry  Plain s 
A  vcnom’d  Viper  bit  her  as  file  pafs’d  j 
Inftant  file  fell,  and  fuddain  breath’d  her  lalE 
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I  I  k  '  •*  '  *  *  • 

|  *  **  t  '  I  A  t 

When  long  his  Lofs  the  Thracian  had  deplor’d. 
Not  by  fuperior  Pow  rs  to  be  reftor’d ; 

,  j,  5 

Inflam’d  by  Love,  and  urg’d  by  deep  Defpair, 

He  leaves  the  Realms  of  Lights  and  upper  Air; 

*  4  i  - 

/ 

Daring  to  tread  the  dark  Tenarian  Road, 

And  tempt  the  Shades  in  their  obfcure  Abode  s 
Thro’  gliding  Spe<5t res  of  th’Interr’d  to  go,  ] 

And  Phantom  People  of  the  World  below  : 

Terfephone  he  feeks,  and  him  who  reigns 

/  • 

O’er  Ghofts,  and  Hell’s  uncomfortable  Plains. 
Arriv’d,  he,  tuning  to  his  V oice  his  Strings, 

Thus  to  the  King  and  Queen  of  Shadows  lings. 

Ye  Pow’rs,  who  under  Earth  your  Realms  extend. 
To  whom  all  Mortals  m  ufl:  one  Day  defcend; 

If  here  ’tis  granted  facred  Truth  to  tell: 

f 

I  come  not  curious  to  explore  your  Hell  $  , 

% 

Nor  come  to  boa  if  (by  vain  Ambition  fir’d,) 

9 

How  Cerberus  at  my  Approach  retir’d. 

My  Wife  alone  I  feek;  for  her  lov’d  fake 
Thefe  Terrors  I  fupportj  this  Journey  take. 

She,  lucklefs  wandring,  or  by  Pate  mif-led,’ 

Chanc’d  on  a  lurking  Viper’s  Crefl:  to  tread  j 
The  vengeful  Beaft,  enflam’d  with  Fury,  Harts, 

And  thro’ her  Heel  his  deathful  Venom  darts. 

Thus  was  file  fnatch’d  untimely  to  her  Tomb  5 
Her  growing  Years  cut  fhort,  and  fpringing  Bloom. 
Long  I  my  Lofs  endeavour’d  to  fuftain. 

And  ftrongly  ftrove,  but  drove,  alas,  in  vain  : 

At  length  I  yielded,  won  by  mighty  Love  j 
W ell  known  is  that  Omnipotence  above ! 

JBut  here,  I  doubt>  his  unfelt  Influence  fails ; 

% 

And  yet  a  Hope  within  my  Heart  prevails. 


That 
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That  here,  ev  n  here,  he  has  been  known  of  olds 
At  leaf!,  if  Truth  be  by  Tradition  told ; 

If  Tame  of  former  Rapes  Belief  may  find. 

You  both  by  Love,  and  Love  alone,  were  joyn’d. 
Now,  by  the  Horrors  wLich  thefe  Realms  furround 
By  the  vaft  Chaos  of  thefe  Depths  profound; 

By  the  fad  Silence  which  eternal  reigns 
O  ’erall  the  Wafte  of  thefe  wide-ftretchins;  Plains; 
Let  me  again  Eurjdice  receive, 

Let  Fate  her  quick-fpun  Thread  of  Life  re-weave. 
All  our  Polfeftions  are  but  Loans  from  you. 

And  foon,  or  late,  you  mu  ft  be  paid  your  Due; 
Hither  we  hafte  to  Human-kind’s  laft  Seat, 

Your  endlels  Empire,  and  our  fure  Retreat. 

She  too,  when  ripen’d  Years  {he  {llali  attain, 

Muft,  of  avoidlefs  Right,  be  yours  again  : 

I  but  the  tranfient  ule  of  that  require. 

Which  foon,  too  foon,  I  muft  refign  entire. 

But  if  the  Deftinies  refufe  my  Vow, 

And  no  Remillion  of  her  Doom  allow  ; 

ICnow,  I’m  determin’d  to  return  no  more; 

So  both  retain,  or  both  to  Life  reft  ore. 

Thus,  while  the  Bard  melodioufiy  complains. 
And  to  his  Lyre  accords  his  vocal  Strains, 

The  very  bloodlefs  Shades  Attention  keep. 

And  filcnt,  feem  compaflionate  to  weep ; 

Ev’n  Tantalus  his  Flood  unthirfty  views. 

Nor  flics  the  Stream,  nor  he  the  Stream  purfues,* 

9 

1'xions  wondring  Wheel  its  Whirl  fufpends. 

And  the  voracious  Vultur,  charm’d,  attends  5 

No  more  the  Bclidcs  their  Toil  bemoan, 

•  \ 

And  Sifiphm  reclin’d,  fits  lift’ning  on  his  Stone. 

<iq  q  q 
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Then  firft  ftis  faid)  by  facred  Verfe  fubdu’d. 

The  Furies  felt  their  Cheeks  with  Tears  bedew’d  : 

Nor  could  the  rigid  King  or  Queen  of  Hell, 

T h’  Impulfe  of  Pity  in  their  Hearts,  repell. 

Now,  from  a  Troop  of  Shades  that  laft  arriv’d, 

■ 

Eurydice  was  call’d,  and  flood  reviv’d* 

Slow  fhe  advanc’d,  and  halting  feem’d  to  feel 
The  fatal  Wound,  yet  painful  in  her  Heel. 

Thus  he  obtains  the  Suit  fo  much  defir’d. 

On  ftridb  Obfervance  of  the  T erms  requir’d  : 

For  if,  before  he  reach  the  Realms  of  Air, 

He  backward  caft  his  Eyes  to  view  the  Fair, 

The  forfeit  Grant,  that  Inftant,  void  is  made. 

And  Ihe  for  ever  left  a  lifelefs  Shade. 

Now  thro’  the  noifelefs  Throng  their  Way  they  bend. 
And  both  with  Pain  the  rugged  Road  afcend  ; 

Dark  was  the  Path,  and  difficult,  and  fteep. 

And  thick  with  Vapours  from  the  fmoaky  Deep. 

They  well-nigh  now  had  pafs’d  the  Bounds  of  Night, 
And  juft;  approach’d  the  Margin  of  the  Light, 

When,  he  miftrufting,  left  her  Steps  might  ftray. 

And  gladfom  of  the  GJimpfe  of  dawning  Day, 

His  longing  Eyes,  impatient,  backward  caft 
To  catch  a  Lover’s  Look,  but  look’d  his  laft; 

For,  inftant  dying,  Hie  again  defcends. 

While  he  to  empty  Air  his  Arms  extends. 

Again  file  dy’d,  nor  yet  her  Lord  reprov’d ; 

What  con’d  fhe  fav,  but  that  too  well  he  lov’d  > 

One  laft  Farewcl  file  (poke,  which  fcarce  he  heard; 

So  foon  Hie  drop'd,  fo  fuddain  difappear’d. 

All  ftunn’d  he  flood,  when  thus  his  Wife  he  view’d 
By  fccond  Fate  and  double  Death  fubdu’d: 
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Not  more  Amazement  by  that  Wretch  was  Ihown, 

Whom  Cerberus  beholding,  turn'd  to  Stone  j 
Nor  Ollenus  coo’d  more  aftonifh’d  look. 

When  on  himfelf  Lethaed s  Fault  he  took. 

His  beauteous  Wife,  who  too  fecure  had  dar’d 
Her  Face  to  vye  with  Goddefles  compar’d : 

Once  join’d  by  Love,  they  hand  united  ftill, 

Turn’d  to  contiguous  Rocks,  on  Idas  Hill. 

Now  to  repafs  the  Styx  in  vain  he  tries, 

Charon  averfe,  his  prefling  Suit  denies. 

Seven  Days  entire,  along  th*  infernal  Shores, 
Difconfolate,  the  Bard  Eurydice  deplores ; 

Defil’d  with  Filth  his  Robe,  with  Tears  his  Cheeks, 

No  Suftcnance  but  Grief  and  Cares  he  feeks  ; 

Of  rigid  Fate  inceflatit  he  complains. 

And  Hell’s  inexorable  Gods  arraigns. 

This  ended,  to  high  Rhodope  he  haftes. 

And  Hamits’  Mountain,  bleek  with  Northern  Blafts. 

And  now  his  yearly  Race  the  circling  Sun 
Had  thrice  compleat  thro’  watry  Fifces  run. 

Since  Orpheus  fled  the  Face  of  Womankind, 

And  all  foft  Union  with  the  Sex  declin’d. 

Whether  his  ill  Succefs  this  Change  had  bred. 

Or  binding  V ows  made  to  his  former  Bed  > 

Whate’cr  the  Caufe,  in  vain  the  Nymphs  conteft. 

With  rival  Eyes  to  warm  his  frozen  Bread: : 

For  ev’ry  Nymph  with  Love  his  Lays  infpir’d. 

But  ev’ry  Nymph  repuls’d,  with  Grief  retir’d. 

A  Flill  there  was,  and  on  that  Hill  a  Mead, 

With  Verdure  thick,  butdeftitute  of  Shade. 

W  here,  now,  the  Mufe’s  Son  no  fooner  lings? 

No  fooner  ft  tikes  his  fweet  refounding  Strings, 

♦ 
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But  dihant  Groves  the  flying  Sounds  receive, 

i 

And  lihning  Trees  their  rooted  Stations  leave ; 
Themfelves  tranfplanting,  all  around  they  grow. 
And  various  Shades  their  various  Kinds  bellow- 
Here,  tall  Chaonian  Oaks  their  Branches  fpread. 
While  weeping  Poplars,  there  eredb  their  Head. 
The  foodful  Ejculus ,  here  fhoots  his  Leaves, 

s 

That  Turf  foft  Lime-tree,  this,  fat  Beach  receives 
Here,  brittle  Hazels,  Lawrels  here  advance. 

And  there  tough  Afll  to  form  the  Heroes  Lance ; 
Here,  Silver  Firs  with  knotlefs  Trunks  afcend. 
There,  Scarlet  Oaks  beneath  their  Acorns  bend. 
That  Spot  admits  the  hofpitable  Plane, 

On  this,  the  Maple  grows  with  clouded  Grain  5 
Here,  watry  Willows  are  with  Lotus  feen. 

There,  Tamarisk,  and  Box  for  ever  green. 
vVTth  double  Hue  here  Mirtles  grace  the  Ground, 
And  Laureflines  with  purple  Berries  crown’d. 
With  pliant  Feet,  now.  Ivies  this  way  wind. 

Vines  yonder  rife,  and  Elms  with  Vines  entwin’d. 
Wild  Ornus  now,  the  Pitch-tree  next  takes  root. 
And  Arbutus  adorn’d  with  blufhing  Fruit. 

Then,  cafy-bending  Palms,  the  Viftor’s  Prize, 

And  Pines  ereft  with  brillly  Tops  arife. 

Fo  Rhea  grateful  Hill  the  Pine  remains. 

For  Atys  hill  fome  Favour  flic  retains. 

He  once  in  Human  Shape  her  Breah  had  warm’d. 
And  now  is  cherifli’d  to  a  Tree  transform’d. 


y’he  Fable  of  Cyparissus. 

9 

Amid  the  Throng  of  this  promifeuous  W ood. 
With  pointed  Top,  the  taper  Gyprefs  hood; 


A 
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A  Tree,  which  once  a  Youth,  and  heav’nly  fair, 

m 

Was  of  that  Deity  the  darling  Care, 

Wh.ofe  Hand  adapts,  with  equal  Skill,  the  Strings 
To  Bows  with  which  he  kills,  and  Harps  to  which  he  lings. 

Tor,  heretofore,  a  mighty  Stag  was  bred. 

Which  on  the  fertile  Fields  of  C*a  fed,- 
In  Shape  and  Size  he  all  his  Kind  excell’d. 

And  to  Carthucan  Nymphs  was  facred  held. 

His  beamy  Head,  with  Branches  high  dilplay’d, 

¥ 

Afforded  to  itfelf  an  ample  Shade ; 

His  Horns  were  gilt,  and  his  fmooth  Neck  was  grac’d 
With  Silver  Collars  thick  with  Gems  enchas’d: 

A  Silver  Bofs  upon  his  Forehead  hung. 

And  brazen  Pendants  in  his  Ear-rings  rung. 

Frequenting  Houfes,  he  familiar  grew, 

And  learnt  by  Cuftom,  Nature  to  fubdue  5 
Till  by  degrees,  of  Fear  and  Wildnefs,  broke, 

Ev’11  Stranger  Hands  his  proffer’d  Neck  might  ftroak. 

Much  was  the  Bead:  by  CWs  Youth  carefs’d. 

But  thou,  fweet  Cyparijfas,  lov’dft  him  bell  : 

By  thee,  to  Failures  frefh,  he  oft  was  led, 

By  thee,  oft  water’d  at  the  Fountain’s  Head: 

His  Horns  with  Garlands,  now,  by  thee  were  ty’d. 
And,  now,  thou  on  his  Back  wou’dft  wanton  ride ; 

Now  here,  now  there  wou’dft  bound  along  the  Plains, 

4 

Ruling  his  tender  Mouth  with  purple  Reins. 

’Twas  when  the  Summer  Sun  at  Noon  of  Day, 

Thro’  glowing  Cancer ,  fliot  his  burning  Ray, 

’Twas  then,  the  fav’rite  Stag  in  cool  Retreat, 

Had  fought  a  Shelter  from  the  fcorching  Heat ; 

Along  the  Grafs  his  weary  Limbs  he  laid. 

Inhaling  Frefhnefs  from  the  breezy  Shade: 

R  r  r  r 
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When  Cyparijfus  with  his  pointed  Dart, 

Unknowing,  pierc’d  him  to  the  panting  Heart. 

* 

But  when  the  Youth,  furpriz’d,  his  Error  found. 
And  faw  him  dying  of  the  cruel  Wound, 

Himfelf  he  would  have  (lain  thro’  defp’rate  Grief; 

VUhat  faidnot  ‘Phoebus ,  that  might  yield  Relief! 

To  ceafe  his  Mourning,  he  the  Boy  dehr’d. 

Or  mourn  no  more  than  fuch  a  Lois  requir’d. 

But,  he,  inceBant  griev’d:  At  length  addrefs’d 
To  the  fuperior  Pow’rs  a  laB  Requeft; 

Praying,  in  Expiation  of  his  Crime, 

Thenceforth  to  mourn  to  all  fucceeding  Time. 

And  now,  of  Blood  exhauBed  he  appears. 
Drain’d  by  a  Torrent  of  continual  Tears; 

The  flefhy  Colour  in  his  Body  fades. 

And  a  green  Tincture  all  his  Limbs  invades ; 

Erom  his  fair  Head,  where  curling  Locks  late  hung, 
A  horrid  Bufh  with  briftled  Branches  fprung. 
Which  Biffning  by  Degrees,  its  Stem  extends. 

Till  to  the  Barry  Skies  the  Spire  afcends. 

s! polio  fad  look’d  on,  and  fighing,  cry’d. 

Then,  be  for  ever,  what  thy  Pray’r  imply’d: 
Bemoan’d  by  me,  in  others.  Grief  excite; 

And  Bill  prclide  at  ev’ry  Eun’ral  Rite. 

4 

Continu'd  by  Mr.  C  R  O  X  A  L  L. 

Thus  the  fweet  ArtiB  in  a  wond  rous  Shade 
Of  verdant  Trees,  which  Harmony  had  made. 
Encircled  fate,  with  his  own  Triumphs  crown’d. 

Of  liBning  Birds,  and  Savages  around. 

Again  the  trembling  Strings  he  dextrous  tries. 

Again  from  Difcord  makes  foft  Mufick  rife. 
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Then  tunes  his  Voice:  O  Mufe,  from  whom  I  fpru ng, 
Jove  be  my  Theme,  and  Thou  infpire  my  Song. 

To  Jove  my  grateful  Voice  I  oft  have  rais’d. 

Oft  his  Almighty  Pow’r  with  Pleafure  prais’d. 

I  fung  the  Giants,  in  a  folemn  Strain, 

Blafted  and  Thunder-dmck  on  Thlegrds  Plain. 

Now  be  my  Lire  in  fofter  Accents  mov’d. 

To  ling  of  blooming  Boys,  by  Gods  belov’d ; 

And  to  relate  what  Virgins,  void  of  Shame, 

Have  fufFer’d  Vengeance  for  a  lawlefs  Flame. 

The  King  of  Gods  once  felt  the  burning  Joy, 

And  flgh’d  for  lovely  Ganimede  of  Troy: 

Long  was  he  puzzled  to  alfume  a  Shape 
Molt  fit  and  expeditious  for  the  Rape; 

A  Bird  s  was  proper,  yet  he  fcorns  to  wear 
Any  but  That  which  might  his  Thunder  bear. 

Down  with  his  malquerading  Wings  he  dies. 

And  bears  the  little  l  rojan  to  the  Skies ; 

Where  now?  in  Robes  of  heav’nly  Purple  dreft. 

He  ferves  the  Ne6tar  at  th’ Almighty’s  Feaft, 

To  flighted  Juno  an  tin  welcome  Guelb 

Hyacinth  us  transfer nfd  into  a  Flower. 

By  Mr.  Ozell. 

Bbcebus  for  T hee  too,  Hyacinth,  delign'd 
A  Place  among  the  Gods,  had  Fate  been  kind : 

Yet  this  he  gave ;  as  oft  as  wintry  Rains 
Are  pad,  and  vernal  Breezes  footh  the  Plains, 

From  the  green  Turf  a  purple  Fldw’f  you  rife. 

And  with  your  fragrant  Breath  perfume  the  Skies. 

You  when  alive  were  Thcsbus  darling  Boyi 
In  you  he  plac’d  his  Heav’n,and  fix’d  his  Joy: 
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Their  God  the  Delphic  Priefts  confult  in  vain ; 

Eurotas  now  he  loves?  and  Sparta s  Plain: 

His  Hands  the  ufe  of  Bow,  and  Harp  forget. 

And  hold  the  Dogs,  or  bear  the  corded  Net  5 

w  J 

O’er  hanging  Cliffs  fwift  he 
Each  Hour  his  Pleafure,  each  augments  his  Flame. 

The  mid-day  Sun  now  fhone  with  equal  Light 
Between  the  paft,  and  the  fucceeding  Night  ; 

They  (trip,  then,  fmooth’d  with  fuppling  Oyl,  effay 
T o  pitch  the  rounded  Quoit,  their  wonted  Play : 

A  well-pois’d  Disk  firfl:  hafty  Fhcehus  threw. 

It  cleft  the  Air,  and  whiffled  as  it  flew ; 

It  reach’d  the  Mark,  a  molt  furprizing  Length; 

Which  fpoke  an  equal  Share  of  Art,  and  Strength. 
Scarce  was  it  fall’n,  when  with  too  eager  Hand 
Y oung  Hyacinth  ran  to  {hatch  it  from  the  Sand  > 

But  the  curfl:  Orb,  which  met  a  ftony  Soil, 

Flew  in  his  Face  with  violent  Recoil. 

Both  faint,  both  pale,  and  breathlefs  now  appear. 

The  Boy  with  Pain,  the  am’rous  God  with  Fear. 

He  ran,  and  rais’d  him  bleeding  from  the  Ground, 
Chafes  his  cold  Limbs,  and  wipes  the  fatal  W ound : 
Then  Plerbs  of  noblefl:  Juice  in  vain  applies ; 

The  Wound  is  mortal,  and  his  Skill  defies. 

As  in  a  water’d  Garden’s  blooming  Walk, 

When  fotne  rude  Hand  has  bruis’d  its  tender  Stalk, 

* 

A  fading  Lilly  droops  its  languid  Head, 

And  bends  to  Earth,  its  Life  and  Beauty  fled  : 

So  Hyacinth ,  with  Head  reclin’d,  decays. 

And,  fick’ning,  now  no  more  his  Charms  difplays. 

O  thou  art  gone,  my  Boy,  Apollo  cry ’d. 

Defrauded  of  thy  Youth  in  all  its  Pride! 

Thou , 


purfues  tlie  Game ; 
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Thou,  once  my  Joy,  art  all  my  Sorrow  now ; 

And  to  my  guilty  Hand  my  Grief  I  owe. 

Yet  from  my  fe If  I  might  the  Fault  remove, 

Unlefs  to  fport,  and  play  a  Fault  fhould  prove, 

Unlels  it  too  were  call’d  a  Fault  to  love. 

Oh  cou’d  I  for  thee,  or  but  with  thee,  dye  1 
But  cruel  Fates  to  me  that  Pow’r  deny. 

Yet  on  my  Tongue  thou  fhalt  for  ever  dwell; 

Thy  Name  my  Lyre  fhall  found,  my  Verfe  ihall  tell  5 
And  to  a  Flovv’r  transform’d,  unheard  of  yet, 

Stamp’d  on  thy  Leaves  my  Cries  thou  fhalt  repeat. 

The  time  fhall  come,  prophetick  I  foreknow. 

When,  joyn’d  to  thee,  a  mighty  *  Chief  fhall  grow. 
And  with  my  Plaints  his  Name  thy  Leaf  fhall  fhow. 

While  Thcebus  thus  the  Laws  of  Fate  reveal’d. 

Behold,  the  Blood  which  flain’d  the  verdant  Field, 

Is  Blood  no  longer,  but  a  Flow’r  full  blown 
Far  brighter  than  the  Tyrian  Scarlet  fhone. 

A  Lilly’s  Form  it  took;  its  purple  Hue 
Was  all  that  made  a  Diff’rence  to  the  View. 

Nor  Hop’d  he  here  j  the  God  upon  its  Leaves 
The  fad  Expreffion  of  his  Sorrow  weaves  5 
And  to  this  Hour  the  mournful  Purple  wears 
Ai,  Ai,  infcrib’d  in  funeral  Characters. 

Nor  are  the  Spartans,  who  fo  much  are  fam’d 
For  Virtue,  of  their  Hyacinth  afham’d. 

But  Hill  with  pompous  Woe  and  folemn  State, 

The  Hyacinthian  Feafts  they  yearly  celebrate. 

The  Transformations  of  the  CerAstve,  and  Prop^etides. 

Enquire  of  Amathus ,  whofe  wealthy  Ground 
With  Veins  of  every  Metal  does  abound. 


1 


*  Ajax. 
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If  fhe  to  her  PropMdes  wou’d  Blow 

► 

The  Honour  Sparta  does  to  him  allow  ? 

•  ♦ 

No  more,  fhe’d  fay,  fuch  Wretches  wou’d  we  grace, 

* 

Than  thofe  whofe  crooked  Horns  deform’d  their  Face 
From  thence  Cerafice  call’d?  an  impious  Race: 

Before  whofe  Gates  a  rev’ rend  Altar  ftood. 

To  Jove  infcrib’d,  the  hofpitable  God: 

This  had  fome  Stranger  feen  with  Gore  befmear’d. 

The  Blood  of  Lambs,  and  Bulls  it  had  appear’d: 

Their  flaughter’d  Guefts  it  was ;  not  Flock  nor  Herd. 


Herd 


thefe  barb’rous  Sacrifices  view’d 


With  juft;  Abhorrence,  and  with  Wrath  purfu'd : 

At  firft,  to  punifh  fuch  nefarious  Crimes, 

Their  Towns  fhe  meant  to  leave,  her  once-lov’d  Climes 
But  why,  faid  file,  for  their  Offence  fhou’d  I 
My  dear  delightful  Plains,  and  Cities  fly  * 

No,  let  the  impious  People,  who  have  finn’d, 

A  Punifliment  in  Death,  or  Exile  find: 

If  Death,  or  Exile  too  fevere  be  thought. 

Let  them  in  fome  vile  Shape  bemoan  their  Fault. 

While  next  her  Mind  a  proper  Form  employs, 
Admonifh’d  by  their  Horns,  flic  fix’d  her  Choice. 

Their  former  Creft  remains  upon  their  Heads, 

And  their  ftrong  Limbs  an  Ox’s  Shape  invades. 

The  blafphemous  Propec  titles  deny’d 
Worfliip  of  Venus ,  and.  her  Pow’r  defy’d : 

But  foon  that  Pow’r  they  felt,  the  firft  that  fold 
Their  lewd  Embraces  to  the  World  for  Gold. 
Unknowing  how  to  blufh,  and  fhamelefs  grown, 

A  finall  Traiifltion  changes  ’em  to  Stone. 
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The  Story  of  Pygmalion,  and  the  Statu  e. 

By  Mr.  Dr  y  d  e  n. 


Tygmalton  loathing  their  lafcivious 


ife. 


Abhorr’d  all  Womankind,  but  moil  a  Wife  : 

So  Angle  chole  to  live,  and  fhunn’d  to  wed, 

Well  pleas’d  to  want  a  Confort  of  his  Bed. 

Yet  fearing  Idlenefs,  the  Nurfe  of  Ill, 

In  Sculpture  exercis’d  his  happy  Skill; 

And  carv’d  in  Iv’ry  fuch  a  Maid,  fo  fair. 

As  Nature  could  not  with  his  Art  compare. 

Were  fhe  to  work ;  but  in  her  own  Defence 
Mud  take  her  Pattern  here,  and  copy  hence. 

Pleas’d  with  his  Idol,  he  commends,  admires. 

Adores;  and  lad,  the  Thing  ador’d,  dedres. 

A  very  Virgin  in  her  Face  was  feen. 

And  had  fhe  mov’d,  a  living  Maid  had  been  : 

One  wou’d  have  thought  fhe  eou’d  have  ftirr’d,  but  drove 
With  Modedy,  and  was  afham’d  to  move. 

Art  hid  with  Art,  fo  well  perform’d  the  Cheat, 

It  caught  the  Carver  with  his  own  Deceit : 

He  knows  ’tis  Madnefs,  yet  he  mud  adore. 

And  dill  the  more  he  knows  it,  loves  the  more : 

The  Flefh,  or  what  fo  feems,  he  touches  oft. 

Which  feels  fo  fniooth,  that  he  believes  it  foft. 

Fir’d  with  this  Thought,  at  once  he  drain’d  the  Bread, 
And  on  the  Lips  a  butning  Kid  iraprefs’d. 

’Tis  true,  the  harden’d  Bread  refids  the  Gripe, 

And  the  cold  Lips  return  a  Kifs  unripe  ; 

But  when,  retiring  back,  he  look’d  again, 

To  think  it  Iv’ry,  was  a  Thought  too  mean  .* 
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So  wou’d  believe  fhe  kifs’d,  and  courting  more, 

- .  -  i  / 

Again  embrac’d  Her  naked  Body  o’er  ? 

And  {training  hard  the  Statue,  was  afraid 
His  Hands  had  made  a  Dint,  and  hurt  his  Maid: 
Explor’d  her  Limb  by  Limb,  and  fear’d  to  find 
So  rude  a  Gripe  had  left  a  livid  Mark  behind: 

With  Flatt’ry  now  he  feeks  her  Mind  to  move. 

And  now  with  Gifts?  (the  pow’rfui  Bribes  of  Love:; 

He  fiirnifhes  her  Clofet  firft ;  and  fills 

The  crowded  Shelves  with  Rarities  of  Shells? 

Adds  Orient  Pearls?  which  from  the  Conchs  he  drew 
And  all  the  fparkling  Stones  of  various  Hue  : 

And  Parrots,  imitating  Human  Tongue, 


And  Singing-birds  in  Silver 


r 


ages  hung; 


.And  ev’ry  fragrant  Flow’r,  and  od’rous  Green 
W ere  Ported  well,  with  Lumps  of  Amber  laid  between : 
Rich  fafhionable  Robes  her  Perfon  deck. 

Pendants  her  Ears,  and  Pearls  adorn  her  Neck : 

Her  taper’d  Fingers  too  with  Rings  are  grac’d. 

And  an  embroider’d  Zone  furrounds  her  {lender  Wafte. 
Thus  like  a  Queen  array’d,  fo  richly  drefs’d. 

Beauteous  file  fhew’d,  but  naked  fhew’d  the  beft. 

Then,  from  the  Floor,  he  rais’d  a  Royal  Bed, 

With  Cov’rings  of  Sydonian  Purple  {pread: 

The  lolemn  Rites  perform’d,  he  calls  her  Bride, 1 
With  Blandifhments  invites  her  to  his  Side? 

And  as  file  were  with  vital  Senfe  polfefs’d. 

Tier  ITcaci  did  on  a  plumy  Pillow  reft. 

The  Feaft  of  Venus  came,  a  folemn  Day, 

To  which  the  Cypriots  due  Devotion  pay ; 

With  gilded  Horns  the  Milk-white  Heifers  led. 
Slaughter'd  before  the  fiicrcd  Altars,  bled: 


iPygma- 


Book  X. 


OKI  2> 


Met  amqrphoSes 


345 


«  #  «  w  m 

Pygmalion  off  ring,  firfl,  approach’d  the  Shrine, 

And  then  with  Pray  rs  implor’d  the  Pow’rs  Divine  5 
Almighty  Gods,  if  all  we  Mortals  want, 

* 

If  all  we  can  require,  be  yours  to  grant 
Make  this  fair  Statue  mine,  he  wou’d  have  laid. 


But  chang’d 


Words  for  Shame;  and  only  pray’d 


Give  me  the  Likenefs  of  my  Iv’ry  Maid. 

The  Golden  Goddefs,  prefent  at  the  Pray’r, 
Well  knew  he  meant  th’ inanimated  Fair, 

And  gave  the  Sign  of  granting  his  Defire; 

For  thrice  in  chearful  Flames  afeends  the  Fire. 


The  Youth,  returning 
And  impudent  in  Hop 


% 

his  Midrefs,  hies 
with  ardent  Eyes, 


And  beating  Bread;,  by  the  dear  Statue  lies. 

He  kifles  her  white  Lips,  renews  the  Blifs, 

And  looks,  and  thinks  they  redden  at  the  Kifs ; 

He  thought  them  warm  before :  Nor  longer  flays. 

But  next  his  Hand  on  het  hard  Bofom  lays  : 

Hard  as  it  was,  beginning  to  relent. 

It  feem’d,  the  Bread;  beneath  his  Fingers  bent; 

He  felt  again,  his  Fingers  made  a  Print, 

’TwasFlefh,  butFlefh  fo  firm,  it  rofe  againd:  the  Dint 
The  pleading  Task  he  fails  not  to  renew,* 

Soft,  and  more  fo  ft  at  ev’ry  Touch  it  grew; 

Like  pliant  Wax,  when  chafing  Hands  reduce 
The  former  Mals  to  Form,  and  frame  for  Ufe. 

He  would  believe,  but  yet  is  {till  in  Pain, 

And  tries  his  Argument  of  Senfe  again, 

PrefTes  the  Pulfe,  and  feels  the  leaping  Vein. 

Convinc’d,  o’erjoy’d,  his  fludied  Thanks,  and  Praife, 
To  her  who  made  the  Miracle  he  pays  ; 


T  t  t  t 
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Then  Lips  to  Lips  he  join’d ;  now  freed  from  Fear, 

He  found  the  Savour  of  the  Kifs  fincere : 

9 

At  this  the  waken’d  Image  op’d  her  Eyes, 

* 

And  view’d  at  once  the  Light,  and  Lover  with  Surprize. 
The  Goddefs  prefent  at  the  Match  fhe  made. 

So  blefs’d  the  Bed,  fuch  Fruitfulnefs  convey’d. 

That  e’re  ten  Months  had  fharpen’d  either  Horn, 

T o  crown  their  Blifs,  a  lovely  Boy  was  born  5 
Paphos  his  Name,  who  grown  to  Manhood,  wall’d 
The  City  Paphos ,  from  the  Founder  call’d » 


7he  Story  of  C inyras,  and  Myr rh  a. 

► 

Nor  him  alone  produc’d  the  fruitful  Queen ; 

But  Cinyras ,  who  like  his  Sire  had  been 
A  happy  Prince,  had  he  not  been  a  Sire. 

Daughters,  and  Fathers  from  my  Song  retire; 

I  ling  of  Horror  j  and,  could  I  prevail. 

You  fhou’d  not  hear,  or  not  believe  my  Tale. 

Yet  if  the  Pleafure  of  my  Song  be  fuch. 

That  you  will  hear,  and  credit  me  too  much. 

Attentive  lilten  to  the  laft  Event, 

And  with  the  Sin  believe  the  Punifhment :  i 

Since  Nature  cou’d  behold  fo  dire  a  Crime, 

I  gratulate  at  leaf!  my  Native  Clime, 

That  fuch  a  Land,  which  fuch  a  Monfter  bore. 

So  far  is  diftant  from  our  Thracian  Shore. 

Let  Araby  extol  her  happy  Coaft, 

Her  Cinamon,  and  fwect  Amornum  boaft, 

her  Trees  with  precious  Tears, 
Her  fecond.  Har veils,  and  her  double  Years  j 
How  can  the  Land  be  call’d  fo  blefs’d  that  Myrrha  bears? 


Her  fragrant  Flow’rs, 
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Nor  all  her  odrous  Tears  can  cleanfe  her  Crime, 
Her  Plant  alone  deforms  the  happy  Clime  : 

Cupid  denies  to  have  inflam’d  thy  Heart, 

6 

Difowns  thy  Love,  and  vindicates  his  Dart: 

Some  Fury  gave  thee  thole  infernal  Pains, 

And  {hot  her  venom’d  Vipers  in  thy  Veins. 

To  hate  thy  Sire,  had  merited  a  Curfe; 

But  liich  an  impious  Love  delerv’d  a  worfe. 

The  neighb’ring  Monarchs,  by  thy  Beauty  led. 

Contend  in  Crowds,  ambitious  of  thy  Bed: 

The  World  is  at  thy  Choice ;  except  but  one. 

Except  but  him,  thou  canA  not  chufe,  alone. 

She  knew  it  too,  the  miferable  Maid, 

E  re  impious  Love  her  better  Thoughts  betray’d. 

And  thus  within  her  lecret  Soul  {he  Paid  : 

Ah  Myrrha!  whither  woud  thy  Wi flies  tend  > 

Ye  Gods,  ye  facred  Laws,  my  Soul  defend 

From  fuch  a  Crime  as  all  Mankind  detefls 

And  never  lodg’d  before  in  Human  Breaft ! 

But  is  it  Sin  ?  Or  makes  my  Mind  alone 

Th’  imagin’d  Sin  ?  For  Nature  makes  it  none. 

What  Tyrant  then  thefe  envious  Laws  began. 

Made  not  for  any  other  Beaft,  but  Man ! 

The  Father-Bull  his  Daughter  may  beftride. 

The  Horfc  may  make  his  Mother-Mare  a  Bride  5 

What  Piety  forbids  the  lufly  Ram, 

Or  more  lalacious  Goat,  to  rut  their  Dam  ? 

The  FJen  is  free  to  wed  the  Chick  fhe  bore, 

/  7 

And  make  a  Husband,  whom  {lie  hatch’d  before. 
All  Creatures  elfe  are  of  a  happier  Kind, 

Whom  nor  ill-natur’d  Laws  from  Pleafure  bind. 
Nor  Thoughts  of  Sin  difturb  their  Peace  of  Mind. 
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But  Man  a  Slave  of  his  own  making  lives ; 

The  Fool  denies  hirhfelf  what  Nature  gives: 

^  4  4  • 

Too  bufie  Senates,  \Vith  an  Over-care 
T o  make  us  better  than  our  Kind  can  bear. 

Have  dalh’d  a  Spice  of  Envy  irt  the  Laws, 

And  {training  up  too  high,  haVe  fpoil’d  the  Gaufe. 
Yet  fome  wife  Nations  break  their  cruel  Chains, 
And  own  no  Laws,  but  thofe  which  Love  ordains  $ 
Where  happy  Daughters  with  their  Sires  are  join’d. 
And  Piety  is  doubly  paid  in  Kind. 

O  that  I  had  been  born  in  fuch  a  Clime, 

Not  here,  where  ’tis  the  Country  makes  the  Crime ! 
But  whither  wou’cl  my  impious  Fancy  ftray  ? 

Hence  Hopes,  and  ye  forbidden  Thoughts  away ! 
His  W"  orth  deferves  to  kindle  my  Defires, 

But  with  the  Love,  that  Daughters  bear  to  Sires. 
Then  had  not  Cinyras  my  Father  been, 

# 

What  hinder’d  Myrrhd s  Hopes  to  be  his  Queen  > 

But  the  Perverfenefs  of  my  Fate  is  fuch, 

T hat  he’s  not  mine,  becaufe  he’s  mine  too  much : 
Our  Kindred- Blood  debars  a  better  Tie? 

He  might  be  nearer,  were  he  not  fo  nigh. 

Eyes,  and  their  Objedts  never  muft  unite. 

Some  Diftancc  is  requir’d  to  help  the  Sight: 

Fain  wou’d  I  travel  to  fome  foreign  Shore, 

Never  to  fee  my  Native  Country  more. 

So  might  I  to  my  felf  my  felf  rcftore  j 

So  might  my  Mind  thefe  impious  Thoughts  remove. 

And  ceafing  to  behold,  might  ceafe  to  love. 

But  flay  I  muft,  to  feed  my  famifh’d  Sight, 

To  talk,  to  kifs,  and  more,  if  more  I  might: 


More, 


i 


More,  impious  Maid !  What  more  canft  thou 

To  make  a  monftrous  Mixture  in  thy  Line, 

0  »  '  * 

And  break  all  Statutes  Human  and  Divine  ? 

Can’ll  thou  be  calld  (to  lave  thy  wretched  Life) 

Thy  Mother’s  Rival,  and  thy  Father’s  Wife  ? 

Confound  fo  many  facred  Names  in  one. 

Thy  Brother’s  Mother!  Sifter  to  thy  Son! 

And  fear’ft  thou  not  to  lee  th* Infernal  Bands, 

Their  Heads  with  Snakes,  with  Torches  arm’d  their  Hands  s 
Full  at  thy  Face  th’ avenging  Brands  to  bear. 

And  (hake  the  Serpents  from  their  hiding  Hair? 

But  thou  in  time  th’  increafing  Ill  controul. 

Nor  firft  debauch  the  Body  by  the  Soul ; 

% 

Secure  the  facred  Quiet  of  thy  Mind, 

And  keep  the  San<ftions  Nature  has  defign’d. 

Suppofe  I  fhou’d  attempt,  th’  Attempt  were  vain. 

No  Thoughts  like  mine,  his  finlefs  Soul  profane  : 
Obfervant  of  the  Right;  and  O  that  he 
Cou’d  cure  my  Madnefs,  or  be  mad  like  me ! 

Thus  fhe :  But  Cinyras ,  who  daily  fees 
A  Crowd  of  noble  Suitors  at  his  Knees, 

Among  fo  many,  knew  not  whom  to  chufe, 

Irrefolute  to  grant,  or  to  refufe. 

But  having  told  their  Names,  enquir’d  of  her 
Who  pleas’d  her  beft,  and  whom  file  would  prefer. 

The  blufhing  Maid  ftood  lilcnt  with 
And  on  her  Father  fix’d  her  ardent  Eyes, 

And  looking  ligh’d,  and  as  file  figh’d,  began 
Round  Tears  to  Hied,  that  fcalded  as  they  ran. 

The  tender  Sire,  who  faw  her  blufh,  and  cry, 

Afcrib’d  it  all  to  Maiden  Modcfty, 


Surprize, 


* 
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And  dry’d  the  falling  Props,  and  yet  more  kind> 

% 

He  fkroak’d  her  Cheeks,  and  holy  Kiffes  join’d. 

She  felt  a  fecrefc  Venom  fire  her  Blood, 

And  found  more  Pleafure^  than  a  Daughter  fhou  d ; 

i  9 

And  ask’d  again  what  Lover  of  the  Crew 
She  lik’d  the  heft,  fhe  anfwer’d,  One  iike  you. 
Miftaking  what  {he  meant,  her  pious  Will 
He  prais’d,  and  bad  her  fo  continue  ftill : 

The  Word  of  Pious  heard,  Ihe  blulh'd  with  Shame 
Of  fecret  Guilt,  and  cou’d  not  bear  the  Name. 

’Twas  now  the  Mid  o£  Night,  when  Slumbers  clofe 
Our  Eyes,  and  footh  our  Cares  with  foft  Repofe > 
But  no  Repofe  cou’d  wretched  Myrrha  find. 

Her  Body  rouling,  as  {he  roul’d  her  Mind : 

Mad  with  Defire,  {he  ruminates  her  Sin, 

And  willies  all  her  W ilhes  o’er  again : 

Now  fhe  defpairs,  and  now  xefolves  to  try  5 
Wou’d  not,  and  wou’d  again,  fhe  knows  not  why ; 
Stops,  and  returns,  makes  and  retracts  the  Vow; 

Fain  wou’d  begin,  but  underftands  not  how. 

As  when  a  Pine  is  hew’d  upon  the  Plains, 

And  the  lafi:  mortal  Stroke  alone  remains, 

JLab’ring  in  Pangs  of  Death,  and  threatning  all. 

This  way,  and  that  fhe  nods,  confidring  where  to  fall 
So  Myrrha  s  Mind,  imped’d  on  either  Side, 

T akcs  ev’ry  Bent,  but  cannot  long  abide  j 
Irrefolute  on  which  fhe  fhou’d  relie. 

At  lafi,  unfix’d  in  all,  is  only  fix’d  to  die. 

On  that  fad  Thought  Ihe  refts,  refolv’d  on  Death, 

She  rifes,  and  prepares  to  choak  her  Breath  : 

T  hen  while  about  the  Beam  her  Zone  (he  ties. 

Dear  Cinyras  farewell,  file  foftly  cries  ; 
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For  thee  I  die*  and  only  wifti  to  be 

Kot  hated,  when  thou  know’ll  I  die  for  thee : 

r  •* 

Pardon  the  Crime,  in  Pity  to  the  Caufe : 

l  y 

This  fa  id,  about  her  Neck  the  Noofe  fhe  draws. 

The  Nurfe,  who  lay  without,  her  faithful  Guard, 
Though  not  the  Words ,  the  Murmurs  over-heard. 

And  Sighs,  and  hollow  Sounds:  Surpriz’d  with  Fright, 

She  harts,  and  leaves  her  Bed,  and  fprings  a  Light , 

■ 

Unlocks  the  Door>  and  entring  out  of  Breath, 

The  Dying  law,  and  Indruments  of  Death  j 

She  fhrieks,  fhe  cuts  the  Zone  with  trembling  Halle, 

And  in  her  Arms  her  fainting  Charge  embrac’d: 

Next,  (for  fhe  now  had  Leifure  for  her  Tears) 

She  weeping  ask’d,  in  thele  her  blooming  Years, 

What  unforefeen  Misfortune  caus’d  her  Care, 

To  loath  her  Life,  and  languifh  in  Defpair! 

The  Maid,  with  down-call  Eyes,  and  mute  with  Grief 
F  or  Death  unfinilh’d,  and  ili-tim’d  Relief, 

Stood  fullen  to  her  Suit:  The  Beldame  prefs’d 
The  more  to  know,  and  bar’d  her  wither’d  Brealf, 
Adjur’d  her  by  the  kindly  Food  fhe  drew 
From  thole  dry  Founts,  her  fecret  Ill  to  Ihew. 

Sad  Myrrha  ligh’d,  and  turn’d  her  Eyes  adde  j 
The  Nurfe  Hill  urg’d,  and  wou’d  not  be  deny’d: 

Nor  only  promis’d  Secrelie,  but  pray’d 

She  might  have  Leave  to  give  her  offer’d  Aid. 

Good-will,  lhe  faid,  my  want  of  Strength  fupplies. 

And  Diligence  fhall  give  what  Age  denies  : 

If  drong  Delircs  thy  Mind  to  Fury  move, 

With  Charms,  and  Med'cines  I  can  cure  thy  Love: 

If  envious  Eyes  their  hurtful  Rays  have  cad. 

More  pow’rfui  Vcrfe  fhall  free  thee  from  the  Blad : 
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If  Heav’n  offended  fends  thee  this  Difeafe, 
Offended  Heav’n  with  Pray  rs  we  can  appeafe. 
What  then  remaiiis,  that  can  thefe  Cares  procure? 

Thy  Houfe  is  flourifhing,  thy  Fortune  fure : 

\  -  • 

Thy  careful  Mother  yet  in  Health  furvives, 

.  »  -  *  •  { 

And,  to  thy  Comfort,  thy  kind  Father  lives. 

The  Virgin  darted  at  her  Father’s  Name, 

•  '  .  *  ... 

And  figh’d  profoundly,  confcious  of  the  Shame : 

♦ 

Nor  yet  the  Nurfe  her  impious  Love  divin’d. 

But  yet  furmis’d  that  Love  difturb’d  her  Mind : 

Thus  thinking,  fhe  purfu’dher  Point,  and  lakh 
And  lull’d  within  her  Lap  the  mourning  Maid  ; 
Then  foftly  Tooth’d  her  thus ;  I  guefs  your  Grief: 
You  love,  my  Child;  your  Love  fhall  find  Relief. 
My  long-experienc’d  Age  fhall  be  your  Guide  > 
Rely  on  that,  and  lay  Diftruft  afide  : 

No  Breath  of  Air  fhall  on  the  Secret  blow. 

Nor  fhall  (what  mod  you  fear)  your  Father  know. 
Struck  once  again,  as  with  a  Thunder-clap, 

The  guilty  Virgin  bounded  from  her  Lap, 

And  threw  her  Body  proftrate  on  the  Bed, 


And,  to  conceal  her  Blufhes,  hid  her  Head ; 

There  filent  lay,  and  warn’d  her  with  her  Hand 
To  go :  But  fhe  receiv’d  not  the  Command ; 
Remaining  ftill  importunate  to  know : 

T  hen  Myrrh  a,  thus ;  Or  ask  no  more,  or  go ; 

I  prithee  go,  or  flaying  fpare  my  Shame ; 

What  thou  would’fl  hear,  is  impious  ev’n  to  name. 
At  this,  on  high  the  Beldame  holds  her  Hands, 

And- trembling  both  with  Age,  and  Terror  Hands  ; 
Adjures,  and  falling  at  her  Feet  intreats. 

Sooths  her  with  Blandifhments,  and  frights  with  Thr 
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To  tell  the  Crime  intended,  or  difclofe 


What  Part  of  it  fhe 


if  file  no  farther 


And  lad  3  if  confcious  to  her  Counfel  made, 

►  * 

Confirms  anew  the  Promife  of  her  Aid. 

Now  Myrrha  rais’d  her  Head  3  but  foon  opprcfs’d 
With  Shame,  reclin’d  it  on  her  Nurfe’s  Bread; ; 

Bath’d  it  with  Tears,  and  drove  to  have  confefs’d  : 

Twice  file  began,  and  hopp’d;  again,  hie  try’d; 

The  falt’ring  Tongue  its  Office  dill  deny’d. 

At  lad  her  Veil  before  her  Pace  fhe  fpread. 

And  drew  a  long  preluding  Sigh,  and  faid, 

O  happy  Mother,  in  thy  Marriage-bed ! 

Then  groan’d,  and  ceas’d.  The  good  old  Woman  fhook, 
Stiff  were  her  Eyes,  and  ghadly  was  her  Look  : 

Her  hoary  Hair  upright  with  Horror  dood. 

Made  (to  her  Grief)  more  knowing  than  ihe  wou’d. 
Much  ihe  reproach’d,  and  many  things  ihe  faid. 

To  cure  the  Madnefs  of  th’  unhappy  Maid, 

In  vain:  For  Myrrha  dood  convict  of  Ill  3 
Her  Reafon  vanquish'd,  but  unchang’d  her  Will: 
Perverfc  of  Mind,  unable  to  reply  5 
She  dood  rcfolv’d,  or  to  poffefs  or  die. 

At  length  the  Fondnefs  of  a  Nurfe  prevail’d 
Againd  her  better  Senfe,  and  Virtue  fail’d: 

Enjoy,  my  Child,  fincc  fuch  is  thy  Dcfirc, 

Thy  Love,  fhe  faid  3  flic  durd  not  fay,  thy  Sire  : 

Live,  though  unhappy,  live  on  any  Terms  3 
Then  with  a  fecond  Oath  her. Faith  confirms. 

The  folcmn  Fead  o i.Cercs  now  was  near. 

When  long  white  Linncn  Stoics  the  Matrons  wear  3 
Rank’d  in  Proceffion  walk  the  pious  T  rain, 

OfPring  Fird-fruits,  and  Spikes  of  yellow  Grain  : 

X  x  x  x 
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For  nine  long  Nights  the  Nuptial-Bed  they  foun. 

And  fandtiftying  Hatveft,  lie  alone. 

Mix’d  with  the  Crowd,  the  Queen  forfook  her  Lord 

And  Ceres’  Pow’r  with  fecret  Rites  ador’d  : 

The  Royal  Couch,  now  vacant  for  a  Time,* 

The  crafty  Ctone,  officious  in  her  Crime, 

The  fir  ft  Occafion  took  :  The  King  file  found 
Eafie  with  Wine,  and  deep  in  Pleafures  drown’d. 
Prepar’d  for  Love :  The  Beldame  blew  the  Flame, 
Confefs’d  the  Paftion,  but  conceal’d  the  Name. 

Her  Form  file  prais’d?  the  Monarch  ask’d  her  Years; 
And  fhe  reply ’d.  The  lame  thy  Myrrh  a  bears. 

Wine  and  commended  Beauty  ftr’d  his  Thought; 
Impatient,  he  commands  her  to  be  brought. 

Pleas’d  with  her  Charge  perform’d,  fhe  hies  her  home. 
And  gratulates  the  Nymph,  the  Task  was  overcome. 
Myrrha  was  joy’d  the  welcome  News  to  hear ; 

But  clogg’d  with  Guilt,  the  Joy  was  unfincere: 

So  various,  fo  difcordant  is  the  Mind, 

That  in  our  Will  a  diff’rent  Will  we  find. 

Ill  file  prefag’d,  and  yet  purfu’d  her  Luft ; 

For  guilty  Pleafures  give  a  double  Guft. 

’ Twas  Depth  of  Night:  Arctopbylax  had  driv’n 
His  lazy  Wain  half  round  the  Northern  Heav’n. 


W  hen 


h  alien’d  to  the  Crime  defir’d 


The  Moon  beheld  her  firft,  and  firft  retir’d : 

The  Stars  amaz’d,  ran  backward  from  the  Sight, 
And  (for unfc  within  their  Sockets,)  loft  their  Light 
Jcarms firft  withdraws  his  holy  Flame: 

The  Virgin  Sign,  in  Heav’n  the  fecond  Name, 
Slides  down  the  Belt,  aiid  from  her  Station  flies, 
And  Night  with  fable  Clouds  involves  the  Skies, 
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Bold  JViyrrha  Hill  purfues  her  black  Intent ? 

She  Humbled  thrice,  (an  Omen  of  th’ Event?) 

Thrice  fhriek’d  the  Eun’ral  Owl,  yet  on  file  went. 
Secure  of  Shame,  becaufe  fecure  of  Sight  ? 

Ev’n  bafhful  Sins  are  impudent  by  Night. 

Link’d  Hand  in  Hand,  th’  Accomplice,  and  the  Dame 
Their  Way  exploring,  to  the  Chamber  came : 

The  Door  was  ope,  they  blindly  grope  their  Way 
Where  dark  in  Bed  th’  expedting  Monarch  lay. 

Thus  far  her  Courage  held,  but  here  forfakes; 

Her  faint  Knees  knock  at  ev’ry  Step  file  makes. 

The  nearer  to  her  Crime  j  the  more  within 
She  feels  Remorfe,  and  Horror  of  her  Sin ; 

Repents  too  late  her  criminal  Defire, 

And  wifhes,  that  unknown  fhe  cou’d  retire. 

Her,  lingring  thus,  the  Nurfe  (who  fear’d  Delay 
The  fatal  Secret  might  at  length  betray) 

Bull’d  forward,  to  compleat  the  W  ork  begun. 

And  faid  to  Cinyras ,  Receive  thy  own. 

Thus  faying,  file  deliver’d  Kind  to  Kind, 


Accurs’d,  and  their  devoted  Bodies  join’d. 

The  Sire,  unknowing  of  the  Crime,  admits 
His  Bowels,  and  profanes  the  hallow’d  Sheets  ? 

He  found  file  trembled,  but  believ’d  fie  ftrove 
With  Maiden  Modefty,  againft  her  Love, 

And  fought  with  flatt’ring  W ords  vain  Fancies  to  remove. 
Perhaps  he  fa  id,  My  Daughter,  ceafe  thy  Fears, 

(Becaufe  the  Title  fuited  with  her  Years?) 

And  Father,  fhe  might  whifper  him  again. 

That  Names  might  not  be  wanting  to  the  Sin: 

Full  of  her  Sire,  fhe  left  th’  inccftuous  Bed, 

And  carry ’d  in  her  Womb  the  Crime  flic  bred. 
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Another,  and  another  Night  the  came ; 

For  frequent  Sin  had  left  no  Senfe  of  Shame: 

Till  Cinjras  defir’d  to  fee  her  Face, 

Whofe  Body  he  had  held  in  clofe  Embrace, 

% 

And  brought  a  Taper;  the  Revealer,  Light, 
Expos’d  both  Crime,  and  Criminal  to  Sight. 

Grief,  Rage,  Amazement,  cou’d  no  Speech  afford. 
But  from  the  Sheath  he  drew  th’  avenging  Sword  : 
The  Guilty  fled:  The  Benefit  of  Night, 


That  favour’d  fir  ft  the  Sin,  fecur’d  the  Flight. 

Long  wandring  thro’  the  fpacious  Fields,  file  bent 
Her  Voyage  to  th?' Arabian  Continent; 

Then  pafs’d  the  Region  which  Tanchxa  join’d. 

And  flying,  left  the  palmy  Plains  behind. 

Nine  times  the  Moon  had  mew’d  her  Homs ;  at  length 
With  Travel  weary,  unfupply’d  with  Strength, 

And  with  the  Burden  of  her  Womb  opprefs’d, 

Sabaan  Fields  afford  her  needful  Reft  : 

There,  loathing  Life,  and  yet  of  Death  afraid. 

In  Anguifh  of  her  Spirit,  thus  fhe  pray’d. 

Ye  Pow’rs,  if  any  fo  propitious  are 
T’ accept  my  Penitence,  and  hear  my  Pray’r; 

Your  Judgments,  I  confefs,  are  juftly  lent  ; 

Great  Sins  deferve  as  great  a  Punifhment : 

Yet  fincc  my  Life  the  Living  will  profane. 

And  fincc  my  Death  the  happy  Dead  will  ftain, 

A  middle  State  your  Mercy  may  bellow. 

Betwixt  the  Realms  above,  and  thofe  below: 

Some  other  Form  to  wretched  Myrrha  give. 

Nor  let  her  wholly  die,  nor  wholly  live. 

The  Pray'rs  of  Penitents  arc  never  vain ; 

At  leaf!,  flic  did  her  laft  Requeft  obtain  : 


1 ;  o  1 
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Bor  while  fhe  fpoke,  the  Ground  began  to  rife. 

And  gather’d  round  her  Feet,  her  Legs,  and  Thighs ; 
Her  Toes  in  Roots  defcend,  andfpreading  wide., 

A  firm  Foundation  for  the  Trunk  provide  : 

Her  folid  Bones  convert  to  folid  Wood, 

To  Pith  her  Marrow,  and  to  Sap  her  Blood  : 

Her  Arms  are  Boughs,  her  Fingers  change  their  Kind, 
Her  tender  Skin  is  harden’d  into  Rind. 

And  now  the  riling  Tree  her  Womb  inveds, 

JSlow,  (hooting  upwards  (till,  invades  her  Breads, 

And  (hades  the  Neck  ;  when,  weary  with  Delay, 

She  funk  her  Head  within,  and  met  it  half  the  way. 

And  though  with  outward  Shape  fhe  loft  her  Senfe, 
With  bitter  Tears  fhe  wept  her  lad  Offence, 

And  dill  fhe  weeps  j  nor  fheds  her  Tears  in  vain  5 
For  dill  the  precious  Drops  her  Name  retain. 

Mean  time  the  mif-begotten  Infant  grows. 

And,  ripe  for  Birth,  didends  with  deadly  Throws 
The  fwelling  Rind,  with  unavailing  Strife, 

To  leave  the  wooden  Womb,  and  pufhes  into  Life. 
The  Mother-Tree,  as  if  opprefs’d  with  Pain, 

Writhes  here,  and  there,  to  break  the  Bark,  in  vain  s 
And,  like  a  lab’ring  Woman,  wou’d  have  pray’d. 

But  wants  a  Voice  to  call  Lucinas  Aid: 

The  bending  Bole  fends  out  a  hollow  Sound, 

And  trickling  Tears  fall  thicker  on  the  Ground. 

The  mild  Lucina  came  uncall’d,  and  dood 
Befide  the  drugling  Boughs,  and  heard  the  groaning  Wood: 
Then  reach’d  her  Midwife-Hand  to  fpeed  the  Throws, 
And  fpokc  the  pow’rful  Spells  that  Babes  to  Birth  difclofe 
1  he  Bark  divides,  the  living  Load  to  free, 

And  fafc  delivers  the  Convulfivc  Tree. 

Y  y  y  y 
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The  ready  Nymphs  receive  the  crying  Child, 

And  wafh  him  iri  the  Tears  the  Parent-Plant  diftiU’d. 

*  * 

They  fwath’d  him  with  their  Scarfs  >  beneath  him  fpread 

The  Ground  with  Herbs;  with  Rofes  rais’d  his  Head. 

# 

The  lovely  Babe  was  born  with  ev’ry  Grace, 

Ev’n  Envy  mull  have  prais’d  fd  fair  a  Face : 


Such  was  his  Form 
Their  utmoffc  Art. 


Painters  when  they  {how 
naked  Loves  bellow: 


And  that  their  Arms  no  Difference  might  betray. 
Give  him  a  Bow,  or  his  froth  Cupid  take  away. 
Time  glides  along  with  undifcover'd  Halle, 

The  Future  but  a  Length  behind  the  Pall ; 

So  fwift  are  Years.  The  Babe  whom  juft  before 


So  fwift  are  Years.  The  Babe  whom  juft  before 
His  Grandfire  got,  and  whom  his  Siller  bore ; 

The  Drop,  the  Thing,  which  late  the  Tree  inclos’d 
And  late  the  yawning  Bark  to  Life  expos’d  5 
A  Babe,  a  Boy,  a  beauteous  Youth  appears. 

And  lovelier  than  himfelf  at  riper  Years. 

Now  to  the  Queen  of  Love  he  gave  Delires, 

And,  with  her  Pains,  reveng’d  his  Mother’s  Fires. 


* 


For  Cy  there  as  Lips  while  Cupid  preft. 

He  with  a  heedlefs  Arrow  raz’d  her  Breafb. 

The  Goddefs  felt  it,  and  with  Fury  Hung, 

The  wanton  Mifchief  from  her  Bofom  flung: 

Yet  thought  at  firft  the  Danger  flight,  but  found 
The  Dart  too  faithful,  and  too  deep  the  Wound. 
Fir’d  with  a  mortal  Beauty,  file  difdains 
To  haunt  th’ Idalian  Mount,  or  Phrygian  Plains. 
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She  feeks  not  Cnidos3  nor  her  Paphian  Shrines; 

M  ^ 

Nor  Amathus ,  that  teems  with  brazen  Mines : 

s 

E v’n  Heav’n  it  felf  with  aii  its  Sweets  unfought, 

Adonis  far  a  Tweeter  Heav’n  is  thought. 

On  him  fhe  hangs,  and  fonds  with  ev’ry  Art, 

And  never,  never  knows  from  him  to  part. 

She,  whofe  Toft  Limbs  had  only  been  dilplay’d 
On  rofie  Beds  beneath  the  Myrtle  Shade, 

Whbfe  pleafing  Care  was  to  improve  each  Grace, 

And  add  more  Charms  to  an  unrival’d  Face, 

Now  buskind,  like  the  Virgin  Huntrefs,  goes 
Thro’  Woods,  and  pathlefs  Wilds,  and  Mountain- Snows 
With  her  own  tuneful  Voice  fhe  joys  to  cheer 
The  panting  Hounds,  that  chace  the  flying  Deer. 

She  runs  the  Labyrinths  of  fearful  Hares, 

But  fearlefs  Beaks,  and  dang’rous  Prey  forbears  : 

Hunts  not  the  grinning  W olf,  or  foamy  Boar, 

And  trembles  at  the  Lion’s  hungry  Roar. 

Thee  too,  Adonis ,  with  a  Lover’s  Care 

She  warns,  if  warn’d  thou  would’A  avoid  the  Snare, 

To  furious  Animals  advance  not  nigh, 

•  • 

Fly  thole  that  follow>  follow  thofe  that  fly ; 

’Tis  Chance  alone  mull  the  Survivers  fave. 

Whene’er  brave  Spirits  will  attempt  the  Brave. 

O !  lovely  Youth !  in  harmlefs  Sports  delight; 

Provoke  not  Bealls  >  which,  arm’d  by  Nature,  fight. 

For  me,  if  not  thy  felf,  vouchfafe  to  fear ; 

Let  not  thy  Thirll  of  Glory  coft  me  dear. 

Boars  know  not  how  to  fparc  a  blooming  Age ; 

No  fparlding  Eyes  can  Tooth  the  Lion’s  Rage. 

Not  all  thy  Charms  a  lavage  Brcall  can  move. 

Which  have  To  deeply  touch’d  the  Queen  of  Love. 
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When  briftled  Boars  from  beaten  Thickets  fpring, 

s 

In  grinded  Tusks  a  Thunderbolt  they  bring. 

The  daring  Hunters  Lions  rouz’d  devour, 

Vaft:  is  their  Fury,  and  as  vaft:  their  Pow’r: 

A 

# 

Curft  be  their  tawny  Race!  If  thou  would’ft  hear 

W  hat  kindled  thus  my  Hate  ;  then  lend  an  Ear : 

•  •  «  * 

The  wondrous  Tale  I  will  to  thee  unfold. 

How  the  fell  Monfters  rofe  from  Crimes  of  old. 

* 

But  by  long  Toils  I  faint:  See!  wide-difplay’d, 

« 

A  grateful  Poplar  courts  us  with  a  Shade. 

The  gralfy  Turf,  beneath,  fo  verdant  fhows. 

We  may  fecure  delightfully  repofe. 

With  her  Adonis  here  be  Venus  bleft, 

# 

And  fwift  at  once  the  Grafs,  and  him  fhe  preft. 

% 

Then  fweetly  fmiling,  with  a  raptur’d  Mind, 

On  his  lov’d  Bofom  file  her  Head  reclin’d. 

And  thus  began;  but  mindful  ftill  ofBlifs, 

Seal’d  the  foft  Accents  with  a  fofter  Kifs. 

Perhaps  thou  may’ll :  have  heard  a  Virgin’s  Name, 
Who  Hill  in  Swiftnefs  fwifteft  Youths  o’ercame. 
Wond’rous!  that  female  Weaknefs  fhould  out-do 
A  manly  Strength  ;  the  Wonder  yet  is  true. 

JTwas  doubtful,  if  her  Triumphs  in  the  Field 
Did  to  her  Form’s  triumphant  Glories  yield; 
Whether  her  Face  could  with  more  Eafe  decoy 
A  Crowd  of  Lovers,  or  her  Feet  deftroy. 

For  once  Apollo  file  implor’d  to  fhow 
If  courteous  Fates  a  Confort would  allow: 


A  Confort  brings  thy  Ruin,  he  reply’d; 

Oh !  learn  to  want  the  Pleafures  of  a  Bride ! 

Nor  fhalt  thou  want  them  to  thy  wretched  Coft, 
And  At alan t a  living  fhall  be  loft. 


With 


3  <5 
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With  fuch  a  rueful  Fate  th’  affrighted  Maid 
Sought  green  Receffes  in  the  wood-land  Glade. 

9 

Not  fighing  Suiters  her  Refolves  could  move. 

She  bad  them  fhow  their  Speed  to  fhow  their  Love 
He  only,  who  could  conquer  in  the  Race, 

Might  hope  the  conquer’d  Virgin  to  embrace  > 
While  he,  whole  tardy  Feet  had  lagg’d'  behind, 
Was  doom’d  the  Fad  Reward  of  Death  to  find. 
Tho’  great  the  Prize,  yet  rigid  the  Decree, 

But  blind  with  Beauty,  who  can  Rigour  fee? 

Ev’n  on  thefe  Laws  the  Fair  they  rafhly  fought. 
And  Danger  in  Excels  of  Love  forgot. 


There  fate  Hipp 


prepar’d  to  blame 


In  Lovers  fuch  Extravagance  of  Flame. 

And  mild,  he  faid,  the  Bleffing  of  a  Wife 
Be  dearly  purchas’d  by  a  Risk  of  Life? 

But  when  he  faw  the  Wonders  of  her  Face, 
And  her  Limbs  naked,  fpringing  to  the  Race 
Her  Limbs,  as  exquifitely  turn’d,  as  mine, 


Or  if  a  Woman  th< 
With  lifted  Hands 


g1 


with  thine 


With  lifted  Hands,  he  cry’d,  forgive  the  Tongue 
Which  durffc,  ye  Youths,  your  wcll-tim’d  Courage  wj 
l  knew  not,  that  the  Nymph,  for  whom  you  drove 
Dcferv’d.  th’ unbounded  Tranfports  of  your  Love. 

He  faw,  admir’d,  and  thus  her  fpotlefs  Frame 
He  prais’d,  and  prailing,  kindled  his  own  Flame. 

A  Rival  now  to  all  the  Youths,  who  run. 

Envious  he  fears,  they  fhould  not  be  undone. 


hy 


eflefts 


idly  thus  is  flown 


The  Fate  of  others,  yet  untry’d  my  own? 

The  Coward  muff  not  on  Love’s  Aid  depend; 
The  God  was  ever  to  the  Bold  a  Friend. 

Z  z  z  z 
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Meantime  the  Virgin  flies,  Or  Teems  to  fly. 

Swift  as  a  Scythian  Arrow  cleaves  the  Sky  : 

Still  more,  and  more  the  Youth  her  Charms  admires. 
The  Race  it  felf  t’ exalt  her  Charms  confpires. 

The  golden  Pinions,  which  her  Beet  adorn. 

In  wanton  Flutt  rings  by  the  Winds  are  bom. 

Down  from  her  Head  the  long,  fair  Trelfes  flow. 
And  fport  with  lovely  Negligence  below. 

The  waving  Ribbands,  which  her  Buskins  tie. 

Her  fnowy  Skin  with  waving  Purple  die  ; 

As  crimfon  Veils,  in  Palaces  difplay’d. 

To  the  white  Marble  lend  a  blufhing  Shade. 

Nor  long  he  gaz’d,  yet  while  he  gaz’d,  fhe  gain’d 
The  Goal,  and  the  victorious  Wreath  obtain’d. 


■The  Vanquifh’d  Ugh,  and  as  the  Law  decreed. 
Pay  the  dire  Forfeit,  and  prepare  to  bleed. 

Then  rofe  Hippomenes ,  not  yet  afraid. 

And  fix’d  his  Eyes  full  on  the  beauteous  Maid. 
Where  is  (he  cry’d)  the  mighty  Conqueft  won. 
To  diftance  thole,  who  want  the  Nerves  to  run? 


Here  prove  fuperior  Strength,  nor  lhall  it  be 
Thy  Lofs  of  Glory,  if  excell’d  by  me. 

High  my  Defcent,  near  Neptune  I  afpire. 

For  Neptune  was  Grand-Parent  to  my  Sire. 
From  that  great  God  the  fourth  my  felf  I  tra< 
Nor  fink  my  Virtues  yet  beneath  my  Race. 


Thou  from  Hipl 


come,  may’ll  cl 


An  envy’d  Triumph,  and  a  deathlefs  Fame. 

While  thus  the  Youth  the  Virgin’s  Pow’r  defies 
Silent  file  views  him  Hill  with  fofter  Eyes. 
Thoughts  in  her  Brcafl:  a  doubtful  Strife  begin. 

If  ’tis  not  happier  now  to  lofe,  than  with 
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What  God,  a  Foe  to  Beauty,  would  dedroy 
The  promis’d  Ripenefs  of  this  blooming  Boy? 
W ith  his  Life’s  Danger  does  he  feek  my  Bed  ? 
Scarce  am  I  half  fo  greatly  Worth,  file  faid. 
Nor  has  his  Beauty  mov’d  my  Bread;  to  love. 
And  yet,  I  own,  fuch  Beauty  well  might  move 
’Tis  not  his  Charms,  ’tis  Pity  would  engage 
My  Soul  to  fpare  the  Greene fs  of  his  Age. 

W hat,  that  heroick  Courage  fires  his  Bread, 
And  fhines  thro’  brave  Difdain  of  Fate  confed? 


What,  that  his  Patronage  by  clofe  Degrees 
Springs  from  th’  imperial  Ruler  of  the  Seas  > 
Then  add  the  Love,  which  bids  him  undertake 
The  Race,  and  dare  to  perifh  for  my  fake. 

Of  bloody  Nuptials,  heedlefs  Youth,  beware ! 
Fly,  timely  dy  from  a  too  barb’rous  Fair. 

At  Pleafure  chufe  5  thy  Love  will  be  repaid 
By  a  lefs  foolifh,  and  more  beauteous  Maid. 

But  why  this  Tendernefs,  before  unkown  ? 

Why  beats,  and  pants  my  Bread  for  him  alone  ? 
His  Eyes  have  feen  his  num’rous  Rivals  yield, 
Let  him  too  fhare  the  Rigour  of  the  Field, 

Since  by  their  Fates  untaught,  his  own  he  courts, 
And  thus  with  Ruin  indolently  fports. 

Yet  for  what  Crime  (hall  he  his  Death  receive  ? 

Is  it  a  Crime  with  me  to  wifll  to  live  ? 


Shall  his  kind  Padion  his  Dedrudfion  prove  > 

Is  this  the  fatal  Recompencc  of  Love  > 

So  fair  a  Youth,  dedroy’d,  would  Conqued  fhame, 
And  Nymphs  eternally  deted  my  Fame. 

Still  why  fhould  Nymphs  my  guiltlcfs  Fame  upbraid? 
Did  I  the  fond  Adventurer  perfwade  ? 
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Alas!  I  wifh  thou  vvould’ft  the  Courfe  decline, 

.  .  •  -  *•  *  'v  ►  \*  .  \t  iir 


Or  that  my  Swiftnefs  was  excell’d  by  thine. 

i  a  % 

-  t*  , 

See !  what  a  Virgin’s  Bloom  adorns  the  Boy ! 

>  ;  .  ^  .  1 

Why  wilt  thou  run  *  and  why  thy  felf  deftroy 

4 

Hippomenes !  O  that  I  ne’er  had  been 
By  thofe  bright  Byes  unfortunately  feen  ! 

Ah!  tempt  not  thus  a  fwift,  untimely  Fate  ? 
Thy  Life  is  worthy  of  the  longed:  Date. 

4 

Were  I  lefs  wretched,  did  the  galling  Chain 


Of  rigid  Gods  not  my  free  Choice  reftrain, 

By  thee  alone  I  could  with  Joy  be  led 
T o  tafte  the  Raptures  of  a  Nuptial  Bed. 

Thus  fhe  difclos’d  the  Womans  fecret  Heart, 
Young,  innocent,  and  new  to  Cupid's  Dart. 

Her  Thoughts,  her  Words,  her  Actions  wildly  rov< 

% 

With  Love  fhe  burns,  yet  knows  not  that  ’tis  Love 
Her  Royal  Sire  now  with  the  murm ’ring  Crowd 
Demands  the  Race  impatiently  aloud. 

I-Iippomenes  then  with  true  Fervour  pray'd. 

My  bold  Attempt  let  Verms  kindly  aid. 

By  her  fweet  Pow’r  I  felt  this  am’rous  Fire, 


Still  may  fhe  fuccour 


horn  fhe  did  infp 


A  foft,  unenvious  Wind,  with  fpcedy  Care, 

Wafted  to  Hcav’n  the  Lover’s  tender  Prav’r. 

«* 

Pity,  I  own,  foon  gain’d  the  wifll’d  Confcnt, 
And  all  th’  Affiftance  he  implor'd  I  lent. 

The  Cyprian  Lands,  tho’  rich,  in  Richnefs  yield 
To  that,  furnam’d  the  Tamafenian  Field. 

That  Field  of  old  was  added  to  my  Shrine, 
And  its  choice  Produdfcs  confccrated  mine. 

A  Tree  there  Hands,  full  glorious  to  behold,  ' 
Gold  are  the  Leafs,  the  crackling  Branches  Gold 
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It  chanc’d,  three  Apples  in  my  Hands  I  bore,  . 
Which  newly  from  the  Tree  I  fportive  tores 
Seen  by  the  Youth  alone,  to  him  I  brought 
The  Fruit,  and  when,  and  how  to  ufe  it,  taught. 
The  Signal  founding  by  the  King’s  Command, 
Both  Hart  at  once,  and  fweep  th’  unprinted  Sand.  * 
So  fwifdy  move  their  Feet,  they  might  with  Eafe, 
Scarce  moilten’d,  skim  along  the  glaffie  Seas  ; 

Or  with  a  wondrous  Levity  be  bom 
O’er  yellow  Harvehs  of  unbending  Corn. 

Now  fav ’ring  Peals  refound  from  ev’ry  Part, 

Spirit  the  Youth,  and  fire  his  fainting  Heart. 
Hippomenes !  (they  cry ’dj  thy  Life  preferve, 

Intenfely  labour,  and  hretch  ev’ry  Nerve. 

Bafe  Fear  alone  can  baffle  thy  Defign, 

Shoot  boldly  onward,  and  the  Goal  is  thine. 

’Tis  doubtful  whether  Shouts,  like  thefe,  convey’d 
More  Pleafures  to  the  Youth,  or  to  the  Maid. 
When  a  long  Dihance  oft  fhe  could  have  gain’d. 
She  check’d  her  Swiftnefs,  and  her  Feet  rchrain’d : 
She  figh’d,  and  dwelt,  and  languifh’d  on  his  Face, 
Then  with  unwilling  Speed  purfu’d  the  Race. 

O  er-fpent  with  Heat,  his  Breath  he  faintly  drew. 
Parch’d  was  his  Mouth,  nor  yet  the  Goal  in  view, 
And  the  firh  Apple  on  the  Plain  he  threw. 

The  Nymph  Hop’d  hidden  at  th’unufual  Sight, 
Struck  with  the  Fruit  fo  beautifully  bright. 

Afide  file  harts,  the  Wonder  to  behold, 

And  eager  hoops  to  catch  the  rouling  Gold. 
Th’obfervant  Youth  pah  by,  and  fcour’d  along. 
While  Peals  of  Joy  rung  from  th’  applauding  Thrc 
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Unkindly  {he  corrects  the  fhort  Delay,  - 

And  to  redeem  the  Time  fleets  fwift  away,* : 

,  * 

Swift,  as  the  Lightning,  or  the  Northern  Wind 
And  far  {he  leaves  the  panting  Youth  behind.  ; 
Again  he  drives  the  flying  Nymph  to  hold 
With  the  Temptation  of  the  fecond  Gold  : 

The  bright  Temptation  fruitlefly  was  toft. 

So  foon,  alas !  fhe  won  the  Diftance  loft. 

Now  but  a  little  Interval  of  Space 
Remain’d  for  the  Decifion  of  the  Race. 

Fair  Author  of  the  precious  Gift,  he  faid. 

Be  thou,  O  Goddefs,  Author  of  my  Aid ! 

Then  of  the  fhining  Fruit  the  laft  he  drew. 

And  with  his  full-colle£ted  Vigour  threw : 

The  Virgin  dill  the  longer  to  detain. 


t  ' 

A  '  • 


*  v  .  .  , 


Threw  not  diredtly,  but  a-crofs  the  Plain. 

She  feem’d  a-while  perplex’d  in  dubious  Thought, 

If  the  far-diflant  Apple  fhould  be  fought  : 

I  lur’d  her  backward  Mind  to  feize  the  Bait, 

And  to  the  maffie  Gold  gave  double  ’Weight. 

My  Favour  to  my  Votary  was  fhow’d, 

Her  Speed  I  leffen’d,  and  encreas’d  her  Load. 

But  leaft,  tho’  long,  the  rapid  Race  be  run. 

Before  my  longer,  tedious  Tale  is  done. 

The  Youth  the  Goaf  and  fothe  Virgin  won. 

Might  L  Adonis ,  now  not  hope  to  fee 
His  grateful  Thanks  pour’d  out  for  Victory? 

His  pious  Incenfe  on  my  Altars  laid  ? 

But  he  nor  grateful  Thanks,  nor  Incenfe  paid. 
Enrag’d  I  vow’d,  that  with  the  Youth  the  Fair, 

For  his  Contempt,  fhould  my  keen  Vengeance  {hare ; 


That  future  Lovers  might  my  Pow’r  revere. 
And  from  their  fad  Examples  learn  to  fear. 
The  filent  Fanes,  the  fandtify’d  Abodes 


Of  Cybeley  great  Mother  of  the  Gods, 

Rais’d  by  Echion  i n  a  lonely  Wood, 

And  full  of  brown,  religious  Horror  hood. 
By  a  long  painful  Journey  faint,  they  chofe 
Their  weary  Limbs  here  fecret  to  repofe. 

But  foon  my  Pow’r  inflam’d  the  luftful  Boy, 


Carelefs  of  Reft  he  fought  untimely  Joy. 

A  hallow’d,  gloomy  Cave,  with  Mofs  o’er-grown. 
The  Temple  joyn’d,  of  native  Pumice-ftone, 


Where  antique  Images  by  Priefts  were  kept. 
And  wooden  Deities  fecurely  flept. 

Thither  the  rafh  Hippomenes  retires. 


And  gives  a  Loofe  to  all  his  wild  Defires, 


And  the  chaffe  Cell  pollutes  with  wanton  Fires. 
The  facred  Statues  trembled  with  Surprize, 

The  tow’ry  Goddefs,  biufhing,  veil’d  her  Eyes  5 
And  the  lewd  Pair  to  Stygian  Sounds  had  fcnt. 
But  unrevengeful  leem’d  that  Punifhment. 


A  heavier  Doom  fuch  black  Prophanenefs  draws. 
Their  taper  Fingers  turn  to  crooked  Paws. 

No  more  their  Necks  the  Smoothncfs  can  retain. 


Now  cover’d  fudden  with  a  yellow  Mane. 

Arms  change  to  Legs :  Each  finds  the  hard’ning  Bread 
Of  Rage  unknown,  and  wond  rous  Strength  pofTeft. 
Their  alter’d  Looks  with  Fury  grim  appear. 

And  on  the  Ground  their  brufhing  Tails  they  hear. 


They  haunt  the  Woods:  Their  Voices,  which  before 
Were  mufically  fweet,  now  hoarfly  roar. 
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Hence  Lions*  dreadful  to  the  lab  ring  Swains, 

Are  tam’d  by  Cybele ,  and  curb’d  with  Reins* 

And  humbly  draw  her  Car  along  the  Plains. 

But  thou,  Adonis ,  my  delightful  Care, 

Of  thefe,  and  Beafts,  as  fierce  as  thefe,  beware ! 

The  Savage,  which  not  fhuns  thee,  timely  fhun* 

For  by  rafh  Prowefs  fhould’fl  thou  be  undone, 

A  double  Ruin  is  contain’d  in  one. 

Thus  cautious  Venus  fchool’d  her  fav’rite  Boy* 

But  youthful  Heat  all  Cautions  will  deftroy. 

His  fprightly  Soul  beyond  grave  Counfels  flies. 
While  with  yok’d  Swans  the  Goddefs  cuts  the  Skies 
His  faithful  Hounds,  led  by  the  tainted  Wind, 
Lodg’d  in  thick  Coverts  chanc’d  a  Boar  to  find. 

O 


The  callow  Hero  fhow’d 


manly  Heart 


And  pierc’d  the  Savage  with  a  fide-long  Dart. 

The  flying  Savage,  wounded,  turn’d  again. 

Wrench’d  out  the  gory  Dart,  and  foam’d  with  Pain. 
The  trembling  Boy  by  Flight  his  Safety  fought. 

And  now  recall’d  the  Lore,  which  Venus  taught  : 

But  now  too  late  to  fly  the  Boar  he  drove. 

Who  in  the  Groin  his  Tusks  impetuous  drove. 

On  the  difcolour’d  Grafs  Adonis  lay. 

The  Monfter  trampling  o'er  his  beauteous  Frey. 

Fair  Cytherea ,  Cyprus  fcarce  in  view. 

Heat’d  from  afar  his  Groans,  and  own’d  them  true. 
And  turn’d  her  fnowy  Swans,  and  backward  flew. 

But  as  file  faw  him  gafp  his  lateft  Breath, 

And  quiv  ring  agonize  in  Pangs  of  Death, 

Down  with  fwift  Flight  fhc  plung’d,  nor  Rage  forbore 
At  once  her  Garments,  and  her  Hair  file  tore. 
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With  cruel  Blows  {he  beat  her  guiltlefs  Brea  ft, 

* 

The  Fates  upbraided,  and  her  Love  confeft. 

Nor  fhall they  yet  ("foe  ciyd)  the  Whole  devour 
With  uncontroul’d,  inexorable  Pow’r: 

For  thee,  loft  Youth,  my  Tears  and  reftlefs  Pain 
Shall  in  immortal  Monuments  remain. 

With  folemn  Pomp  in  annual  Rites  return’d. 

Be  thou  for  ever,  my  Adonis,  mourn’d. 

Could  ‘Pluto’s  Queen  with  jealous  Fury  ftorm, 
And  Menthe  to  a  Fragrant  Herb  transform  ? 

Yet  dares  not  Venus  with  a  Change  furprife. 

And  in  a  Flow’r  bid  her  fall  n  Hero  rife  > 

Then  on  the  Blood  fweet  Ne&ar  fhe  beftows. 
The  fcented  Blood  in  little  Bubbles  rofe : 

Little,  as  rainy  Drops,  which  flutt’ring  fly. 

Bom  by  the  Winds,  along  a  low'ring  Sky. 

Short  time  enfu’d,  till  where  the  Blood  was  died. 
A  Flow’r  began  to  rear  its  purple  Head : 

Such,  as  on  Punick  Apples  is  reveal’d. 

Or  in  the  filmy  Rind  but  half  conceal’d. 

4 

Still  here  the  Fate  of  lovely  Forms  we  fee. 

So  Hidden  fades  the  fweet  Anemone. 

The  feeble  Stems,  to  fbormy  Blafts  a  Prey, 

Their  fickly  Beauties  droop,  and  pine  away. 

The  Winds  forbid  the  Flow’rs  to  flourifh  long. 
Which  owe  to  Winds  their  Names  in  Greecian  Son 


The  End  of  the  Tenth  Book. 
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BOOK  XI. 

Tranjlated  by  Mr.  JD  R  Y  D  E  N  and  Others. 

I 

The  Death  0/^  Orpheus. 

By  Air .  CrOXALL. 

9 

the  Thracian  Bard’s  enchanting 

i  • 

and  W  oods,  and  all  the  lift  hing 

9 

^  * 

The  Female  Bacchanals ,  devoutly  m  a  d , 

In  fhaggy  Skins,  like  favagc  Creatures,  clad. 

Warbling  in  Air  perceiv’d  his  lovely  Lay, 

And  from  a  riling  Ground  beheld  him  play. 

When  one,  the  wildeft,  with  difhevel’d  Hair, 

That  loofely  Itrcam’d,  and  ruffled  in  the  Air>  , 

Soon  as  her  frantick  Lye  the  Lyrift  fpy’d. 

See, -fee  !  the  Hater  of  our  Sex,  file  cry’d. 

Then  at  his  Face  her  midi vc  Javelin  fent. 

Which  whiz’d  along,  and.  brufht  him  as  it  went? 

But  the  foft  Wreaths  of  Ivy  twilled  round, 

% 

Prevent  a  deep  Impredlon  of  the  Wound, 
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Another,  fora  Weapon,  hurls  a  Stone* 

Which,  by  the  Sound  fubdu’d  as  foon  as  thrown, 
Falls  at  his  Feet,  and.  with  a  feeming  Senle 
Implores  his  Pardon  for  its  late  Offence. 

t 

But  now  their  frantick  Rage  unbounded  grows. 
Turns  all  to  Madnels,  and  no  Meafure  knows: 

Yet  this  the  Charms  of  Mufick  might  fubdue. 

But  that,  with  all  its  Charms,  is  conquer’d  too; 

In  louder  Strains  their  hideous  Yellings  rile. 

And  fqueaking  Horn-pipes  eccho  thro’  the  Skies, 
Which,  in  hoarfe  Confort  with  the  Drum,  confound 
The  moving  Lyre  and  ev’ry  gentle  Sound: 

Then  ’twas  the  deafen’d  Stones  flew  on  with  Speed, 
And  faw,  unfooth’d,  their  tuneful  Poet  bleed. 

4 

The  Birds,  the  Bealls,  and  all  the  Savage  Crew 
Which  the  fweet  Lyrilt  to  Attention  drew. 

Now,  by  the  Female  Mob’s  more  furious  Rage, 

Are  driv’n,  and  forc’d  to  quit  the  fhady  Stage. 

Next  their  fierce  Hands  the  Bard  himfelf  affail. 

Nor  can  his  Song  againfl:  their  Wrath  prevail: 

They  flock,  like  Birds ;  when,  in  a  cluftring  Flight, 
By  Day  they  chafe  the  boding  Fowl  of  Night. 

So,  crowded  Amphitheatres  furvey 
The  Stag  to  greedy  Dogs  a  future  Prey. 

Their  lleely  Javelins,  which  foft  Curls  entwine 
Of  budding  Tendrils  from  the  leafy  Vine, 

For  facred  Rites  of  mild  Religion  made. 

Are  flung  promifcuous  at  the  Poet’s  Head. 

Thofe  Clods  of  Earth  or  Flints  dilcharge,  and  Thefe 
Hurl  prickly  Branches  lliver’d  from  the  Trees. 

And,  left  their  Paffion  fhou’d  be  unfupply’d. 

The  rabble  Crew,  by  chance,  at  Diftancc  Ipy’d 


* 
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Where  Oxen,  {training  at  the  heavy  Yoke, 

The  fallow’d  Field  with  flow  Advances  broke  5 
ISUgh  which  the  brawny  Feafants  dug  the  Soil, 
Procuring  Food  with  long  laborious  Toil. 

Thefe,  when  they  faw  the  ranting  Throng  draw  near. 
Quitted  their  Tools,  and  fled  poffeft  with  Fear. 

Long  Spades  and  Rakes  of  mighty  Size  were  found, 
Carelefly  left  upon  the  broken  Ground. 

With  thefe  the  furious  Lunaticks  engage, 

And  fird  the  lab  ring  Oxen  feel  their  Rage  > 

Then  to  the  Poet  they  return  with  Speed, 

Whofe  Fate  was,  pad  Prevention,  now  decreed: 

In  vain  he  lifts  his  fuppliant  Hands,  in  vain 
He  tries,  before,  his  never-failing  Strain. 

And,  from  thofe  facred  Lips,  whofe  thrilling  Sound 
Fierce  Tigers  and  infenfate  Rocks  cou’d  wound. 

Ah  Gods !  how  moving  was  the  mournful  Sight ! 

To  fee  the  fleeting  Soul  now  take  its  Flight. 

Thee  the  foft  Warblers  of  the  feather’d  Kind 
Bewail’d  5  for  Thee  thy  favage  Audience  pin’d  > 

Thofe  Rocks  and  Woods  that  oft  thy  Strain  had  led. 
Mourn  for  their  Charmer,  and  lament  him  dead ; 

And  drooping  Trees  their  leafy  Glories  filed. 

Naids  and  ‘Dryads  with  difllevel’d  Hair 
Promifcuous  weep,  and  Scarfs  of  Sable  wear  > 

Nor  cou’d  the  River-Gods  conceal  their  Moan, 

But  with  new  Floods  of  Tears  augment  their  own. 

His  mangled  Limbs  lay  fcatter’d  all  around. 

His  Head  and  Harp  a  better  Fortune  found  > 

♦ 

In  Helms  Streams  they  gently  raid'd  along. 

And  footh’d  the  Waters  with  a  mournful  Song. 
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Soft  deadly  Notes  the  lifelcfs  Tongue  infpire, 

A  doleful  Tune  founds  from  the  floating  Lyre; 

The  hollow  Banks  in  folemn  Confort  mourn, 

» 

* 

And  the  fad  Strain  in  ecchoing  Groans  return. 

Now  with  the  Current  to  the  Sea  they  glide. 

Born  by  the  Billow's  of  the  briny  Tide; 

And  driv’n  where  "Weaves  round  rocky  Lesbos  roar. 
They  ftrand,  and  lodge  upon  Methymnds  Shore. 

But  here,  when  landed  on  the  foreign  Soil, 

A  venom’d  Snake,  the  Produ£fc  of  the  Ifle, 

Attempts  the  Head,  and  facred  Locks  embru’d 
W  ith  clotted  Gore,  and  ftill  frefh-dropping  Blood. 
‘Phoebus  3  at  lafl,  his  kind  Protection  gives. 

And  from  the  Fa£t  the  greedy  Monfler  drives  : 
Whofe  marbled  Jaws  his  impious  Crime  atone, 

Still  grinning  ghaftly,  tho’  transform’d  to  Stone. 

His  Ghofl;  flies  downward  to  the  Stygian  Shore, 

And  knows  the  Places  it  had  feen  before : 

Among  the  Shadows  of  the  pious  Train 
He  finds  Euridice ,  and  loves  again  ; 

With  Pleafure  views  the  beauteous  Phantom’s  Charms 
And  clafps  her  in  his  unfubftantial  Arms. 

There  Side  by  Side  they  unmolefted  walk. 

Or  pafs  their  blifsful  Hours  in  pleafing  Talk; 

Aft  or  before  the  Bard  fccurely  goes. 

And,  without  Danger,  can  review  his  Spoufe. 


The  T 


Women  transform'd  to  Trees. 


rcfolving  to  revenge  the  Wrong 


Of  Orpheus  murder’d 


madding  Throng 


Decreed  that  each  Accomplice  Dame  fliould  ftand 
Fix’d  by  the  Roots  along  the  confcious  Land. 
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Their  wicked  Feet,  that  late  fo  nimbly  rail 
To  wreak  their  Malice  on  the  guiltlefs  Man, 

Sudden  with  twilled  Ligatures  were  bound. 

Like  Trees,  deep  planted  in  the  turfy  Ground. 

And,  as  the  Fowler  with  his  fubtle  Gins, 

His  feather’d  Captives  by  the  Feet  entwines. 

That  flutt’ring  pant  and  llruggle  to  get  loofe. 

Yet  only  cloler  draw  the  fatal  Noofc ; 

So  thefe  were  caught ;  and,  as  they  ftrove  in  vain 

To  quit  the  Place,  they  but  increas’d  their  Pain. 

They  flounce  and  toil,  yet  find  themfelves  controul’d, 

The  Root,  tho’  pliant,  toughly  keeps  its  Hold. 

In  vain  their  Toes  and  Feet  they  look  to  find, 

For  ev’n  their  fhapely  Legs  are  cloath’d  with  Rind. 

One  fmites  her  Thighs  with  a  lamenting  Stroke, 

And  finds  the  Flefh  transform’d  to  folid  Oak ; 

Another,  with  Surprize  and  Grief  diftreft. 

Lays  on  above,  but  beats  a  wooden  Rreaft. 

A  rugged  Bark  their  fofter  Neck  invades. 

Their  branching  Arms  fhoot  up  delightful  Shades  5 

At  once  they  feem,  and  are  a  real  Grove, 

With  molfy  Trunks  below,  and  verdant  Leaves  above. 

The  Fable  of  M  1  d  a  s. 

Nor  this  fuffic’d  5  the  God’s  Difgult  remains. 

And  he  rcfolves  to  quit  their  hated  Plains ; 

The  Vineyards  of  Tymole  ingrofs  his  Care, 

And,  with  a  better  Choir,  he  fixes  there ; 

Where  the  fimooth  Streams  of  clear  Pattolm  roll’d. 

Then  undiftinguifh’d  for  its  Sands  of  Gold. 

The  Satyrs  with  the  Nymphs,  his  ufual  Throng, 

Come  to  fiilute  their  God,  and  jovial  danc’d  along. 
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Silenus  only  mifs’d  5  for  while  he  reel’d. 

Feeble  with  Age  and  Wine,  about  the  Field, 

The  hoary  Drunkard  had  forgot  his  Way, 

And  to  the  "Phrygian  Clowns  became  a  Prey; 

Who  to  King  Midas  drag  the  Captive  God, 

9 

W hile  on  his  totty  Pate  the  W reaths  of  Ivy  nod. 
Midas  from  Orpheus  had  been  taught  his  Lore, 

9 

And  knew  the  Rites  of  Bacchus  long  before. 

He,  when  he  faw  his  venerable  Gueft, 

In  Honour  of  the  God  ordain’d  a  FeafL 
Ten  Days  in  Courfe,  with  each  continu’d  Night, 
Were  fpent  in  genial  Mirth  and  brisk  Delight: 
Then  on  th’  Eleventh,  when  with  brighter  Ray 

Phofphor  had  chac’d  the  fading  Stars  away. 

The  King  thro’  Lydia's  Fields  young  Bacchus  fought. 
And  to  the  God  his  Foffcer  Father  brought. 

Pleas’d  with  the  welcome  Sight,  he  bids  him  foon 

But  name  his  Wifh,  and  fwears  to  grant  the  Boon. 
A  glorious  Offer!  yet  but  ill  bellow ’d 

On  him  whole  Choice  fo  little  Judgment  fllow’d. 
Give  me,  fays  he,  (nor  thought  he  ask’d  too  much) 
That  with  my  Body  whatfoe’er  I  touch. 

Chang’d  from  the  Nature  which  it  held  of  old. 
May  be  converted  into  yellow  Gold. 

He  had  his  Wifh  >  but  yet  the  God  repin’d. 

To  think  the  Fool  no  better  Willi  could  find. 

But  the  brave  King  departed  from  the  Place, 

W ith  Smiles  of  Gladnefs  fparkling  in  his  Face  5 
Nor  could  contain,  but,  as  he  took  his  Way, 
Impatient  longs  to  make  the  firfb  Eflay. 

Down  from  a  lowly  Branch  a  Twig  he  drew. 

The  Twig  Emit  glitter’d  with  a  golden  Hue: 
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He  takes  a  Stone,  the  Stone  was  turn’d  to  Gold  j 
A  Clod  he  touches,  and  the  crumbling  Mold 
Acknowledg’d  loon  the  great  transforming  Pow’r, 
In  Weight  and  Subftance  like  a  Mafs  of  Ore. 

He  pluck’d  the  Corn,  and  Arait  his  Grafp  appears 
Fill’d  with  a  bending  Tuft  of  Golden  Ears. 

An  Apple  next  he  takes,  and  feems  to  hold 
The  bright  Hefperian  vegetable  Gold. 

His  Hand  he  carelefs  on  a  Pillar  lays^ 

With  fhining  Gold  the  fluted  Pillars  blaze  : 

And  while  he  wafhes,  as  the  Servants  pour. 

His  Touch  converts  the  Stream  to  cDanae  s  Show’r. 

To  fee  thefe  Miracles  fo  finely  wrought. 

Fires  with  tranfporting  Joy  his  giddy  Thought. 
The  ready  Slaves  prepare  a  fumptuous  Board, 
Spread  with  rich  Dainties  for  their  happy  Lord ; 
Whofe  pow’rful  Hands  the  Bread  no  fooner  hold. 
But  its  whole  Subftance  is  transform’d  to  Gold  : 
Up  to  his  Mouth  lie  lifts  the  fav’ry  Meat, 

Which  turns  to  Gold  as  he  attempts  to  eat  : 

His  Patron’s  noble  Juice  of  purple  Hue, 

Touch’d  by  his  Lips,  a  gilded  Cordial  grew  a 
Unfit  for  Drink,  and  wondrous  to  behold. 

It  trickles  from  his  Jaws  a  fluid  Gold. 

The  rich  poor  Fool,  confounded  with  Surprize, 
Starving  in  all  his  various  Plenty  lies : 

Sick  of  his  Wifh,  he  now  detefls  the  Pow’r, 

For  which  he  ask’d  fo  earneflly  before  ; 

Amidft  his  Gold  with  pinching  Famine  curft, 

And  juftly  tortur’d  with  an  equal  Thirfl. 

At  lafi:  his  filming  Arms  to  Hcav’n  he  rears. 

And  in  DiArefs,  for  .Refuge,  flies  to  Pray’rs. 

D  d  d  d  d 
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O  Father  Bacchus ,  I  have  finn’d,  he  cry’d. 

And  foolifhly  thy  gracious  Gift  apply’d ; 

Thy  Pity  now,  repenting,  I  implore ; 

Oh !  may  I  feel  the  golden  Plague  no  more. 

The  hungry  Wretch)  his  Folly  thus  confeR^, 

% 

Touch’d  the  kind  Deity’s  good-natur’d  Bread;  5 
The  gentle  God  arinuH’d  his  firft:  Decree.* 

And  from  the  cruel  Compadt  fet  him  free. 

But  then,  to  cleanfe  him  quite  from  further  Harm.* 

•  • 

And  to  dilute  the  Relicks  of  the  Charm, 

w*  * 

He  bids  him  feek  the  Stream  that  cuts  the  Land 
Nigh  where  the  Tow’rs  of  Lydian  Sardis  Rand  5 
Then  trace  the  River  to  the  Fountain  Head, 

And  meet  it  riling  from  its  rocky  Bed ; 

There,  as  the  bubling  Tide  pours  forth  amain. 

To  plunge  his  Body  in,  and  wafh  away  the  Stain. 

The  King  inflru<Red  to  the  Fount  retires. 

But  with  the  golden  Charm  the  Stream  infpires  : 

For  while  this  Quality  the  Man  forfakes. 

An  equal  Pow’r  the  limpid  Water  takes  ; 

Informs  with  Veins  of  Gold  the  neighb’ring  Land, 

And  glides  along  a  Bed  of  golden  Sand. 

Now  loathing  Wealth,  th’  Occalion  of  his  Woes, 

Far  in  the  Woods  he  fought  a  calm  Repofe  ; 

In  Caves  and  Grottos,  where  the  Nymphs  refort. 

And  keep  with  Mountain  Tan  their  Silvan  Court. 

Ah !  had  he  left  his  Rupid  Soul  behind ! 

But  his  Condition  alter’d  not  his  Mind. 

For  where  high  Tmolus  rears  his  fhady  Brow, 

And  from  his  Cliffs  Purveys  the  Seas  below. 

In  his  Dcfccnt,  by  Sardis  bounded  here. 

By  the  fmall  Confines  of  Hyp  spa  there. 


Book  XL 


O  V  I  D’s  Metamorphoses. 


79 


5 'an  to  the  Nymphs  his  frolick  Ditties  play’d, 

Tuning  his  Reeds  beneath  the  chequer’d  Shade. 
The  Nymphs  are  pleas’d,  the  boafting  Sylvan  plays 

And  fpeaks  with  Slight  of  great  Jlpollds  Lays. 

Tmolus  was  Arbiter,-  the  Boafter  Hill 

% 

Accepts  the  Try al  with  unequal  Skill. 

The  venerable  Judge  was  ieated  high 

On  his  own  Hill,  that  feem’d  to  touch  the  Sky. 
Above  the  whilp’ring  Trees  his  Head  he  rears, 
from  their  encumbring  Boughs  to  free  his  Ears  5 

A  Wreath  of  Oak  alone  his  Temples  bound, 

% 

The  pendant  Acorns  loofely  dangled  round. 

In  me  your  Judge,  fays  he,  there’s  no  Delay: 

Then  bids  the  Goatherd  God  begin  and  play. 
fan  tun’d  the  Pipe,  and  with  his  rural  Song 

4 

Pleas’d  the  low  T afte  of  all  the  vulgar  T hrong  5 
Such  Songs  a  vulgar  Judgment  moldy  pleafe, 

Midas  was  there,  and  Midas  judg’d  with  thefe. 

The  Mountain  Sire  with  grave  Deportment  now 
To  f  bos  bus  turns  his  venerable  Brow  5 
And,  as  he  turns,  with  him  the  liftning  Wood 
In  the  fame  Pofture  of  Attention  food. 

The  God  his  own  Parnajjian  Laurel  crown'd. 

And  in  a  Wreath  his  golden  Trelfes  bound. 
Graceful  his  purple  Mantle  fwept  the  Ground. 

High  on  the  Left  his  Iv’ry  Lute  he  rais'd. 

The  Lute,  embofs’d  with  glitt’ring  Jewels,  blaz’d. 

In  his  right  Hand  he  nicely  held  the  Quill, 

His  caly  Pofture  {poke  a  Mailer’s  Skill. 


w 
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The  Strings  he  touch’d  with  more  than  human  Art 
Which  pleas’d  the  Judge’s  Ear  and  footh'd  his  Hca 
Who  foon  judicioufly  the  Palm  decreed. 

And  to  the  Lute  pollpon’d  the  lqucaking  Reed 
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All,  with  Applaufe,  the  rightful  Sentence  heard, 
Midas  alone  diffatisfy’d  appear’d  ; 

To  him  unjuflly  giv’n  the  Judgment  feeftis; 

For  Fans  barbarick  Notes  he  mod:  efteems. 

The  Lyrick  God,  who  thought  his  untun’d  Ear 
Deferv’d  but  ill  a  human  Form  to  wear. 

Of  that  deprives  him,  and  fupplies  the  Place 
With  fome  more  fit,  and  of  an  ampler  Space: 
Fix’d  011  his  Noddle  an  unfeemly  Pair, 

Flagging,  and  large,  and  full  of  whitifh  Hair ; 
Without  a  total  Change  from  what  he  was. 

Still  in  the  Alan  preferve  the  fimple  Afs. 

He,  to  conceal  the  Scandal  of  the  Deed, 

A  purple  Turbant  folds  about  his  Head ; 

4 

Veils  the  Reproach  from  publick  View,  and  fears 

The  laughing  World  would  fpy  his  monftrous  Ears 
One  trufty  Barber-Slave,  that  us’d  to  drefs 
His  Mailer’s  Hair,  when  lengthen’d  to  Excels, 

The  mighty  Secret  knew,  but  knew  alone, 

And,  tho’  impatient,  durft  not  make  it  known. 
Reftlefs,  at  lall,  a  private  Place  he  found, 

Then  dug  a  Hole  and  told  it  to  the  Ground; 

In  a  low  Whifper  he  reveal’d  the  Cafe, 

And  cover’d  in  the  Earth,  and  filent  left  the  Place. 

In  Time,  of  trembling  Reeds  a  plenteous  Crop 
From  the  confided  Furrow  fprouted  up  5 

Which,  high  advancing  with  the  ripening  Year, 

Made  known  the  Tiller,  and  his  fruitlefs  Care  : 

For  then  the  ruftling  Blades  and  whifpring  Wind 

To  tell  th’ important  Secret  both  combin’d. 
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The  Building  of  T  r  o  y. 

Phoebus ,  with  full  Revenge,  from  Tmolus  flies. 
Darts  thro’  the  Air,  and  cleaves  the  liquid  Skies ; 
Near  Hellefpont  he  lights,  and  treads  the  Plains 
W here  great  Laomedon  foie  Monarch  reigns ; 
Where,  built  between  the  two  projecting  Strands. 
To  P 'anomphxan  Jove  an  Altar  hands. 

Here  firflt  afpiring  Thoughts  the  King  employ. 
To  found  the  lofty  Tow’rs  of  future  Troy . 

The  Work,  from  Schemes  magnificent  begun. 
At  vaA  Expence  was  flowly  carry ’d  on : 

Which  Phoebus  feeing,  with  the  Trident  God 


Who  rules  the  fwelling  Surg 


Nod 


;Afluming  each  a  mortal  Shape,  combine 
At  a  fet  Price  to  finifh  his  Defign. 

The  Work  was  built ;  the  King  their  Price  denies. 
And  his  Xnjuftice  backs  with  Perjuries. 

This  Neptune  cou’dnot  brook,  but  drove  the  Main, 
A  mighty  Deluge,  o’er  the  Phrygian  Plain : 

’Twas  all  a  Sea;  the  Waters  of  the  Deep 
From  cv’ry  Vale  the  copious  Harveft  fweep; 

The  briny  Billows  overflow  the  Soil, 

Ravage  the  Fields,  and  mock  the  Plowman’s  Toil. 

Nor  this  appeas’d  the  God’s  revengeful  Mind, 

For  flill  a  greater  Plague  remains  behind  ; 

A  huge  Sca-Monfter  lodges  on  the  Sands, 

And  the  King’s  Daughter  for  his  Prey  demands. 
To  him  that  Liv’d  the  Damfel,  was  decreed 
A  Set  of  Horfes  of  the  Sun’s  fine  Breed  : 


But  when  A Ic ides 


Rock  untv’d 


The  trembling  Fair,  the  Ranfom  was  deny’d. 
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He,  in  Revenge,  the  new-built  Walls  attack'd* 

And  the  twice-perjur’d  City  bravely  Lack’d. 

Telamon  aided,  and  in  J uftice  lhar’d 
Part  of  the  Plunder  as  his  due  Reward: 

The  Princefs,  refcu’d  late,  with  all  her  Charms 
Hejione  was  yielded  to  his  Arms  ; 

For  Feleus ,  with  a  Goddefs  Bride,  was  more 
Proud  of  his  Spoufe  than  of  his  Birth  before: 

Grandfons  to  Jove  there  might  be  more  than  One, 

But  he  the  Goddefs  had  enjoy’d  alone. 

The  Story  of  T  he'tis  and  P  e  l  e  u  s,  Sec. 

For  ‘Proteus  thus  to  Virgin  Thetis  faid,  j 

Fair  Goddefs  of  the  Waves,  confent  to  wed,  K 

And  take  Lome  fpritely  Lover  to  your  Bed.  ) 

A  Son  you’ll  have,  the  Terror  of  the  Field, 

To  whom  in  Fame  and  Pow’r  his  Sire  lhall  yield. 

Jove,  who  ador’d  the  Nymph  with  boundlefs  Love, 
Did  from  his  Bread:  the  dangerous  Flame  remove. 

He  knew  the  Fates,  nor  car’d  to  raife  up  One 
Whofe  Fame  and  Greatnefs  fhould  eclipfe  his  own. 

On  happy  Feleus  he  bellow’d  her  Charms, 

And  blefs’d  his  Grandfon  in  the  Goddefs’  Arms 
A  lilcnt  Creek  TheJfaUds  Coalt  can  Blow; 

Two  Arms  projeR,  and  fhape  it  like  a  Bow; 

’Twould  make  a  Bay,  but  the  tranfparent  Tide 
Docs  fcarcc  the  yellow-gra veil’d  Bottom  hide ; 

For  the  quick  Eye  may  thro’  the  liquid  Wave 
A  firm  un weedy  level  Beach  perceive. 

A  Grove  of  fragrant  Myrtle  near  it  grows, 

Whofe  Boughs,  tho’  thick,  a  beauteous  Grot  difclofc; 
The  well-wrought  Fabriclc  to  difeerning  Eyes 
Rather  by  Art  than  Nature  feems  to  rife. 
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A  bridled  Dolphin  oft  fair  Thetis  bore 
To  this  her  lov’d  Retreat,  her  fav’rite  Shore. 

Here  Veleus  feiz’d  her,  llumbring  while  fhe  lay, 

And  urg’d  his  Suit  with  all  that  Love  could  fay  : 

But  when  he  found  her  obflinately  coy, 

Refolv’d  to  force  her,  and  command  the  Joy. 

The  Nymph,  o’erpower’d,  to  Art  for  Succour  flies. 

And  various  Shapes  the  eager  Youth  furprize: 

A  Bird  fhe  feems,  but  plies  her  Wings  in  vain. 

His  Hands  the  fleeting  Subftance  ffcill  detain : 

A  branchy  Tree  high  in  the  Air  file  grew  5 
About  its  Bark  his  nimble  Arms  he  threw: 

A  Tyger  next  file  glares  with  flaming  Eyes> 

The  frighten’d  Lover  quits  his  Hold  and  flies: 

The  Sea-Gods  he  with  facred  Rites  adores. 

Then  a  Libation  on  the  Ocean  pours  > 

While  the  fat  Entrails  crackle  in  the  Eire, 

And  Sheets  of  Smoak  in  fweet  Perfume  afpire ; 

Till  Proteus  riling  from  his  oozy  Bed, 

Thus  to  the  poor  defponding  Lover  faid : 

No  more  in  anxious  Thoughts  your  Mind  employ. 

For  yet  you  fhall  polfefs  the  dear  expended  Joy. 

You  mull:  once  more  th’  unwary  Nymph  furprize. 

As  in  her  cooly  Grot  file  llumbring  lies 5 
Then  bind  her  faff  with  unrelenting  Hands, 

And  ftrain  her  tender  Limbs  with  knotted  Bands. 

Still  hold  her  under  ev’ry  different  Shape, 

Till  tir’d  file  tries  no  longer  to  efcape. 

Thus  he  :  Then  funk  beneath  the  glalfy  Flood} 

And  broken  Accents  flutter’d  where  he  flood. 

Bright  Sol  had  almoft  now  his  Journey  done, 

And  down  the  fleepy  weftern  Convex  run  > 
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When  the  fair  Nereid  left  the  briny  Wave, 

And,  as  file  us’d,  retreated  to  her  Cave. 

He  fcarce  had  bound  her  faft,  when  fhe  arofe. 

And  into  various  Shapes  her  Body  throws : 

She  went  to  move  her  Arms,  and  found  ’em  ty’d  5 
Then  with  a  Sigh,  Some  God  affifts  ye,  cry’d. 

And  in  her  proper  Shape  flood  bluftiing  by  his  Side 
About  her  Waifte  his  longing  Arms  he  flung. 

From  vyhich  Embrace  the  Great  J Miles  fprung. 

The  Transformation  of  D  je  d  a  l  ion. 

Teleus  unmix’d  Felicity  enjoy’d; 

(Bleft  in  a  valiant  Son  and  virtuous  Bride) 

Till  Fortune  did  in  Blood  his  Hands  imbrue. 

And  his  own  Brother  by  curft  Chance  he  flew : 
Then  driv’n  from  Thejjdly ,  his  native  Clime, 

7 rachinia fi rft  gave  Shelter  to  his  Crime; 

Where  peaceful  Ceyx  mildly  fill’d  the  Throne,  * 

And  like  his  Sire  the  Morning  Planet  Alone  5 
But  now,  unlike  himfelf,  bedew’d  with  Tears, 
Mourning  a  Brother  loft,  his  Brow  appears. 

Firft  to  the  Town  with  Travel  fpent  and  Care, 

Pclms  and  his  ftmall  Company  repair: 

His  Herds  and  Flocks  the  while  at  Leifurc  feed 
On  the  rich  Pafture  of  a  neighb’ring  Mead. 

Tile  Prince  before  the  Royal  Prefence  brought. 
Skew’d  by  the  fuppliant  Olive  what  he  fought  ; 


Fh 


is  Name,  and  Race,  and  Country  right 
’  unhappy  Rcafon  of  his  Flight. 

King  fome  little  Town  to  give. 


Where  they  may  fife  his  faithful  Vafl 


Ceyx 


« 
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* 

Ceyx  reply ’d :  To  all  my  Bounty  Bows, 

* 

A  holpitable  Realm  your  Suit  has  chofe. 

# 

Your  glorious  Race,  and  far-refounding  Fame, 

And  Grandfire  Jovey  peculiar  Favours  claim. 

All  you  can  wifh,  I  grant  5  Entreaties  {pare  j 
My  Kingdom  (would  ’twere  worth  the  {haring!  {hare. 

Tears  Hop’d  his  Speech:  Aftonifh’d  Veleus  pleads 
To  know  the  Caufe  from  whence  his  Grief  proceeds. 

The  Prince  reply’d:  There’s  none  of  ye  but  deems 

This  Hawk  was  ever  fuch  as  now  it  feems : 

# 

Know  ’twas  a  Heroe  once,  Dadalion  nam’d. 

For  warlike  Deeds  and  haughty  Valour  fam’d ; 

# 

Like  me  to  that  bright  Luminary  born. 

Who  wakes  Aurora ,  and  brings  on  the  Morn: 

His  Fiercenefs  Hill  remains,  and  Love  of  Blood, 

Now  Dread  of  Birds,  and  Tyrant  of  the  Wood. 

My  Make  was  fofier,  Peace  my  greatest  Care  j 
But  this  my  Brother  wholly  bent  on  W ar  5 
Late  Nations  fear’d,  and  routed  Armies  fled 
That  Force,  which  now  the  tim’rous  Pigeons  dread. 

A  Daughter  he  polfefs’d,  divinely  fair. 

And  fcarcely  yet  had  feen  her  Fifteenth  Year, 

Young  Chione :  A  thoufand  Rivals  ftrove 
To  win  the  Maid,  and  teach  her  how  to  love. 

Fhcebus  and  Mercury  by  chance  one  Day 
From  'Delphi  and  Cyllene  paft  this  Way; 

Together  they  the  Virgin  law:  Defire 

At  once  warm’d  both  their  Breafts  with  am’rous  Fire. 

Thcchus  refolv’d  to  wait  till  Clofe  of  Day  > 

But  Mercury's  hot  Love  brook’d  no  Delay ; 

With  his  entrancing  Rod  the  Maid  he  charms. 

And  unrefifted  revels  in  her  Arms. 

F  f  f  f  f 
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’ T was  Night,  and  Thosbm  in  a  Beldam’s  Drefs, 

To  the  late  rifled  Beauty  got  Accefs. 

Her  time  compleat  nine  circling  Moons  had  run> 

To  either  God  fhe  bore  a  lovely  Son: 

T o  Mercury  Vutolycus  fhe  brought. 

Who  turn’d  to  Thefts  and  Tricks  his  fubtle  Thought  s 

Poflefs’dhe  was  of  all  his  Father’s  Sleight^ 

At  Will  made  White  look  black,  and  Black  look  white. 

Tlnlammon  born  to  Thcehus ,  like  his  Sire, 

The  Mufes  lov’d,  and  finely  ftruck  the  Lyre,  i 

And  made  his  Voice  and  Touch  in  Harmony  cohfpire.  J 

In  vain,  fond  Maid,  you  boaft  this  double  Birth, 

The  Love  of  Gods  and  Royal  Father’s  Worth, 

And  fove  among  your  Anceftors  rehearfe ! 

Could  Blefliligs  fuch  as  thefe  e’er  prove  a  Curfe  > 

To  her  they  did,  who  with  audacious  Pride, 

Vain  of  her  own,  Dianas  Charms  decry ’d.  - 

Her  Taunts  the  Goddefs  with  Refentment  fill  j 

My  Face  you  like  not,  you  fhall  try  my  Skill. 

She  faid ;  and  ftrait  her  vengeful  Bow  file  ftrung. 

And  fent  a  Shaft  that  pierc’d  her  guilty  T ongue  : 

The  bleeding  Tongue  in  vain  its  Accents  tries; 

In  the  red  Stream  her  Soul  reludfant  flies. 

With  Sorrow  wild  I  ran  to  her  Relief, 

And  try’d  to  moderate  my  Brother’s  Grief. 

He,  deaf  as  Rocks  by  ftormy  Surges  beat. 

Loudly  laments,  and  hears  me  not  intreat. 

When  on  the  Fun’ral  Pile  he  faw  her  laid. 

Thrice  he  to  rufh  into  the  Flames  aflay’d,  ( 

J  ( 

Thrice  with  officious  Care  by  us  was  flay’d.  ) 

Now,  mad  with  Grief,  away  he  fled  amain, 

Like  a  flung  Flcifer  thau  relents  the  Pain,  v 

And  bellowing  wildly  bounds  along  the  Plain.  ) 


o  ’er  the  mod  rugged.  Ways  fo  faffc  he  ran. 

He  ieem’d  a  Bird  already,,  not  a  Mari : 

% 

He  left  us  breathlefs  all  behind  ;  and  now 

f 

In  quefl  of  Death  had  gain’d  Tamajfus ’  Brow  : 

But  when  from  thence  headlong  himfelf  he  threw. 
He  fell  not,  but  with  airy  Pinions  flew. 

Thcebus  in  Pity  chang’d  him  to  a  Fowl, 

Whofe  crooked  Beak  and  Claws  the  Birds  controuL 
Little  of  Bulk,  but  of  a  warlike  Soul. 

A  Hawk  become,  the  feather’d  Race’s  Foe, 

He  tries  to  eafe  his  own  by  other’s  ’Woe. 

t 

A  Wolf  turn'd  into  Marble. 


While  they  aftonifh’d  heard  the  King  relate 
Thefe  Wonders  of  his  haplels  Brother’s  Fate; 
-The  Prince’s  Herdfinan  at  the  Court  arrives. 
And  frefti  Surprize  to  all  the  Audience  gives. 
O  Teleusy  Peleus,  dreadful  News  I  bear. 


He  faid ;  and  trembled  as  he  fpoke  for  Fear. 
The  worft,  affrighted  Peleus  bid  him  tell. 


Whilfl  Ceyx  too  grew  pale  with  friendly  Zeal. 
Thus  he  began:  When  Sol Mid-heav’n  had  gain’d? 
And  half  his  Way  was  paft,  and  half  remain’d, 

I  to  the  level  Shore  my  Cattle  drove, 


And  let  them  freely  in  the  Meadows  rove  j 
Some  ftretch’d  at  length  admire  the  watry*  Plain, 


Some  crop’d  the  Herb,  fomc  wanton  fwam  the  Main. 
A  Temple  Bands  of  antique  Make  hard  by. 

Where  no  gilt  Domes  nor  Marble  lure  the  Eye  > 
Unpolifh’d  Rafters  bear  its  lowly  Height, 

Hid  by  a  Grove,  as  ancient,  from  the  Sight. 
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Here  Nereus  arid  the  Nereids  they  adore  5 

I  learnt  it  from  the  Mari  who  thither  bote 


His  Net*  to  dry  it  on  the  funriy  Shore. 

•  ^  * 

Adjoyns  a  Lake,  inclos’d  with  Willows  round, 
Where  fwelling  Waves  have  over-flow’d  the  Mound 


And,  muddy,  ftagnate  on  the  lower  Ground. 

From  thence  a  rufsling  Noife  increafing  flies^ 
Strikes  the  ft  ill  Shore,  arid  frights  us  with  Surprize. 

4 

Strait  a  huge  Wolf  rufh’d  from  the  marfhy  Wood, 
His  Jaws  befmear’d  with  mingled  Foam  and  Blood. 
Tho’  equally  by  Hunger  urg’d  and  Rage, 

His  Appetite  he  minds  riot  to  affwage  5 


Nought  that  he  meets,  his  rabid  Fury  fpares. 

But  the  whole  Herd  with  mad  Diforder  tears. 

% 

% 

Some  of  our  Men  who  ftrove  to  drive  him  thence. 
Torn  by  his  Teeth,  have  dy’d  in  their  Defence. 

The  ecchoing  Lakes,  the  Sea,  and  Fields,  and  Shore, 
Xmpurpled  blufh  with  Streams  of  reeking  Gore. 

Delay  is  Lofs,  nor  have  we  time  for  Thought; 

While  yet  fome  few  remain  alive,  we  ought 
To  feize  our  Arms,  and  with  confed’rate  Force 

Try  if  we  fo  can  flop  his  bloody  Courfe. 

But  Teleus  car’d  not  for  his  ruin’d  Herd  j 

His  Crime  he  call’d  to  Mind,  and  thence  inferr’d. 

That  Pfammathe  s  Revenge  this  Havock  made, 

In  Sacrifice  to  murder’d  Phocus  Shade. 

The  King  commands  his  Servants  to  their  Arms, 
Refolv’d.  to  go  5  but  the  loud  Noife  alarms 
His  lovely  Queen,  who  from  her  Chamber  flew. 

And  her  half-plaited  Hair  behind  her  threw  : 

About  his  Neck  fhe  hung  with  loving  Fears, 

And  now  with  Words,  and  now  with  pleading  Tears, 
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Intreated  that  he’d  fend  his  Men  alone. 

And  ftay  himfelf  tot  fave  two  Lives  in  one. 

* 

Then  Peleus:  Your  juft;  Fears,  O  Queen,  forget; 

Too  much  the  Offer  leaves  me  in  your  Debt. 

No  Arms  againft  the  Monfter  I  {hall  bear. 

But  the  Sea-Nymphs  appeafe  with  humble  Pray’r. 

The  Citadel’s  high  Turrets  pierce  the  Sky, 

Which  home- bound  Veftels,  glad,  from  far  defcry ; 
This  they  afcend,  and  thence  with  Sorrow  ken 

ft 

The  mangled  Heifers  lye,  and  bleeding  Men ; 

Th’  inexorable  Ravager  they  view. 

With  Blood  difcolour’d,  ftill  the  reft  purfue : 

There  Teleus  pray’d  fubmiftive  tow’rds  the  Sea, 

And  deprecates  the  Ire  of  injur’d  Pfamathe. 

But  deaf  to  all  his  Pray’rs  the  Nymph  remain’d. 
Till  Thetis  for  her  Spoufe  the  Boon  obtain’d. 

Pleas’d  with  the  Luxury,  the  furious  Beaft, 
Unftop’d,  continues  ftill  his  bloody  Feaft: 

While  yet  upon  a  fturdy  Bull  he  flew. 

Chang’d  by  the  Nymph,  a  Marble  Block  he  grew. 
No  longer  dreadful  now  the  Wolf  appears, 

Bury’d  in  Stone,  and  vanifh’d  like  their  Fears* 

Yet  ftill  the  Fates  unhappy  Peleus  vex’d; 

To  the  Magnefian  Shore  he  wanders  next. 

Acajlus  there,  who  rul’d  the  peaceful  Clime, 

Grants  his  Requcft,  and  expiates  his  Crime. 

The  Story  of  C  e  y  x  and  Alcyone. 

By  Mr.  Dry  den. 

Thefc  Prodigies  affe£t  the  pious  Prince, 

But  more  perplex’d  with  thofe  that  happen’d  ftnee. 


G  gggg 
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He  purpofes  to  feek  the  Clarian  God* 

♦ 

Avoiding  ‘Delfhos^  his  more  fam’d  Abode* 

Since  ‘Phlegyan  Robbers  made  unfafe  the  Road. 

9 

Yet  could  he  not  from  her  he  lov’d  fo  well. 

The  fatal  Voyage,  he  refolv’d,  conceal ; 

But  when  (he  faW  her  Lord  prepar’d  to  part, 

A  deadly  Cold  ran  fhiv’ring  to  her  Heart; 

Her  faded  Cheeks  are  chang’d  to  boxen  Hue, 

And  in  her  Eyes  the  Tears  are  ever  new. 

She  thrice  elfay’d  to  ipeak;  her  Accents  hung. 

And  falfring  dy’d  unfinifh’d  on  her  Tongue, 

Or  vanifh’d  into  Sighs:  With  long  Delay 
Her  Voice  return’d,  and  found  the  wonted  way. 

Tell  me,  my  Lord,  fhe  faid,  what  Fault  unknown 

T hy  once  belov’d  Alcyone  has  done  ? 

Whither,  ah  Whither,  is  thy  Kindnefs  gone  ! 

Can  Ceyx  then  fuftain  to  leave  his  Wife, 

And  unconcern’d  forfake  the  Sweets  of  Life  ? 


What  can  thy  Mind  to  this  long  Journey  move? 
Or  need’ft  thou  Ablence  to  renew  thy  Love  ? 
Yet,  if  thou  go’ffc  by  Land,  tho’  Grief  polfeis 
My  Soul  ev’n  then*  my  Fears  will  be  the  lefs. 
But  ah  !  be  warn’d  to  fhun  the  watry  Way, 

The  Face  is  frightful  of  the  ftormy  Sea : 


And  empty  Tombs  eredted  on  the  Banks. 


Nor  let  falfe  Hopes  to  Trull:  betray  thy  Mind, 
Becaufc  my  Sire  in  Caves  conllrains  the  Wind, 


Can  with  a  Breath  their  clam’rous  Rage  appeafe 
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But  bent  on  Mifchief  bear  the  Waves  before. 
And  not  content  with  Seas,  infult  the  Shore? 
When  Ocean,  Air,  and  Earth  at  once  ingage 
And  rooted  Forefts  fly  before  their  Rage: 

At  once  the  clafhing  Clouds  to  Battle  move. 
And  Lightnings  run  acrofs  the  Fields  above: 


I  know  them  well. 
While  yet  a  Child 


and  mark’d  their  rude  Comport 
within  my  F ather’s  Court  : 


in  times  of  Temped:  they  command  alone. 

And  he  but  fits  precarious  on  the  Throne: 

The  more  I  know,  the  more  my  Fears  augment. 

And  Fears  are  oft  prophetick  of  th’ Event. 

# 

But  if  not  Fears,  or  Reafons  will  prevail. 

If  Fate  has  fix’d  thee  obflinate  to  fail. 

Go  not  without  thy  Wife,  but  let  me  bear 

0 

My  Part  of  Danger  with  an  equal  Share, 

# 

And  prefent5  what  I  fuffer  only  fear : 

Then  o’er  the  bounding  Billows  fhall  we  fly. 

Secure  to  live  together,  or  to  die. 

Thefe  Reafons  mov’d  her  ftarlike  Husband’s  Heart 

t 

But  ftill  he  held  his  Purpofe  to  depart: 

For  as  he  lov’d  her  equal  to  his  Life, 

He  would  not  to  the  Seas  expofe  his  Wife? 

Nor  could  be  wrought  his  V oyage  to  refrain. 

But  fought  by  Arguments  to  footh  her  Pain : 

Nor  thefe  avail’d  j  at  length  he  lights  on  one. 

With  which  fo  difficult  a  Caufe  he  won  : 

My  Love,  fo  fliort  an  Abfence  ceafe  to  fear? 


For  by  my  Father’s  holy  Flame,  I  fwear. 

Before  two  Moons  their  Orb  with  Light  adorn. 
If  Heav’n  allow  me  Life,  I  will  lreturn. 
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This  Promife  of  fo  fhort  a  Stay  prevails ; 

He  foon  equips  the  Ship,  fupplies  the  Sails, 

And  gives  the  ord  to  launch  5  fhe  trembling  views 
This  Pomp  of  Death,  and  parting  Tears  renews: 

Laft  with  a  Kifs,  fhe  took  a  long  Farewel, 

Sigh’d  with  a  fad  Prefage,  and  fwooning  fell  : 

While  Ceyx  Peeks  Delays,  the  luff  y  Crew, 

Rais’d  on  their  Banks,  their  Oars  in  order  drew 
To  their  broad  Breafts,  the  Ship  with  Fury  flew. 

The  Queen  recover’d  rears  her  humid  Eyes, 

And  farft  her  Husband  on  the  Poop  efpies. 

Shaking  his  Hand  at  Dili ance  on  the  Main  5 
She  took  the  Sign,  and  {hook  her  Hand  again. 

Still  as  the  Ground  recedes,  contra6ts  her  View 
With  iharpen’d  Sight,  till  file  no  longer  knew 
The  much-lov’d  Face ;  that  Comfort  loft  fupplies 
With  lefs,  and  with  the  Galley  feeds  her  Eyes  > 

The  Galley  born  from  View  by  rifing  Gales, 

She  follow’d  with  her  Sight  the  flying  Sails  : 

When  ev’11  the  flying  Sails  were  fecn  no  more, 
Forfaken  of  all  Sight,  Hie  left  the  Shoar. 

Then  on  her  Bridal- Bed  her  Body  throws. 

And  fought  in  Sleep  hcrweary’d  Eyes  to  clofe: 

Her  Husband’s  Pillow,  and  the  widow’d  Part 
Which  once  he  prefs’d,  renew’d  the  former  Smart. 

And  now  a  Breeze  from  Shoar  began  to  blow. 

The  Sailors  fhip  their  Oars,  and  ccafe  to  row ; 

Then  hoift  their  Yards  a-trip,  and  all  their  Sails 
Let  fall,  to  court  the  Wind,  and  catch  the  Gales: 

By  this  the  Veffcl  half  her  Courfe  had  run. 

And  as  much  refted  till  the  riflntt  Sun ; 


Both 
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Both  Shoars  were  loft  to  Sight,  when  at  the  Clofe 

♦ 

Of  Day  a  ftiffer  Gale  at  Eaft  arofe : 

The  Sea  grew  white,  the  rowling  W aves  from  far. 

Like  Heralds,  fir  ft  denounce  the  wat’ry  War. 

This  feen,  the  Mafter  foon  began  to  cry. 

Strike,  ftrike  the  T op-fail  5  let  the  Main-Oleet  fly,- 
And  furl  your  Sails:  The  Winds  repel  the  Sound, 

And  in  the  Speaker’s  Mouth  the  Speech  is  drown’d. 

Yet  of  their  own  Accord,  as  Danger  taught 
Each  in  his  Way,  officioufty  they  wrought; 

Some  flow  their  Oars,  or  ftop  the  leaky  Sides, 

#  i 

Another  bolder  yet  the  Yard  beftrides. 

And  folds  the  Sails ;  a  fourth  with  Labour  laves 
Th*  intruding  Seas,  and  Waves  ejedts  011  Waves. 

In  this  Confufioh  while  their  Work  they  ply. 

The  Winds  augment  the  Winter  of  the  Sky, 

And  wage  inteftine  Wars  j  the  fuff  ring  Seas 
Are  tofs'd,  and  mingled  as  their  Tyrants  pleafe. 

The  Mafter  would  command,  but  in  defpair 
Of  Safety,  Hands  amaz’d  with  ftupid  Care, 

Nor  what  to  bid,  or  what  forbid  he  knows^ 
Th’ungovern’d  Tempeft  to  fuch  Fury  grows: 

Vain  is  his  Force,  and  vainer  is  his  Skill  j 
With  fuch  a  Concourfe  comes  the  Flood  of  111 : 

The  Cries  of  Men  are  mix’d  with  rattling  Shrowds  5 
Seas  dafh  on  Seas,  and  Clouds  encounter  Clouds : 

At  once  from  Eaft  to  Weft,  from  Pole  to  Pole, 

The  forky  Lightnings  flafh,  the  roaring  Thunders  roul 
Now  Waves  on  Waves  afcending  fcale  the  Skies, 
And  in  the  Fires  above  the  Water  fries: 

When  yellow  Sands  are  lifted  from  below. 

The  glitt’ring  Billows  give  a  golden  Show  : 

H  h  h  h  h 


Like  various  Fits  the  Trachin  Veffel  finds. 


And  now  fublime,  file  rides  upon  the  Winds ; 

As  from  a  lofty  Summit  looks  from  high. 

And  from  the  Clouds  beholds  the  neather  Sky, 
Now  from  the  Depth  of  Hell  they  lift  their  Sight, 
And  at  a  Diftance  fee  fuperior  Light : 

The  lafhing  Billows  make  a  loud  Report, 

t  i 

And  beat  her  Sides,  as  batt’ring  Rams  a  Fort : 

Or  as  a  Lyon  bounding  in  his  way. 

With  Force  augmented,  bears  againft  his  Frey, 
Sidelong  to  feize ;  or  unapal’d  with  Fear, 

Springs  on  the  Toils,  and  rufhes  on  the  Spear: 

So  Seas  impelled  by  Winds,  with  added  Pow’r 
Alfault  the  Sides,  and  o’er  the  Hatches  tow’f . 


The  Planks  (their  pitchy  Cov  ring  wafh’d  away) 
Now  yield  j  and  now  a  yawning  Breach  dilplay  : 
The  roaring  Waters  with  a  hollile  Tide 
Rufh  through  the  Ruins  of  her  gaping  Side. 

Mean  time  in  Sheets  of  Rain  the  Sky  defcends. 
And  Ocean  fwell’d  with  Waters  upwards  tends  j 
One  rifing,  falling  one,  the  Heav’ns  and  Sea 


Meet  at  their  Confines,  in  the  middle  Way: 

The  Sails  are  drunk  with  Show’rs,  and  drop  with  Rain, 
Sweet  Waters  mingle  with  the  briny  Main; 

No  Star  appears  to  lend  his  friendly  Light  ■> 


Darknefs  and  Tempeffc  make  a  double  Night ; 
But  flafliing  lhres  difclofe  the  Deep  by  turns. 


And  while  the  Lightnings  blaze,  the  Water  burns. 
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Now  all  the  Waves  their  fcatter’d  Force  unite. 

And,  as  a  Soldier,  foremoft  ill  the  Fight, 

% 

Makes  way  for  others,  and  an  Hoft  alone 
Still  prelTes  on*  and  urging  gains  the  Town  i 
So  while  th’  invading  Billows  come  a-breaH, 

The  Hero  Tenth  advanc’d  before  the  reft. 

Sweeps  all  before  him  with  impetuous  Sway, 

And  from  the  Walls  defcends  upon  the  Prey  ; 

* 

Part  following  enter.  Part  remain  without. 

With  Envy  hear  their  Fellows  conquring  Shout, 

And  mount  on  others  Backs,  in  hope  to  fhare 
The  City,  thus  become  the  Seat  of  War. 

An  univerfal  Cry  refounds  aloud, 

«  * 

The  Sailors  run  in  Heaps,  a  helplefs  Crowd  5 

I 

Art  fails,  and  Courage  falls,  no  Succour  near  5 
As  many  Waves,  as  many  Deaths  appear. 

One  weeps,  and  yet  defpairs  of  late  Relief  $ 

One  cannot  weep,  his  Fears  congeal  his  Grief, 

But  ftupid,  with  dry  Eyes  expedts  his  Fate : 

One  with  loud  Shrieks  laments  his  loll  Efcate, 

And  calls  thofe  happy  whom  their  Fun’rals  wait. 

This  Wretch  with  Pray’rs  and  Vows  the  Gods  implores, 
And  ev’n  the  Skies  he  cannot  fee,  adores. 

That  other  on  his  Friends  his  Thoughts  bellows. 

His  careful  Father,  and  his  faithful  Spoufc. 

The  covetous  Wordling  in  his  anxious  Mind, 

Thinks  only  on  the  Wealth  he  left  behind. 

All  Ceyx  his  Alcyone  employs. 

For  her  he  grieves,  yet  in  her  Abfcnce  joys: 

His  W  ife  he  wifhes,  and  would  Hill  be  near, 

Not  her  with  him,  but  willies  him  with  her: 

Now  with  lalt  Looks  he  feeks  his  native  Shoar, 

Which  Fate  has  deftin’d  him  to  fee  no  more; 

» 
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He  fought,  but  in  the  dark  tempeftuous  Night 
He  knew  not  whither  to  diredfc  his  Sight. 

So  whirl  the  Seas,  fuch  Darknefs  blinds  the  Sky, 

That  the  black  Night  receives  a  deeper  Dye. 

The  giddy  Ship  ran  rounds  the  Tempeft  tore 
Her  Mail,  and  over-board  the  Rudder  bore. 

One  Billow  mounts  5  and  with  a  fcornful  Brow, 

Proud  of  her  Conqueft  gain'd*  infults  the  VPaves  below ; 
Nor  lighter  falls*  than  if  fome  Giant  tore 
F  Indus  and  Athoss  with  the  Freight  they  bore. 

And  tofs’d  on  Seas ;  prefs’d  with  the  pond’rous  Blow, 
Down  finks  the  Ship  within  th’  Abyfs  below : 

Down  with  the  Veifel  fink  into  the  Main, 

The  many,  never  more  to  rife  again. 

Some  few  on  fcatter’d  Planks,  with  fruitlefs  Care, 

Lay  hold  and  fwim,  but  while  they  fwim,  defpair. 

Ev’n  he  who  late  a  Scepter  did  command. 

Now  grafps  a  floating  Fragment  in  his  Hand; 

And  while  he  ftruggles  on  the  ftormy  Main, 

Invokes  his  Father,  and  his  Wife’s,  in  vain. 

But  yet  his  Confort  is  his  greateft  Care  5 
Alcyone  he  names  amidfl:  his  Pray’rj 

Names  as  a  Charm  againft  the  Waves  and  Wind ; 

Moft  in  his  Mouth,  and  ever  in  his  Mind. 

Tir’d  with  his  Toil,  all  Hopes  of  Safety  paft. 

From  Pray’rs  to  Willies  he  defcends  at  laft:  j 
That  his  dead  Body,  wafted  to  the  Sands, 

Might  have  its  Burial  from  her  friendly  Hands. 

As  oft  as  he  can  catch  a  Gulp  of  Air, 

And  peep  above  the  Seas,  he  names  the  Fair > 

And  ev’n  when  plung’d  beneath,  on  her  he  raves, 
Murm’ring  Alcyone  below  the  Waves: 
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At  laft  a  falling  Billow  Hops  his  Breath, 

Breaks  o’er  his  Head,  and  whelms  him  underneath. 
Bright  Lucifer  unlike  himfelf  appears 
That  Night,  his  heav’nly  Form  obfcur  d  with  Tears, 
And  lince  he  was  forbid  to  leave  the  Skies, 

He  muffled  with  a  Cloud  his  mournful  Eyes. 

Mean  time  Alcyone  (his  Fate  unknown; 

Computes  how  many  Nights  he  had  been  gone, 
Obferves  the  waning  Moon  with  hourly  View, 
Numbers  her  Age,  and  wifhes  for  a  new  5 
Againft  the  promis’d  Time  provides  with  Care, 

And  haftens  in  the  Woof  the  Robes  he  was  to  wear: 
And  for  her  Self  employs  another  Loom, 

New-drefs’d  to  meet  her  Lord  returning  home, 

Flatf  ring  her  Heart  with  Joys  that  never  were  to  come 
She  fum'd  the  Temples  with  an  od’rous  Flame, 

And  oft  before  the  facred  Altars  came. 

To  pray  for  him,  who  was  an  empty  Name. 

All  Pow’rs  implor’d,  but  far  above  the  reft 
To  Juno  fhe  her  pious  Vows  addrefs’d. 

Her  much-lov'd  Lord  from  Perils  to  protedt. 

And  fafe  o’er  Seas  his  Voyage  to  direct : 

Then  pray’d  that  fhe  might  Hill  poffefs  his  Heart, 

And  no  pretending  R  ival  fhare  a  Part ; 

This  laft  Petition  heard  of  all  her  Pray’r, 

The  reft,  difpers’d  by  Winds,  were  loft  in  Air. 

But  fhe,  the  Goddefs  of  the  Nuptial  Bed, 

Tir’d  with  her  vain  Devotions  for  the  Dead, 

Refolv’d  the  tainted  Hand  fhould  be  repell’d. 

Which  Incenfe  offer’d,  and  her  Altar  held: 

Then  Iris  thus  befpoke  ;  Thou  faithful  Maid, 

By  whom  thy  Queen’s  Commands  are  well  convey’d, 

it  •  •  •  • 

I  1  1  1  1 
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Halle  to  the  Houfe  of  Sleep,  and  bid  the  God 
Who  rules  the  Night  by  Vilions  with  a  Nod, 

Prepare  a  Dream,  in  Figure  and  in  Form 
Refembling  him  who  perifh’d  in  the  Storm ; 

This  Form  before  Alcyone  prefent. 

To  make  her  certain  of  the  fad  Event. 

Indu’d  with  Robes  of  various  Hue  fhe  flies. 

And  flying  draws  an  Arch,  fa  Segment  of  the  Skies:,! 
Then  leaves  her  bending  Bow,  and  from  the  Steep 
Defcends,  to  fearch  the  fllent  Houfe  of  Sleep. 

The  Houfe  s/Sleep. 


Near  the  Cimmerians,  in  his  dark  Abode, 

% 

Deep  in  a  Cavern,  dwells  the  drowzy  God  ; 

W hofe  gloomy  Manlion  nor  the  riling  Sun, 

Nor  fetting,  vifits,  nor  the  lightfome  Noons 
But  lazy  Vapours  round  the  Region  fly. 

Perpetual  Twilight,  and  a  doubtful  Sky: 

No  crowing  Cock  does  there  his  Wings  dilplay. 
Nor  with  his  horny  Bill  provoke  the  Day; 

Nor  watchful  Dogs,  nor  the  more  wakeful  Geefe, 


Dillurb  with  nightly  Noife  the  facred  Peace 
Nor  Bead  of  Nature,  nor  the  Tame  are  nig! 


Nor  Trees  with  Tempefts  rock’d 


human  Cry 


But  fafe  Repofe  without  an  Air  of  Breath 
Dwells  here,  and  a  dumb  Quiet  next  to  Death. 

An  Arm  of  Lethe,  with  a  gentle  Flow 
Ariflng  upwards  from  the  Rock  below. 

The  Palace  moats,  and  o’er  the  Pebbles  creeps. 
And  with  foft  Murmurs  calls  the  coming  Sleeps. 
Around  its  Entry  nodding  Poppies  grow, 

And  all  cooTSim  pies  that  fwcet  Red  beflow  ; 
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Night  from  the  Plants  their  fleepy  Virtue  drains. 

And  palling,  fheds  it  on  the  fileht  Plains : 

.  % 

No  Door  there  was  th’ unguarded  Houfeto  keep. 

On  creaking  Hinges  turn’d,  to  break  his  Sleep. 

But  in  the  gloomy  Coitrt  was  rais’d  a  Bed, 

Stuff’d  with  black  Plumes,  and  on  an  Ebomfted: 

* 

Black  was  the  Coy  ring  too,  where  lay  the  God, 

9 

And  flept  Lupine,  his  Limbs  difplay’d  abroad: 

About  his  Head  fantaftiek  Vifions  fly. 

Which  various  Images  of  things  fupply, 

And  mock  their  Forms ;  the  Leaves  on  Trees  not  more 
Nor  bearded  Ears  in  Fields,  nor  Sands  upon  the  Shore. 

The  Virgin  enfring  bright,  indulg’d  the  Day 
To  the  brown  Cave,  and  brufh’d  the  Dreams  away: 

The  God  difturb’d  with  this  new  Glare  of  Light, 

Caft  fudden  on  his  Face,  unfeafd  his  Sight, 

And  rais’d  his  tardy  Head,  which  funk  again. 

And  finking.  On  his  Bofom  knock’d  his  Chin  5 

At  length  fhoOk  off  himfelf,  and  ask’d  the  Dame, 

(And  asking  yawn’d)  for  what  Intent  fhe  came. 

TO  whom  the  Goddefs  thus:  O  facred  Reft, 

Sweet  pleafing  Sleep,  of  all  the  Pow’rs  the  bcft ! 

1 

O  Peace  of  Mind,  Repairer  of  Decay, 

Whofe  Balms  renew  the  Limbs  to  Labours  of  the  Day, 
Care  mans  thy  foft  Approach,  and  fullcn  flies  away  ! 
Adorn  a  Dream,  exp  re  fling  human  Form, 

The  Shape  of  him  who  fuffer’d  ill  the  Storm, 

And  fend  it  flitting  to'  the  Trachin  Court, 

The  Wreck  of  Wretched  Ccyx  to1  report: 

Before  his  Queen  bid  the  pale  Spe6tre  Hand, 

f 

Who  begs  a  vain  Relief  at  j ftino’s  Hand. 

1 

She  Lid,  and  fcarce  awake  her  Eyes  could  keep. 

Unable  to  fupport  the  Fumes  of  Sleep  ; 
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But  fled,  returning  by  the  way  (he  went* 

And  fwerv’d  along  her  Bow  with  fwift  Afcent. 

The  God,  uneafy  till  he  flept  again, 

Refolv’d  at  once  to  rid  himfelf  of  Pain  ; 

And,  tho’  again  A  his  Cuftom,  call’d  aloud. 
Exciting  Morpheus  from  the  fleepy  Crowd : 

Morpheus 9  of  all  his  numerous  Train,  exprels’d 
The  Shape  of  Man,  and  imitated  beA ; 

The  Walk,  the  Words,  the  GeAure  could  fupply 
The  Habit  mimick,  and  the  Mein  bely; 

Plays  well,  but  all  his  AHion  is  confin’d, 
.Extending  not  beyond  our  human  Kind. 

Another  Birds,  and  Beafis,  and  Dragons  apes. 
And  dreadful  Images,  and  Mon Aer  Shapes : 

This  Demon,  leeks ,  in  Heav’ns  high  Hall 


The  Gods  have  nam’d 


but  Men  Phobetor  call 


A  third  is  Phantafus ,  whofe  A  (Elions  roul 
On  meaner  Thoughts,  and  Things  devoid  of  Soul  5 
Earth,  Fruits,  and  Flow’rs  he  reprefents  in  Dreams, 
And  folid  Rocks  un mov’d,  and  running  Streams. 
Thefe  three  to  Kings  and  Chiefs  their  Scenes  dilplay. 
The  reA  before  th’  ignoble  Commons  play. 

Of  thefe  the  chofen  Morpheus  is  dilpatch’d  5 

Which  done,  the  lazy  Monarch,  over-watch’d, 

Down  from  his  propping  Elbow  drops  his  Head, 
Dilfolv’d  in  Sleep,  and  fhrinks  within  his  Bed. 

Darkling  the  Demon  glides,  for  Flight  prepar’d. 

So  foft,  that  fcarce  his  fanning  Wings  are  heard. 

To  Trachin ,  fwift  as  Thought,  the  flitting  Shade, 
Through  Air  his  momentary  Journey  made: 

Then  lays  afide  the  Steerage  of  his  Wings, 

For  fakes  his  proper  Form,  afliimes  the  King’s  5 


And 


4  OI 


Book  XI.  OF1  2)’s  Metamorphoses. 


And  pale  as  Death,  defpoil’d  of  his  Array, 
Into  the  Queen’s  Apartment  takes  his  way. 
And  Hands  before  the  Bed  at  Dawn  of  Day  : 
Unmov’d  his  Eyes,  and  wet  his  Beard  appears 


And  fhedding 


but  feeming  real  Tears 


The  briny  Water  dropping  from  his  Hairs. 

Then  Haring  on  her  with  a  ghaflly  Look, 

And  hollow  Voice,  he  thus  the  Queen  befpoke. 

ICnow’fl  thou  not  me.?  Not  yet,  unhappy  Wife 
Or  are  my  Features  perifh’d  with  my  Life  > 


Look 


£> 


and  for  thy  Husband  loH 


Lo  all  that’s  left  of  him,  thy  Husband’s  GhoH ! 

Thy  Vows  for  my  Return  were  all  in  vain; 

The  Hormy  South  o’ertook  us  in  the  Main, 

And  never  Hlalt  thou  fee  thy  living  Lord  again. 

Tear  witnefs,  Heav’n,  I  call’d  on  thee  in  Death, 

And  while  I  call’d,  a  Billow  Hopp’d  my  Breath. 

Think  not  that  flying  Fame  reports  my  Fate ; 

I  prefent,  I  appear,  and  my  own  Wreck  relate. 

Rife,  wretched  Widow,  rife  ;  nor  undcplor’d 
Permit  my  Soul  to  pals  the  Stygian  Ford > 

But  rife,  prepar’d  in  Black,  to  mourn  thy  perifh’d  Lord. 

Thus  laid  the  Player-God  5  and  adding  Art 
Of  Voice  and  Gcflure,  fo  perform’d  his  Part, 

She  thought  (fo  like  her  Love  the  Shade  appears) 

That  Ceyx  fpake  the  Words,  and  Ccyx  filed  the  Tears: 
She  groan’d,  her  inward  Soul  with  Grief  opprefl. 

She  figh’d,  file  wept,  and  fleeping  beat  her  BrcaR  ; 

Then  flrctch’d  her  Arms  f  embrace  his  Body  bare > 

Her  clalping  Arms  inclofc  but  empty  Air: 

At  this,  not  yet  awake.  Hie  cry’d,  O  Hay ; 

One  is  our  Fate,  and  common  is  our  Way  ! 

So  dreadful  was  the  Dream,  fo  loud  Hie  fpoke. 

That  Halting  fudden  up,  the  Slumber  broke: 

JC  k  k  k  k 
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Then  call  her  Eyes  around,  in  hope  to  view 
Her  vanifh’d  Lord,  and  find  the  Villon  true: 

For  now  the  Maids,  who  waited  her  Commands, 
Ran  in  with  lighted  Tapers  in  their  Hands. 

Tir’d  with  the  Search,  not  finding  what  fhe  feeks. 
With  cruel  Blows  fhe  pounds  her  blubber’d  Cheeks; 
Then  from  her  beaten  Bread:  the  Linnen  tare. 

And  cut  the  golden  Caul  that  bound  her  Hair. 

Her  Nurfe  demands  the  Caufe  3  with  louder  Cries, 
She  profecutes  her  Griefs,  and  thus  replies. 

No  more  Alcyone  5  fhe  Puffer’ d  Death 
With  her  lov’d  Lord,  when  Ceyx  loll  his  Breath: 

No  Flatt’ry,  no  falfe  Comfort,  give  me  none. 

My  fhipwreck’d  Ceyx  is  for  ever  gone : 

I  faw,  I  faw  him  manifell  in  View, 

His  Voice,  his  Figure,  and  his  Geftures  knew : 

His  Luftre  loft,  and  ev’ry  living  Grace, 

Yet  I  retain’d  the  Features  of  his  Face; 


Tho’  with  pale  Cheeks,  wet  Beard,  and  dropping  Hair, 

None  but  my  Ceyx  could  appear  fo  fair: 

I  would  have  {train’d  him  with  a  ftridL  Embrace, 

But  thro’  my  Arms  he  flipp’d,  and  vanifh’d  from  the  Place 
There,  ev’11  juft  there  he  ftood  ;  and  as  fhe  fpoke, 

W  here  laft  the  Spectre  was  file  call  her  Look  : 

Fain  wou’d  file  hope,  and  gaz’d  upon  the  Ground, 

If  any  printed  Footfteps  might  be  found. 

Then  figh’d  and  faidj  This  I  too  well  foreknew. 

And  my  prophetick  Fears  prefag’d  too  true: 

’Twas  what  I  begg’d,  when  with  a  bleeding  Heart 
1  took  my  Leave,  andfuffer’d  thee  to  parts 
Or  I  to  go  along,  or  Thou  to  flay. 

Never,  ah  never  to  divide  our  Way ! 

Happier  for  me,  that  all  our  Hours  allign’d 
Together  we  had  liv’d  5  ev’n  not  in  Death  disjoin’d  l 


403 


Book  XI.  OF  ID’s  Metamorphoses. 

_  --  - — -  -  *  -  -  -  -  -  -  ir- 

i 

So  had  my  Ceyx  £lill  been  living  here> 

Or  with  my  Ceyx  I  had  perifll’d  there : 

Now  I  die  abftnt,  in  the  valt  Profound  5 
And  Me,  without  my  Self,  the  Seas  have  drown’d : 

The  Storms  were  not  fo  cruel  j  Ihould  I  Hrive 
T o  lengthen  Life,  and  fuch  a  Grief  furvive  > 

But  neither  will  I  Hrive,  nor  wretched  Thee 
In  Death  forfake,  but  keep  thee  Company. 

If  not  one  common  Sepulcher  contains 
Our  Bodies,  or  one  Urn  our  la£t  Remains, 

Yet  Ceyx  and  Alcyone  {hall  join. 

Their  Names  remember’d  in  one  common  Line. 

No  farther  Voice  her  mighty  Grief  affords. 

For  Sighs  come  milling  in  betwixt  her  Words, 

And  flopp’d  her  Tongue  ;  but  what  her  Tongue  deny’d. 

Soft  Tears,  and  Groans,  and  dumb  Complaints  fuppl/d. 

’Twas  Morning  5  to  the  Port  Ihe  takes  her  way. 

And  Hands  upon  the  Margin  of  the  Sea : 

That  Place,  that  very  Spot  of  Ground  fhe  fought. 

Or  thither  by  her  DeHiny  was  brought. 

Where  lalt  he  Hood:  And  while  Ihe  fadly  faid, 

’Twas  here  he  left  me,  lingring  here  delay’d 

His  parting  ICifs,  and  there  his  Anchors  weigh’d. 

Thus  fpeaking,  while  her  Thoughts  paH  Adlions  trace. 

And  call  to  mind,  admonilh’d  by  the  Place, 

Sharp  at  her  utmoH  Ken  flic  cafl  her  Eyes, 

And  fomewhat  floating  from  afar  defcries: 

It  fccm’d  a  Corps  adrift,  to  diflant  Sight, 

But  at  a  Diflancc  who  could  judge  aright? 

It  wafted  nearer  yet,  and  then  file  knew 

That  what  before  flic  but  furmis’d,  was  true  -* 

A  Corps  it  was,  but  whofc  it  was,  unknown. 

Yet  mov’d,  howe’er,  file  made  the  Cafe  her  own: 

Took  the  bad  Omen  of  a  fliipwrcck’d  Mari, 

As  for  a  Stranger 


wept,  and  thus  began. 
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Poor  Wretch 


ftormy  Seas  to  lofe  thy  Life 


Unhappy  thou,  but  more  thy  widow’d  Wife! 

At  this  file  paus’d ;  for  now  the  flowing  Tide 
Had  brought  the  Body  nearer  to  the  Side  : 

The  more  fhe  looks,  tile  more  her  Pears  increafe. 
At  nearer  Sight  3  and  file's  her  felf  the  lefs  : 

Now  driv’n  afllore,  and  at  her  Feet  it  lies. 

She  knows  too  much,  in  knowing  whom  file  fees 
Her  Husband’s  Corps;  at  this  file  loudly  filrieks, 
’Tis  he,  ’tis  he,  file  cries,  and  tears  her  Cheeks, 
Her  Hair,  and  Veft;  and  {looping  to  the  Sands, 
About  his  Neck  file  call  her  trembling  Hands. 
And  is  it  thus,  O  dearer  than  my  Life, 

i 

Thus,  thus  return’d;  Thou  to  thy  longing  Wife  l 
She  faid,  and  to  the  neighboring  Mole  file  llrode. 


(Rais’d  there  to  break  thTncurfions  of  the  Floods  ) 
Headlong  from  hence  to  plunge  her  felf  file  fprings 
But  flloots  along  fupported  on  her  Wings ; 

A  Bird  new-made,  about  the  Banks  file  plies. 

Not  far  from  Shore,  and  fiiort  Excurfions  tries  5 
Nor  fceks  in  Air  her  humble  Flight  to  raile. 

Content  to  skim  the  Surface  of  the  Seas  : 

Her  Bill,  tho’  {lender,  fends  a  creaking  Noifc, 

And  imitates  a  lamentable  Voice. 

Now  lighting  where  the  bloodlefs  Body  lies, 

She  with  a  Fun’ral  Note  renews  her  Cries: 

> 

At  all  her  Stretch  her  little  Wings  file  fpread. 

And  with  her  feather’d  Arms  embrac’d  the  Dead  : 
Then  flick  ring  to  his  palid  Lips,  file  ftrovc 
To  print  a  Kifs,  the  laft  Eflay  of  Love. 

Whether  the  vital  Touch  reviv’d  the  Dead, 

Or  that  the  moving  Waters  rais’d  his  Plead 
To  meet  the  Kifs,  the  Vulgar  doubt  alone; 

For  furc  a  prefent  Miracle  was  filown. 
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The  Gods  their  Shapes  to  Winter-Birds  tranfiate; 

But  both  obnoxious  to  their  former  Fate. 

Their  conjugal  Affie&ion  dill  is  ty’d. 

And  dill  the  mournful  Race  is  multiply’ d : 

They  bill,  they  tread ;  Alcyone  comprefs’d, 

Sev’n  Days  fits  brooding  on  her  floating  Ned: 

A  wintry  Queen :  Her  Sire  at  length  is  kind. 

Calms  ev’ry  Storm,  and  huilles  evry  Wind  5 
Prepares  his  Empire  for  his  Daughter’s  Eafe? 

And  for  his  hatching  Nephews  fmooths  the  Seas. 

AE  s  A  c  u  s  transform'd  into  a  Cormorant. 

Thefe  fome  old  Man  fees  wanton  in  the  Air, 

And  praifes  the  unhappy  condaiit  Pair. 

Then  to  his  Friend  the  long-neck’d  Corm’rant  fhows. 
The  former  Tale  reviving  others  W oes : 

That  fable  Bird,  he  cries,  which  cuts  the  Flood 
W ith  flender  Legs,  was  once  of  Royal  Blood ; 

His  Ancedors  from  mighty  Tros  proceed. 

The  brave  Laomcdon  artd  Ganymede, 

(Whofe  Beauty  tempted  Jove  to  deal  the  Boy) 

And  Priam ,  liaplefs  Prince !  who  fell  with  Troy. 
Himfel.fi  was  Hector's  Brother?  and  (had  Fate 
But  giv’n  his  hopeful  Youth  a  longer  Date) 

Perhaps  had  rival’d  warlike  Heitors  Worth, 

Tho’  on  the  Mother’s  Side  of  meaner  Birth  5 
Fair  Alyxothee ,  a  Country  Maid, 

Bare  AEfacus  by  dealth  in  Ida’s  Shade. 

FIc  fled  the  noify  Town  and  pompous  Court, 

6 

Lov’d  the  lone  Hills  and  Ample  rural  Sport, 

And  fcldom  to  the  City  would  refort. 


Yet 


udick  Clown iillnefs  profeft 


Nor  was  foft  Love  a  Stranger  to  his  Bread: 
The  Youth  had  Jong  the  Nymph  woo’d, 

Oft  thro’  tiie  Thicket  or  the  Mead  purfucl: 


I 
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Her  haply  on  her  Father’s  Bank  he  fpy’d. 

While  fearlefs  fhe  her  fiver  TrelTes  dry’dj 
Away  (be  fled :  Not  Stags  with  half  fuch  Speed, 

Before  the  prowling  Wolf,  feud  o’er  the  Mead  > 

Not  Ducks,  when  they  the  fafer  Flood  forlake, 

Purfu’d  by  Hawks,  fo  fwift  regain  the  Lake. 

As  fall  he  follow’d  in  the  hot  Career  5 


Delire  the  Lover  wing’d,  the  Virgin  Fear. 

A  Snake  unfeen  now  pierc’d  her  heedlefsFoot; 
Quick  thro’  the  Veins  the  venom’d  Juices  fhoot.* 

She  fell,  and  ’fcap’d  by  Death  his  fierce  Purfuit. 
Her  lifelefs  Body,  frighted,  he  embrac’d. 

And  cry’d,  Not  this  I  dreaded,  but  thy  Halle : 

O  had  my  Love  been  lels,  or  lels  thy  Fear! 

The  Victory,  thus  bought,  is  far  too  dear. 
Accurfed  Snake  !  Yet  I  more  curs’d  than  he ! 

He  gave  the  Wound  5  the  Caufe  was  giv’n  by  me. 
Yet  none  fhall  fay  that  unreveng’d  you  dy’d. 

He  fpoke ;  then  climb’d  a  Cliff’s  o’er-hanging  Side? 
And,  refolute,  leap'd  on  the  foaming  Tide. 

Tethys  receiv’d  him  gently  on  the  Wave  5 

The  Death  he  fought  deny’d,  and  Feathers  gav*  . 

Debarr’d  the  fiirell  Remedy  of  Grief, 

And  forc’d  to  live,  he  curft  th’  unask’d  Relief. 

Then  on  his  airy  Pinions  upward  flies. 

And  at  a  lecond  Fall  fucccfslefs  tries  j 


The  downy  Plume  a  quick  Defccnt  denies. 
Enrag’d,  he  often  dives  beneath  the  Wave, 


And  there  in  vain  expeds  to  find  a  Grave. 

His  ccafelefs  Sorrow  for  th’  unhappy  Maid, 
Mcagcr’d  his  Look,  and  on  his  Spirits  prey’d. 
Still  near  the  founding  Deep  he  lives;  his  Name 
from  frequent  Diving  and  Emerging  came. 
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XII. 


Tranflated  by  Mr.  D  R  T  D  E  N. 


The  T  r  o  j  a  n  War. 


R I  AM,  to  whom  the  Story  was  unknown, 
J|||  As  dead,  deplor’d  his  Metamorphos’d  Son : 

IS  mm  ^  Cenotaph  his  Name  and  Title  kept, 

And  He  Bor  round  the  Tomb,  with  all  his 
Brothers,  wept. 

This  pious  Office  Paris  did  not  fhare, 

Abfent  alone;  and  Author  of  the  War, 

Which,  for  the  Spartan  Queen,  the  Grecians  drew 
T’  avenge  the  Rape ;  and  Afia  to  fubdue. 

A  thou  land  Ships  were  mann’d?  to  fail  the  Sea:  1 

Nor  had  their  juft  Relentments  found  Delay,  > 

Had  not  the  Winds  and  Waves  oppos’d  their  Way.  j 
At  Anus’,  with  United  Pow’rs  they  meet. 

But  there,  Crofs-winds  or  Calms  detain’d  the  Fleet. 
Now,  while  they  raife  an  Altar  on  the  Shore, 

And  Jove  with  folemn  Sacrifice  adore ; 
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A  boding  Sign  the  Priefts  and  People  fee : 

A  Snake  of  Size  immenfe  afcends  a  Tree, 

And,  in  the  leafie  Summit,  fpy’d  a  Neff, 

Which  o’er  her  Callow  Young,  a  Sparrow  prefs’d. 

Eight  were  the  Birds  unfledg’dy  their  Mother  flew. 

And  hover’d  round  her  Care ;  but  flill  in  view : 


* 


Caichas  alone,  by  Phoebus  taught,  foreknew 
What  Heav’n  decreed ;  and  with  a  fmiling  Glance, 
Thus  gratulates  to  Greece  her  happy  Chance. 

O  Argives^  we  fliall  Conquer :  Troy  is  ours. 

But  long  Delays  fliall  firfl:  afflict  our  Pow’rs : 

Nine  Years  of  Labour,  the  nine  Birds  portend; 
The  Tenth  fliall  in  the  Town’s  Deftrudtion  end. 


The  Serpent,  who  his  Maw  obfcene  had  fill’d. 

The  Branches  in  his  curl’d  Embraces  held : 

But,  as  in  Spires  he  flood,  he  turn’d  to  Stone : 

The  flony  Snake  retain’d  the  Figure  flill  his  own. 

Yet,  not  for  this,  the  Wind-bound  Navy  weigh’d  ; 
Slack  were  their  Sails;  and  Neptune  difobey’d. 

Some  thought  him  loath  the  Town  fliou’d  be  deftroy’d, 
Whole  Building  had  his  Hands  Divine  employ’d : 

Not  fo  the  Seer;  who  knew,  and  known  forclhow’d, 


The  Virgin  Piece  be ,  with  a  Virgin’s  Blood 
Muft  firfl  be  reconcil’d:  The  common  Cauie 
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When  that  offended  Pow’r,  who  caus’d  their  Woe, 
Relenting  ceas’d  herWrath ;  and  Hop’d  the  coming  Blow; 
A  Milt  before  the  Miniflers  flie  call. 

And,  in  the  Virgin’s  room,  a  Hind  fhe  plac’d. 

Th’  Oblation  flain,  and  Phabe  reconcil’d, 

9 

The  Storm  was  hufli’d,  and  dimpled  Ocean  fmil’d: 

A  favourable  Gale  arofe  from  Shore, 

Which  to  the  Port  delir’d,  the  Grecian  Gallies  bore* 

The  Houfe  c/Fame. 

Full  in  the  midil  of  this  created  Space, 

I  4 

Betwixt  Heav’n,  Earth,  and  Skies,  there  Hands  a  Place, 
Confining  on  all  three,  with  triple  Bound ; 

Whence  all  Things,  though  remote,  are  view’d  around ; 
And  thither  bring  their  undulating  Sound. 

The  Palace  of  loud  Fame ,  her  Seat  of  Pow’r, 

Plac’d  on  the  Summet  of  a  lofty  Tow’r; 

A  thouland  winding  Entries  long  and  wide, 

Receive  of  frelh  Reports  a  flowing  Tide. 

A  thouland  Crannies  in  the  Walls  are  made ; 

Nor  Gate  nor  Bars  exclude  the  bufie  Trade. 

’Tis  built  of  Brafs,  the  better  to  diffufe 
The  fpreading  Sounds,  and  multiply  the  N cws : 

Where  Eccho’s  in  repeated  Eccho’s  play: 

A  Mart  for  ever  full;  and  open  Night  and  Day. 

Nor  Silence  is  within,  nor  Voice  exprcls. 

But  a  deaf  Noife  of  Sounds  that  never  ccafe. 

Confus’d,  and  chiding,  like  the  hollow  Roar 
Of  Tides,  receding  from  th’  infiilted  Shore. 

Or  like  the  broken  Thunder,  heard  from  far, 

When  Jove  to  diflance  drives  the  rowling  War. 
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The  Courts  are  fill’d  with  a  tiimtiltuous  Din 
Of  Crowds?  or  i  filling  forth?  dr  entrin^  iti : 


* 


«  • 


A  thorough- fare  of  News :  Where  Ibmte  devife 


si  v  r  » 


T  hing 


heard?  tome  mingle  Truth  /  with  Lids 


The  troubled  Air  with  empty  Sounds  they 

- 

Intent  to  hear?  and  eager  to  repeat. 


* 


»  * 


Error  fits  brooding  there?  with  added  Train 
Of  vain  Credulity?  and  Joys  as  vain :  .  "f 

Sufpicion?  with  Sedition  join’d?  are  near ; 

•  4  # 

And  Rumors  rais’d, and  Murmurs  mix’d?and  Panique  Fear. 
Fame  fits  aloft?  and  fees  the  fubjedt  Ground; 

And  Seas  about?  and  Skies  above ;  enquiring  all  around. 

The  Goddefs  gives  th’  Alarm;  and  foon  is  known 
The  Grecian  Fleet,  defcending  on  the  Town. 

Fix’d  on  Defence  the  Trojans  are  not  flow 
To  guard  their  Shore?  from  an  expected  Foe. 

They  meet  in  Fight:  By  He  Hof  s  fatal  Hand 
Protefilaus  falls?  and  bites  the  Strand : 

Which  with  Expence  of  Blood  the  Grecians  won  ; 

And  prov’d  the  Strength  unknown  of  Priam’s  Son. 

And  to  their  Colt  the  Trojan  Leaders  felt 

The  Grecian  Heroes;  and  what  Deaths  they  dealt. 

Tfoe  Story  of  Cygnus. 

From  thefe  firfi  Onfets,  the  Sigcean  Shore 
Was  jftrcw’d  with  Carcafles?  and  fiain’d  with  Gore : 
Neptunian  Cygnus  Troops  of  Greeks  had  flain ; 

Achilles  in  his  Carr  had  fcour’d  the  Plain, 

And  clear’d. the  Trojan  Ranks:  Where- e’er  he  fought, 


Cygnus ,  or  Pic  cl  or,  tbroug! 


Fields  he  fought 


Cygnus  he  found ;  on  him  his  Force  cflay’d 
For  Flo  cl  or  was  to  the  tenth  Year  delay’d. 
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His  white  man’ d  Steeds,  that  bow’d  beneath  the.  Yoke, 
He  chear’d  to  Courage, ;  with  a  gentle  Stroke; 

Then  urg’d  his. fiery  Chariot  on  the  Foe; 

And  riling  ftiook  his  Lance ;  in  act  to  throw. 

But  firft  he  cry’d,  O  Youth,  be  proud  to  bear 
Thy  Heath,  ennobled  by  P elides'1  Spear. 

The  Lance  ptirfil’d  the  Voice  Without  delay. 

Nor  did  the  Whizzing  Weapon  mils  the  way; 

But  pierc’d  his  Cuirals,  with  fuch  Fury  fent? 

And  lign’d  his  Bofom  with  a  Purple  Dint. 

At  this  the  Seed  of  Neptune ;  Goddefs-born, 

For  Ornament,  not  Hie,  thele  Arms  are  worn ; 

This  Helm,  and  heavy  Buckler,  I  can  fpare ; 

As  only  Decorations  of  the  War: 

So  Mars  is  arm’d  for  Glory,  not  for  Need. 

’Tis  fomewhat  more  from  Neptune  to  proceed, 

Than  from  a  Daughter  of  the  Sea  to  Ipring : 

Thy  Sire  is  Mortal;  mine  is  Ocean’s  King. 

Secure  of  Death,  I  ihou’d  contemn  thy  Dart, 

Tho’  naked ;  and  impaftible  depart  : 

He  laid,  and  threw:  The  trembling  Weapon  pals’d  j 
Through  nine  Bull-hides,  each  under  other  plac’d,  ( 
On  his  broad  Shield;  and  ft  uck  within  the  la  ft.  \ 

Achilles  wrench’d  it  out;  and  lent  again 
The  hoftile  Gift:  The  hoftilc  Gift  was  vain. 

He  try’d  a  third,  a  tough  wcll-chofcn  Spear; 

Th’  inviolable  Body  flood  finccrc, 

Though  Cy pints  then  did  no  Defence  provide, 

But  Icornful  offer’d  his  unlhielded  Side. 

Not  other  wife  th’ impatient  Llero  far’d, 

Than  as  a  Bull,  incoitipafs’d  with  a  Guard, 

Amid  the  Circus  roars,  provok’d  from  far 
By  light  of  Scarlet,  and  a  languine  War: 
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They  quit  their  Ground,  his  bended  Horns  elude; 

In  vain  purfuing,  and  in  vain  purfu’d. 

Before  to  farther  Fight  he  wou’d  advance, 

* 

He  flood  confidering,  and  furvey’d  his  Lance. 

Doubts  if  he  wielded  not  a  wooden  Spear 
Without  a  Point:  He  look’d,  the  Point  was  there. 

This  is  my  Hand,  and  this  my  Lance,  he  laid; 

By  which  fo  many  thoufand  Foes  are  dead. 

O  whither  is  their  ufual  Virtue  fled! 

I  had  it  once ;  and  the  LyrneJJian  Wall, 

And  Tenedos ,  confefs’d  it  in  their  FalL 
Thy  Streams,  Caicus->  rowi’d  a  Crimfon-Flood ; 

And  Thebes  ran  red  with  her  own  Natives  Blood. 

Twice  Telephtis  employ’d  their  piercing  Steel, 

To  wound  him  fir  A,  and  afterward  to  heal. 

The  Vigour  of  this  Arm  was  never  vain: 

And  that  my  wonted  Prowefs  I  retain, 

Witnefs  thefe  Heaps  of  Slaughter  on  the  Plain. 

He  faid ;  and,  doubtful  of  his  former  Deeds, 

To  fome  new  Trial  of  his  Force  proceeds. 

He  chofe  Menates  from  among  the  reA; 

At  him  he  lanc.h’d  his  Spear,  and  pierc’d  his  BreaA: 

On  the  hard  Earth  the  Lycian  knock’d  his  Head, 

And  lay  lupine ;  and  forth  the  Spirit  fled. 

T hen  thus  the  Hero ;  N either  can  I  blame 
The  Hand,  or  Javelin;  both  are  Aill  the  fame. 

The  fame  I  will  employ  again  A  this  Foe ; 

And  wifli  but  with  the  fame  Succefs  to  throw. 

So  fpokc  the  Chief;  and  while  he  ipoke  he  threw; 

The  Weapon  with  unerring  Fury  flew. 

At  his  left  Shoulder  aim’d:  Nor  Entrance  found; 

But  back,  as  from  a  Rock,  with  fwift  Rebound 

Harmlefs 
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*  *  *  * 


Harmlefs  return’d:  A  bloody  Marfcl^pear’d 
Which  with  falfe  J oy  the 


✓  • 


chear’d. 

•  % 

x 

Blood  that  was  in  view 


W ound  there  was  none  • 

•  .  *  •  »  ‘ 

The  Lance  before  from  flai tsLMenates  drew. 


I  ••  * 


9 

Headlong  he  leaps  from  off  his  lofty  Car? 

And  in  clofe  Fight  on  Foot  renews  the  War. 
Raging  with  high  Difdain,  repeats  his  Blows ; 
Nor  Shield  nor  Armour  can  their  Force  oppofe; 
Huge  Gantlets  of  his  Buckler  Frew  the  Ground? 
And  no  Defence  in  his  bor’d  Arms  is  found. 


But  on  his  Flefti,  no  Wound  or  Blood  is  feen; 

The  Sword  it  felf  is  blunted  on  the  Skin. 

This  vain  Attempt  the  Chief  no  longer  bears ; 

But  round  his  hollow  Temples  and  his  Ears 
His  Buckler  beats :  The  Son  of  Neptune ,  ftunn’d 
With  thefe  repeated  Buffets,  quits  his  Ground; 

A  hckly  Sweat  fucceeds,  and  Shades  of  Night ; 
Inverted  Nature  fwims  before  his  Sight: 

Th’  inful  ting  V  idfcor  prefles  on  the  more, 

And  treads  the  Steps  the  Vanquifh’d  trod  before. 

Nor  Reft,  nor  Refpite  gives.  A  Stone  there  lay 
Behind  his  trembling  Foe,  and  flopp’d  his  Way: 
Achilles  took  th’  Advantage  which  he  found, 
O’er-turn’d,  and  pufli’d  him  backward  on  the  Ground 
His  Buckler  held  him  under,  while  he  prels’d, 

With  both  his  Knees  above,  his  panting  Breaft. 
Unlac’d  his  Helm:  About  his  Chin  the  Twift 

He  ty’d ;  and  foon  the  ftranglcd  Soul  difmils’d. 

_  _  » 

With  eager  Haftc  he  went  to  ftrip  the  Dead : 

The  vanish'd  Body  from  his  Arms  was  fled. 

His  Sea-God  Sire,  t ’immortalize  his  Frame, 

Had  turn’d  it  to  the  Bird  that  bears  his  Name. 

N  n  n  n  n 
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A  Truce  fucceeds  the  Labours  of  this  Day, 

And  Arms  fulpended  with  a  long  Delay. 

W  hile  Trojan  Walls  are  kept  with  W atch  and  W ar d ; 
The  Greeks  before  their  Trenches  mount  the  Guard ; 
The  Fcaft  approach’d ;  when  to  the  blue-ey’d  Maid 
His  Vows  for  Cygnus  flain  the  Vidtor  paid. 

And  a  white  Heyfer  on  her  Altar  laid. 

The  reeking  Entrails  on  the  Fire  they  threw. 

And  to  the  Gods  the  grateful  Odour  flew : 

Heav’n  had  its  Part  in  Sacrifice :  The  reft 

% 

W as  broil’d  and  roafted  for  the  future  Feaft. 

The  chief  invited  Guefts  were  fet  around : 

And  Hunger  firft  aflwag’d,  the  Bowls  were  crown’d, 
W hich  in  deepD  raughts  theirCares  and  Labours  drown’d 
The  mellow  Harp  did  not  their  Ears  employ : 

And  mute  was  all  the  Warlike  Symphony: 

Difcourfe,  the  Food  of  Souls,  was  their  Delight, 

And  pleafing  Chat  prolong’d  the  Summers-night. 

The  Subject,  Deeds  of  Arms;  and  Valour  Ihown, 

Or  on  the  Trojan  Side,  or  on  their  own. 

Of  Danvers  undertaken,  Fame  atchiev’d. 


They  talk’d  by 


the  Talk  by  turns  reliev’d 


What  Things  but  thcfe  could  fierce  Achilles  tell 
O  r  what  cou’d  fierce  Achilles  hear  fo  well  ? 

The  laft  great  Adi  perform’d,  of  Cygnus  flain. 
Did  moft  the  Martial  Audience  entertain: 
Wondring  to  find  a  Body  free  by  Fate 


From  Steel 


and  which  cou’d  ev’n  that  Steel  rebate : 


Amaz’d,  their  Admiration  they  renew 
And  fcarce  P elides  cou’d  believe  it  true 


: 
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The  Story  of  C^eneus. 

Then  Neftor  thus:  What  once  this  Age  has  known; 
In  fated  Cygnus ,  and  in  him  alone, 

Thefe  Eyes  have  leen  in  Cceneus  long  before ; 

Whole  Body  not  a  thoufand  Swords  cou’d  bore. 
Cceneus,  in  Courage,  and  in  Strength,  excell’d; 

And  Rill  his  Othry's  with  his  Fame  is  fill’d  : 

But  what  did  molt  his  Martial  Deeds  adorn, 

(Though  fince  he  chang’d  his  Sex)  a  Woman  born. 

A  Novelty  lb  ftrange,  and  full  of  Fate, 

His  lift’ning  Audience  ask’d  him  to  relate. 

Achilles  thus  commends  their  common  Sute ; 

O  Father,  firll  for  Prudence  in  Repute, 

Tell,  with  that  Eloquence,  fo  much  thy  own, 

What  thou  hall  heard,  or  what  of  Cceneus  known : 
What  was  he,  whence  his  Change  of  Sex  begun, 

What  Trophies,  join’d  in  Wars  with  thee,  he  won ? 
Who  conquer’d  him,  and  in  what  fatal  Strife 

The  Youth,  without  a  Wound,  cou’d  lole  his  Life? 

* 

N chides  then;  Though  tardy  Age,  and  Time, 

Have  fhrunk  my  Sinews,  and  decay’d  my  Prime; 
Though  much  I  have  forgotten  of  my  Store, 

Yet  not  exhaullcd,  I  remember  more. 

Of  all  that  Arms  atchiev’d,  or  Peace  defign’d, 

That  Aclion  Hill  is  frclher  in  my  Mind 
Than  ought  belide.  If  reverend  Age  can  give 
To  Faith  a  Sandb'on,  in  my  third  I  live. 

’Twas  in  my  iccond  Ccnt’ry,  I  furvey’d 
Young  Deems-,  then  a  fair  Thejfalian  Maid : 

Cani s  the  bright,  was  born  to  high  Command ; 

A  Princefs,  and  a  Native  of  thy  Land, 
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Divine  Achilles ;  every  Tongue  proclaim’d 
Her  Beauty,  and  her  Eyes  all  Hearts  inflam’d. 

Peleus ,  thy  Sire,  perhaps  had  fought  her  Bed, 

Among  the  reA ;  but  he  had  either  led 
Thy  Mother  then ;  or  was  by  Promile  ty’d ; 

But  Ihe  to  him,  and  all,  alike  her  Love  deny’ d. 

It  was  her  Fortune  once,  to  take  her  Way 
Along  the  fandy  Margin  of  the  Sea : 

The  Pow’r  of  Ocean  view’d  her  as  flie  pafs’d, 

# 

And,  lov’d  as  foon  as  leen,  by  Force  embrac’d. 

So  Fame  reports.  Her  Virgin-Tr eafure  feiz’d, 

And  his  new  Joys,  the  Ravilher  lb  pleas’d, 

That  thus,  tranlported,  to  the  Nymph  he  cry’d  ; 

Ask  what  thou  wilt,  no  Pray’r  Ihall  be  deny’d. 

Tins  alfo  Fame  relates:  The  haughty  Fair, 

Who  not  the  Rape  ev’n  of  a  God  cou’d  bear, 

This  Anfwer,  proud,  return’d:  To  mighty  Wrongs 
A  mighty  Recompence,  of  right,  belongs. 

Give  me  no  more  to  fuifer  fuch  a  Shame ; 

But  change  the  Woman,  for  a  better  Name; 

One  Gift  for  all :  She  laid ;  and  while  Ihe  Ipoke, 

Alter  n,  majeflick,  manly  Tone  Ihe  took. 

A  Man  Ihe  was:  And  as  the  Godhead  Iwore, 

To  Cceneus  turn’d,  who  Cams'  was  before. 

To  this  the  Lover  adds,  without  RequeA, 

No  force  of  Steel  Ihou’d  violate  his  Brea  A. 

Glad  of  the  Gift,  the  new-made  Warrior  goes ; 

And  Arms  among  the  Greeks ,  and  longs  for  equal  Foes. 
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The  Cloud-begotten  Race,  half  Men,  half  Be  aft, 
Invited,  came  to  grace  the  Nuptial  Feaft: 

In  a  cool  Cave’s  Recefs  the  Treat  was  made, 

Whofe  Entrance,  Trees  with  ipreading  Boughs  o’erfhade 

They  fate:  And  fummon’d  by  the  Bridegroom,  came, 

« 

To  mix  with  thofe,  the  Lapythaan  Name: 

Nor  wanted  I :  The  Roofs  with  Joy  refound: 

And  Hymen ,  Io  Hymen ,  rung  around.  i 

Rais’d  Altars  flione  with  holy  Fires ;  the  Bride, 

^  • 

Lovely  her  felf  (and  lovely  by  her  Side 
A  Bevy  of  bright  Nymphs,  with  fober  Grace,) 

Came  glitt’ring  like  a  Star,  and  took  her  Place. 

Her  Heav’nly  Form  beheld,  all  wifh’d  her  Joy; 

And  little  wanted,  but  in  vain,  their  Willies  all  employ. 

For  One,  molt  Brutal,  of  the  Brutal  Brood, 

Or  whether  Wine  or  Beauty  fir’d  his  Blood, 

Or  both  at  once,  beheld  with  luftful  Eyes 
The  Bride ;  at  once  refolv’d  to  make  his  Prize. 

Down  went  the  Board ;  and  faftning  on  her  Hair, 

He  feiz’d  with  fudden  Force  the  frighted  Fair. 

’Twas  Entry  tux  began :  His  beflial  Kind 

His  Crime  pur  fil’d ;  and  each  as  pleas’d  his  Mind, 

Or  her,  whom  Chance  prefented,  took :  The  Feaft 
An  Image  of  a  taken  Town  cxprels’d. 

The  Cave  refounds  with  F cmale  Shrieks ;  we  rife, 
Mad  with  Revenge,  to  make  a  fwift  Rcprife : 

And  The  feus  firlt;  What  Frenzy  has  poffefs’d, 

O  Eurytus ,  he  cry’d,  thy  brutal  Bread, 

To  wrong  Perithous ,  and  not  him  alone, 

But  while  I  live,  two  Friends  c.onjoyn’d  in  one? 

To  juftific  his  Threat,  he  thrufts  afide 
The  Crowd  of  Centaurs ;  and  redeems  the  Bride  ; 

O  0000 
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T he  Monger  nought  reply’  et :  For  W  or  ds  were  vain ; 
And  Deeds  cou’d  only  Deeds  unj uft  maintain: 

But  anfwers  with  his  Hand ;  and  forward  prefs’d. 
With  Blows  redoubled,,  on  his  Face  and  Bread:. 

An  ample  Goblet  hood,  of  antiek  Mold, 

And  rough  with  Figures  of  the  rifing  Gold; 

The  Hero  fiiatch’d  it  up,  and  tofs’d  in  Air, 

Full  at  the  Front  of  the  foul  Ravilher. 

* 

He  falls ;  and  falling  vomits  forth  a  Flood 
Of  Wine,  and  Foam  and  Brains,  and  mingled  Blood. 
Half  roaring,  and  half  neighing  through  the  Hall, 
Arms,  Arms,  the  double- form’d  with  Fury  call; 

T o  wreak  their  Brother’s  D  eath :  A  Medley-Flight 
Of  Bowls  and  Jars,  at  firlt  jfupply  the  Fight. 

Once  Inllruments  of  Feafts;  but  now  of  Fate; 

Wine  animates  their  Rage,  and  arms  their  Hate. 

Bold  Amy cus ,  from  the  robb’d  V ellry  brings 
The  Chalices  of  Heav’n ;  and  holy  Things 
Of  precious  Weight:  A  Sconce,  that  hung  on  high. 
With  Tapers  fill’d,  to  light  the  Sacrilly, 

Torn  from  the  Cord,  with  his  unhallow’d  Hand 
He  threw  amid  the  Lapytbaan  Band. 

On  Celadon  the  Ruin  fell ;  and  left 
His  Face  of  Feature  and  of  Form  bereft: 

So,  when  Jome  brawny  Sacrifice!*  knocks. 

Before  an  Altar  led,  an  offer’d  Ox, 

His  Eye-balls  rooted  out,  are  thrown  to  Ground;  1 
His  Nofc,  difmantled,  in  Iris  Mouth  is  found;  ; 

His  Jaws,  Cheeks ,  Front,  one  undifiinguififd  Wound. ) 

This,  B dales,  t h’  Avenger,  cou’d  not  brook ; 

But,  by  the  Foot,  a  Maple-board  he  took ; 

And  hurl’d  at  Amy  cm ;  his  Chin  it  bent 
Again!!  his  Chefir,  and  down  the  Centaur  lent: 
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Whom  ipUjttring  bloody  Teeth,  the  fecond  Blow 
Of  his  drawn  S.wordi,  difpatch’d  to  Shades  below.. 

GmneUiS  was,,  near ;  and  call  a  furious  Look 
On  the  Side-Altar,  cens’d  with  fa  ere  d  Smoke, 


And  bright  with  flaming  Fires;  The  Gods,  he  cry’d, 
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Have  with  their  holy  Trade  our  Hands  fupply’d : 
Why  ufe  we  not  their  Gifts?  Then  from  the  Floor 
An  Altar-Stone  he  heav’d?  with  all  the  Load  it  bore : 
Altar  and  Altar’s  Freight  together  flew. 

Where  thickeff  throng’d  the  Lapytlxean  Crew: 

And,  at  once,  Broteas  and  Oryus  flew. 

Oryuf  Mother,  Mycafe,  was  known 

Down  from  her  Sphere  to  draw  the  laboring  Moon. 

Exadius  cry’d,  unpunifh’d  fliall  not  go 
This  Fadt,  if  Arms  are  found  again  if  the  Foe. 

'  -  -  t  1  .  •  i 

He  look’d  about,  where  on  a  Pine  were  fpread 
The  votive  Horns  of  a  Stag’s  branching  Head : 

At  Grineus  thefe  he  throws ;  fo  juft  they  fly. 

That  the  fliarp  Antlers  fluck  in  either  Eye  : 

Breathlefs  and  Blind  he  fell ;  with  Blood  beflnear’d ; 

«  y  ...  j  ,  J 

His  Eye-balls  beaten  out,  hung  dangling  on  his  Beard 
Fierce  Rhatusj  from  the  Hearth  a  burning  Brand 
Selects,  and  whirling  waves ;  till,  from  his  Hand 


The  Fire 


Flame :  then  dafli’d  it  from 


On  fair  Charaxus ’  Temples,  near  the  Sight: 

The  whiffling  Pelt  came  on,  and  pierc’d  the  Bone, 

And  caught  the  yellow  Hair,  that  Ihrivel’d  while  it  fhonc 
Caught,  like  dry  Stubble  fir’d ;  or  like  Seerwood ; 

Yet  from  the  Wound  enfu’d  no  Purple  Flood;  j 

But  look’d  a  bubbling  Mats ,  of  frying  Blood. 

His  blazing  Locks  fent  forth  a  crackling  Sound ; 

And  hifs’d,  like  red  hot  Iron  within  the  Smithy  drown’d 
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The  wounded  Warrior  fhook  his  flaming  Hair, 

# 

Then  (what  a  Team  of  Horfe  cou’d  hardly  rear) 

»  '  » 

He  heaves  the  Threfliold-Stone ;  but  cou’d  not  throw; 
The  Weight  it  fe If  forbad  the  threaten’d  Blow; 

Which  dropping  from  his  lifted  Arms,  came  down 

Full  on  Comet es  Head;  and  crufh’d  his  Crown. 

*  * 

Nor  Rhaeuis  then  retain’d  his  Joy;  but  laid. 

So  by  their  Fellows  may  our  Foes  be  fped; 

Then,  with  redoubled  Strokes  he  plies  his  Head : 

# 

The  burning  Lever  not  deludes  his  Pains ; 

But  drives  the  batter’d  Skull  within  the  Brains. 

Thus  flufh’d,  the  Conqueror,  with  Force  renew’d, 

A 

Evagrus-,  Dryasydorythus ,  purfu’d : 

Fir  it,  Cory  thus ,  with  downy  Cheeks,  he  flew; 
WhofeFall,  when  fierce  Evagrus  had  in  view. 

He  cry’d.  What  Palm  is  from  a  beardlefs  Prey? 

Rhcetus  prevents  what  more  he  had  to  fay ; 

And  drove  within  his  Mouth  the  fiery  Death, 

Which  enter’d  hilling  in,  and  choak’d  his  Breath. 

At  Dry  as  next  he  flew :  But  weary  Chance, 

No  longer  wou’d  the  fame  Succefs  advance. 

For  while  he  whirl’d  in  fiery  Circles  round 

The  Brand,  a  fharpcn’d  Stake  firong  Dry  as  found ;  | 

And  in  the  Shoulder’s  Joint  inflicts  the  Wound. 

The  Weapon  fluck;  which,  roaring  out  with  Pain, 

He  drew ;  nor  longer  durft  the  Fight  maintain,  j 

But  turn’d  his  Back,  for  Fear;  and  fled  amain. 

With  him  fled  Omens ,  with  like  Dread  poflefs’d; 

Tf jemmas i  and  Meclon  wounded  in  the  Brcafl; 

And  Mcrmcros ,  in  the  late  Race  renown’d, 

Now  limping  ran,  and  tardy  with  his  Wound. 
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P bolus  and  Melaneus  from  Fight  withdrew, 

And  Abas  maim’d,  who  Boars  encountring  flew : 
And  Augur  Afiylos ,  whofe  Art  in  vain. 

From  Fight  dill haded  the  four-footed  Train, 

Now  beat  the  Hoof  with  Neffus  on  the  Plain; 

But  to  his  Fellow  cry’d,  Be  fafely  flow. 

Thy  Death  deferr’d  is  due  to  Great  Alctdes ’  Bow. 

Mean  time  Ilrong  Dry  as  urg’d  his  Chance  fo  well. 
That  Lycidas ,  Areos ,  Imbreus  fell ; 

All,  one  by  one,  and  fighting  Face  to  Face : 

Crenaus  fled,  to  fall  with  more  Difgrace : 

For,  fearful,  while  he  look’d  behind ,  he  bore, 

Betwixt  his  Nofe  and  Front,  the  Blow  before. 

Amid  the  Noife  and  Tumult  of  the  Fray, 

Snoring,  and  drunk  with  Wine,  Aphidas  lay. 

Ev’n  then  the  Bowl  within  his  Hand  he  kept : 

And  on  a  Bear’s  rough  Hide  fecurely  flept. 

Him  Phorbas  with  his  flying  Dart  transfix’d ; 

Take  thy  next  Draught,  with  Stygian  Waters  mix’d. 
And  fleep  thy  fill,  th’  infill  ting  Vi  fit  or  cry’d; 
Surpriz’d  'with  Death  unfelt,  the  Centaur  dy’d ; 

The  ruddy  Vomit,  as  he  breath’d  his  Sou], 

Repafs’d  his  Throat,  and  fill’d  his  empty  Bowl. 

I  law  Petr  ecus'  Arms  employ’d  around 
A  well-groan  Oak,  to  root  it  from  the  Ground. 

This  way,  and  that,  he  wrench’d  the  fibrous  Bands;. 
The  Trunk  was  like  a  Sappling  in  his  Hands, 

And  hill  obey’d  the  Bent:  While  thus  he  flood. 

Per  it  ho  us'  Dart  drove  on;  and  nail’d  him  to  the  Wood 
Lyons ,  and  Chromys  fell,  by  him  opprefs’d: 

HelopSt  and  Diflys  added  to  the  rell 
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A  nobler  Palm :  Helops ,  through  either 
Transfix’d,  receiv’d  the  penetrating  Spear. 

This  Diffiys  faw;  and,  feiz’d  with  Hidden  Fright, 

Leapt  headlong  from  the  Hill  of  fteepy  height ; 

And  crufli  d  an  Afii  beneath,that  cou’d  not  bear  his  weight 
The  flatter’d  T fee  receives  his  F all ;  and  ftrikes, 

Witliin  his  full-blown  Paunch,  the  lharpen’d  Spikes; 
Strong  Aphareus  had  heav’d  a  mighty  Stone, 

The  Fragment  of  a  Rock ;  and  wou’d  have  thrown ; 

But  The  feus ,  with  a  Club  of  harden’d  Oak, 

The  Cubit-bone  of  the  bold  Centaur  broke ; 

And  left  him  maim’d ;  nor  leconded  the  Stroke. 

Then  leapt  on  tall  Bianors  Back:  (Who  bore 
No  mortal  Burden  but  his  own,  before) 

Prefs’d  with  his  Knees  his  Sides;  the  double  Man, 

His  jfpeed  with  Spurs  increas’d,  unwilling  ran. 

One  Hand  the  Hero  fallen ’ d  on  his  Locks  ; 

His  other  ply’d  him  with  repeated  Strokes. 

The  Club  rung  round  his  Ears,  and  batter’d  Brows ; 

He  falls;  and  ladling  up  his  Heels,  his  Rider  throws. 

The  lame  Herculean  Arms,  Ncdymnus  wound ; 

And  lay  by  him  Lycotas  on  the  Ground. 

And  Hippajiii •,  whofc  Beard  his  Brcall  invades ; 

And  Ripheusy  Haunter  of  the  W oodland  Shades : 

And  Tereus ,  us’d  with  Mountain-Bears  to  drive ; 

And  from  their  Dens  to  draw  th’  indignant  Bealls  alive. 


Or 


Demolcon  cou’d  not  bear  this  hateful  Sight 


long  Fortune  of  tin  Athenian  Knight 
But  pull’d  with  all  his  Force,  to  dilengage 

the  Product  of  an  Agt 


Fr  om  E 


Pine 


The  Root  lluck  fall:  The  broken  Tr in 
At  7  he  feus:  The  feus  frullrates  his  Intent; 
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And  leaps  aflde ;  by  Pallas  warn’d,  the  Blow 
To  fliun:  (for  fo  he  faid ;  and  v/e  believ’d  it  fo.) 

Y et  not  in  vain  th’  enormous  W eight  was  call  * 
Which  Crantof  s  Body  hinder’d  at  the  Waift : 

Thy  Father’s  ’Squire,  Achilles ,  and  his  Care ; 
Whom  conquer’d  in  the  Polopeian  W ar. 

Their  King,  his  prefent  Ruin  to  prevent, 

A  Pledge  of  Peace  implor’d,  to  Peleus  lent. 

Thy  Sire,  with  grieving  Eyes,  beheld  his  Fate; 
And  cry’d,  Not  long,  lov’d  Grantor ,  lhalt  thou  wait 
Thy  vow’d  Revenge.  At  once  he  faid,  and  threw 
His  Allien-Spear ;  which  quiver’d,  as  it  flew; 


which  quiver’d,  as  it  flew 


With  all  his  Force,  and  all  his  Soul  apply’d ; 

The  lharp  Point  enter’d  in  the  Centaur’s  Side : 
Both  Hands,  to  wrench  it  out,  the  Monfler  join’d 


And  wrench’d 


but  left  the  Steel  behind 


Stuck  in  his  Lungs  it  flood :  Inrag’d  he  rears 
His  Hoofs,  and  down  to  Ground  thy  Father  bears 
Thus  trampled  under  Foot,  his  Shield  defends 


Thus  trampled  under  Foot,  his  Shield  defends 
His  Head ;  his  other  Hand  the  Lance  protends. 
Ev’n  while  he  lay  extended  on  the  Dull, 

He  Iped  the  Centaur,  with  one  Angle  Thruft. 
Two  more,  his  Lance  before  transfix’d  from  far 
And  two,  his  Sword  had  flain,  in  clofer  War. 
To  thcle  was  added  Dory  las ,  who  Ipread 
A  Bull’s  two  goring  Horns  around  his  Head. 
With  thefe  he  pulh’d;  in  Blood  already  dy’d, 
Flim,  fcarlels,  I  approach’d;  and  thus  defy’d: 
Now  Monfler,  now,  by  Proof  it  iliall  appear. 
Whether  thy  Horns  are  1  harper,  or  my  Spear. 
At  this,  I  threw:  For  want  of  other  Ward, 

FTc  lifted  up  his  Eland,  his  Front  to  guard. 
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His  Hand  it  pafs’d ;  and  fix’d  it  to  his  Brow : 

Loud  Shouts  of  ours  attend  the  lucky  Blow. 

Him  Pelem  finilh’d,  with  a  fecond  Wound, 

Which  thro’  the  Navel  pierc’d:  He  reel’d  around ;  ^ 
And  dragg’d  his  dangling  Bowels  on  the  Ground.  ^ 

Trod  what  he  drag’d;  and  what  he  trod  he  cruflfd: 

And  to  his  Mother-Earth,  with  empty  Belly,  rufli’d. 

The  Story  c/Cyllarus  and  Hylonome. 

Nor  cou’d  thy  Form,  O  Cyllarusj  foreflow 
Thy  Fate ;  (if  Form  to  Monfters  Men  allow : ) 

Juft  bloom’d  thy  Beard:  Thy  Beard  of  golden  Hue: 

Thy  Locks,  in  golden  Waves,  about  thy  Shoulders  flew. 
Sprightly  thy  Look :  Thy  Shapes  in  ev’ry  Part 
So  clean,  as  might  inftrudfc  the  Sculptor’s  Art ; 

As  far  as  Man  extended:  Where  began 
The  Beaft,  the  Beaft  was  equal  to  the  Man. 


Add  but  a  Horfe’s  Head  and  Neck 


and  he 


0  Caftor ,  was  a  Courfer  worthy  thee. 

So  was  his  Back  proportion’d  for  the  Seat ; 

So  rofe  his  brawny  Cheft ;  lo  fwiftly  mov’d  his  Feet 
Coal-black  his  Colour,  but  like  Jet  it  Ihone; 

His  Legs  and  flowing  Tail  were  white  alone. 
Bclov’d  by  many  Maidens  of  his  Kind ; 

But  Fair  Hylonome  poflefs’d  his  Mind; 

Hylonome ,  for  Features,  and  for  Face, 

Excelling  all  the  Nymphs  of  double  Race : 

Nor  lels  her  Blandifliments,  than  Beauty,  move; 

At  once  both  loving,  and  confefling  Love. 

For  him  flic  drels’d:  For  him  with  Female  Care 
She  comb’d,  and  fet  in  Curls,  her  auborn  Hair. 


Of 
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Of  Rofes,  Violets,  and  Lillies  mix’d, 

And  Sprigs  of  flowing  Rofemary  betwixt, 

She  form’d  the  Chaplet,  that  adorn’d  her  Front : 

In  Waters  of  the  Pagcijcean  Fount, 

And  in  the  Streams  that  from  the  Fountain  play. 

She  wafli’d  her  Face;  and  bath’d  her  twice  a  Day. 

The  Scarf  of  Furs,  that  hung  below  her  Side, 

Was  Ermin,  or  the  Panther’s  Ipotted  Pride ; 

Spoils  of  no  common  Beall :  With  equal  Flame 
They  lov’d:  Their  Silvan  Pleafures  were  the  fame: 

All  Day  they  hunted :  And  when  Day  expir’d, 
Together  to  fome  fliady  Cave  retir’d  : 

Invited  to  the  Nuptials,  both  repair: 

And,  Side  by  Side,  they  both  engage  in  War. 

Uncertain  from  what  Hand,  a  flying  Dart 
At  Cyllarus  was  lent;  which  pierc’d  his  Heart. 

The  Javelin  drawn  from  out  the  mortal  Wound, 

He  faints  with  ftagg’ring  Steps ;  and  feeks  the  Ground 
The  Fair,  within  her  Arms  receiv’d  his  Fall, 

And  flrove  his  wand’ring  Spirits  to  recall  : 

And  while  her  Hand  the  Breaming  Blood  oppos’d, 
Join’d  Face  to  Face,  his  Lips  with  hers  flic  clos’d. 

Stifled  with  KiflTes,  a  fweet  Death  he  dies ; 

She  fills  the  Fields  with  midiflinguifli’d  Cries: 

At  leaft  her  Words  were  in  her  Clamour  drown’d ; 

For  my  ftunn’d  Ears  receiv’d  no  vocal  Sound. 

In  madncfs  of  her  Grief,  flic  fciz’d  the  Dart 


To  her  bare  Bofom  the  (harp  Point  apply ’d; 
And  wounded  fell;  and  falling  by  his  Side, 
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Ev’11  Hi J 1  methinks,  i  fee  Phecocomes ; 

Strange  was  his  Habit ,  and  as  odd  his  Drefs. 

O 

Six  Lions  Hides,  with  Thongs  together  faff 
His  upper  Part  defended  to  his  Waift: 

And  where  Man  ended,  the  continued  V eft. 

Spread  on  his  Back 

A  Stump  too  heavy  for  a  Team  to  draw, 

(It  feems  a  Fable,  tho’  the  Fad  I  law;) 

He  threw  at  Pholon ;  the  defeending  B1  ow 
Divides  the  Skull,  and  cleaves  his  Head  in  two. 


T1 


J.C  ju 


Brains,  from  Nofe  and  Mouth,  and  either  Ear 


Came  i filling  out,  as  through  a  C 


■to 


O' 


olendar 


The  curdled  Milk;  or  from  the  Prefs  the  Whey: 
Driv’n  down  by  Weights  above,  is  drain’d  away. 


But  him,  while  hooping  down  to  fp oil  the  Slain, 
Pierc’d  through  the  Paunch,  I  tumbled  on  the  Plain. 
Then  Clot  bony  us ,  and  Tele  boas  I  flew : 

A  Fork  the  former  arm’d;  a  Dart  his  Fellow  threw. 
The  Javelin  wounded  me;  (behold  the  Scar.) 

Then  was  my  Time  to  feck  the  Irojan  War; 

Then  I  was  hleblof  s  Match  in  open  Field; 

But  he  was  then  unborn  ;  at  lead  a  Child  : 

Now,  I  am  nothing.  I  forbear  to  tell 


Now,  I  am  nothing.  I  forbear  to  tell 
By  Peri  pi?  a  mas  how  Pyre  Ms  fell ; 

The  Centaur  by  the  Knight:  Nor  will  I  flay 
On  Amphyx?  or  what  Deaths  he  dealt  that  Day: 
What  Honour,  with  a  pointlefs  Lance,  he  won, 
Stuck  in  the  Front  of  a  Four-footed  Man. 

What  Fame  young  Macarens  obtain’d  in  Fight: 
Or  dwell  on  Ncjfus ,  now  return’d  from  Flight. 
How  Prophet  Mop  fas  not  alone  divin’d. 

Whole  Valour  enual’d  his  fordeeing  Mind. 
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C  m  n  e  u  s  transform'  cl  to  cm  Eag  le, 

Already  Cane  us  ■,  with  his  conquering  Hand, 
Had  flaughter’d  five  the  hoi  deft  of  their  Band. 
Pyrachmus ,  Uelymus-,  Antrmm  ’bus, 

Bromus  the  Brave,  and  ilronger  Sliphclus-j 
Their  Names  I  number’d,  and  remember  well. 
No  Trace  remaining,  by  what  Wounds  they  fell 


Latreus ,  the  bulkieft  of  the  double  Race, 


Whom  the  Ip  oil’d  Anns  of  fiain  Male  [us  grac 


Ca 


In  Years  retaining;  Bill  his  Youthful  Might, 

O  J 

Though  iris  black  Hairs  were  intcrlpers’d  with  White, 


Betwixt  th’imbattlecl  Ranks  began  to  prance 
Proud  of  his  Helm  and  Macedonian  Lance ; 


And  rode  the  Ring  around ;  that  either  Hoaft 
Might  hear  him,  while  he  made  this  empty  Boaft 
And  from  a  Strumpet  fliall  we  fuffer  Shame, 

For  Camis  ftill,  not  Caucus  is  thy  Name: 

And  ftill  the  Native  Softools  of  thy  Rind 
Prevails;  and  leaves  the  Woman  in  thy  Mind: 
Remember  what  thou  wert ;  what  Price  was  paid 
To  change  thy  Sex;  to  make  thee  not  a  Maid; 
And  but  a  Man  in  flicw:  Go,  card  and  /pin; 

And  leave  the  Bufinefs  of  the  War  to  Men. 
While  thus  the  Boa  her  exercis’d  his  Pride, 


? 


The  fatal  Spear  of  Caucus  reach’d  bis  Side: 


Juft  in  the  mixture  of  the  Kinds  it  ran  ; 


Betwixt 


Beafh  and  upper  M 


The  Monftcr  mad  with  .Rage  and  ftung  with  Smart) 
His  Lance  directed  at  the  1 


in  v 

ler 


art : 


ft  ftrook;  blit  bounded  from  his  harden’d  Brea  ft. 
Like  Hail  from  Tiles,  which  the  late  .Houle  inveft. 
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Nor  feem’d  the  Stroke  with  more  effect  to  come. 
Than  a  fmall  Pebble  falling  on  a  Drum. 

He  next  his  Fauchion  try  d,  in  clofer  Fight ; 

But  the  keen  Fauchion  had  no  Pow’r  to  bite. 

He  thrufl ;  the  blunted  Point  return’d  again : 

Since  downright  Blows,  he  cry’d,  and  Thrufts  are  vaii 
I’ll  prove  his  Side ;  in  flrong  Embraces  held 
He  prov’d  his  Side  *  his  Side  the  Sword  repell  d: 

His  hollow  Belly  eccho’d  to  the  Stroke; 

Untouch’d  his  Body,  as  a  folid  Rock; 

Aim’d  at  his  Neck  at  lafl,  the  Blade  in  Shivers  broke 
Th’  Impaflive  Knight  flood  Idle,  to  deride 
His  Rage,  and  offer’d  oft  his  naked  Side ; 

At  length,  now  Monfler,  in  thy  turn,  he  cry’d. 

Try  thou  the  Strength  of  Cceneus :  At  the  Word 
He  thrufl;  and  in  his  Shoulder  plung’d  the  Sword. 
Then  writh’d  his  Hand;  and  as  he  drove  it  down. 
Deep  in  his  Breaft,  made  many  Wounds  in  one. 

The  Centaurs  law,  inrag’d,  th’  unhop’d  Succefs ; 
And  ruffling  on,  in  Crowds,  together  prefs ; 

At  him,  and  him  alone,  their  Darts  they  threw : 


Repuls’d  they  from  his  fated  Body  flew. 

Amaz’d  they  flood ;  till  Mony chus  began, 

O  Shame,  a  Nation  conquer’d  by  a  Man! 

A  Woman-Man;  yet  more  a  Man  is  He, 

Than  all  our  Race;  and  what  He  was,  arc  We. 

Now,  what  avail  our  Nerves?  th’ united  Force, 

Of  two  the  flrongcfl  Creatures,  Man  and  Horfe ; 

Nor  Goddefs-born ;  nor  of  lx  tori  s  Seed 
We  fee m •  (a  Lover  built  for  ' 'funds  Bed;) 

Maflcr’d  by  this  half  Man.  Whole  Mountains  throw 
With  Woods  at  once,  and  bury  him  below. 


This 


f 
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This  only  way  remains.  Nor  need  we  doubt 
To  choak  the  Soul  within;  though  not  to  force  it  out: 
Heap  Weights,  inftead  of  Wounds.  He  chanc’d  to  fee 


Where  Southern  Storms  had  rooted  up  a  Tree ; 


This,  rais’d  from  Earth,  againft  the  Foe  he  threw; 


Th’  Example  hie wn ,  his  Fellow-Brutes  purflie. 


With  Forelf-loads  the  Warrior  they  invade; 

Othrys  and  Pelion  loon  were  void  of  Shade ; 

And  ipreading  Groves  were  naked  Mountains  made. 
Prels’d  with  the  Burden,  Cteneus  pants  for  Breath ; 
And  on  his  Shoulders  bears  the  Wooden  Death. 

n 


To  heave  th’ intolerable  Weight  he  tries; 

At  length  it  rofe  above  his  Mouth  and  Eyes  : 

Yet  hill  he  heaves;  and,  ftrugling  with  Delpair, 
Shakes  all  afide,  and  gains  a  gulp  of  Air: 

A  Ihort  Relief,  which  but  prolongs  his  Pain ; 

He  faints  by  Fits;  and  then  reipires  again: 

At  laft,  the  Burden  only  nods  above. 

As  when  an  Earthquake  itirs  th’  Idcean  Grove. 
Doubtful  his  Death :  He  luiFocated  leem’d. 

To  molt ;  but  otherwife  our  Mop  jus  deem’d. 

Who  faid  he  law  a  yellow  Bird  arife 

From  out  the  Pile,  and  cleave  the  liquid  Skies : 

I  faw  it  too,  with  golden  Feathers  bright; 

Nor  e’er  before  beheld  fo  ftrange  a  Sight. 

Whom  Mopfus  viewing,  as  it  (oar’d  around 
Our  Troop,  and  heard  the  Pinions  rattling  Sound, 
All  hail,  he  cry’d,  thy  Country’s  Grace  and  Love; 
Once  fir  ft  of  Men  below,  now  fir  it  of  Birds  above. 
Its  Author  to  the  Story  gave  Belief: 

For  us,  our  Courage  was  increas’d  by  Grief: 


R  r  r  r  r 
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Alham’d  to  fee  a  fingle  Man,  purfii’d 
With  odds,  to  fink  beneath  a  Multitude, 

We  pufh’d  the  Foe;  and,  forc’d  to  fhameful  Flight, 
Part  fell,  and  Part  efcap’d  by  Favour  of  the  Night. 

The  Fate  o/Periclymenos. 

This  Tale  by  Neflor  told  did  much  difpleafe 
Tlepolemus  the  Seed  of  Hercules'. 

For,  often  he  had  heard  his  Father  fay. 

That  he  himfelf  was  prefent  at  the  Fray; 

And  more  than  fliar’d  the  Glories  of  the  Day. 

% 

Old  Chronicle,  he  faid,  among  the  reft. 

You  might  have  nam’d  Alcides  at  the  leaft: 

Is  he  not  worth  your  Praife  ?  The  Pylian  Prince 

Sigh’d  ere  he  fjpoke ;  then  made  this  proud  Defence. 
My  former  Woes  in  long  Oblivion  drown’d, 

I  wou’d  have  loft;  but  you  renew  the  Wound: 
Better  to  pafs  him  o’er,  than  to  relate 
The  Caufe  I  have  your  mighty  Sire  to  hate. 

His  Fame  has  fill’d  the  World,  and  reach’d  the  Sky; 
(Which,  Oh,  I  wifli,  with  Truth,  I  cou’d  deny !) 

W  e  praife  not  He  Bor ;  though  his  Name,  we  know. 
Is  great  in  Arms ;  ’tis  hard  to  praife  a  Foe. 

Fie,  your  great  Father,  levell’d  to  the  Ground 
Mcjfenids  Tow’rs:  Nor  better  Fortune  found 
Elis,  and  Pylos ;  That  a  neighb’ring  State, 

And  This  my  own :  Both  guiltlefs  of  their  Fate. 

T o  pafs  the  reft,  twelve,  wanting  one,  he  flew ; 
My  Brethren,  who  their  Birth  from  Neleus  drew. 

All  Youths  of  early  Promifc,  had  they  liv’d; 

By  him  they  perifh’d:  I  alone  furviv’d. 

The  reft  were  eafic  Conqucft:  But  the  Fate 
O  f  Pen  clymenos,  is  wondrous  to  relate. 


To  him,  our  common  Grandfire  of  the  Main, 

Had  giv’n  to  change  Ms  J*Form,  and  chang’d,  refume  again. 
Vary’d  at  Pleailire,  every  Shape  he  try’d; 

And  in  all  Bealls  Ale  ides  Hill  defy’d: 

Vanquifh’d  on  Earth,  at  length  he  foar’d  above ; 
Chang’d  to  the  Bird,  that  bears  the  Bolt  of  Jove: 

The  new-diflembled  Eagle,  now  endu’d 
With  Beak  and  Pounces,  Hercules  purfu’d, 

And  cuff’d  his  manly  Cheeks,  and  tore  his  Face; 

Then,  lafe  retir’d,  and  tour’d  in  empty  fpace. 

Alcides  bore  not  long  his  flying  F oe ; 

But  bending  his  inevitable  Bow, 

Reach’d  him  in  Air,  fulpended  as  he  flood ; 

And  in  his  Pinion  fix’d  the  feather’d  Wood. 


Light  was  the  W ound ;  but  in  the  Sinew  hung 
The  Point;  and  his  dilabled  Wing  unftrung. 

He  wheel’d  in  Air,  and  ftretch’d  his  Vans  in  vain ; 

His  Vans  no  longer  cou’d  his  Flight  fuftain: 

For  while  one  gather’d  Wind,  one  unliipply’d 
Hung  drooping  down,  nor  pois’d  his  other  Side. 

He  fell :  The  Shaft  that  flightly  was  imprefs’d. 

Now  from  his  heavy  Fall  with  weight  increas’d, 

D  rove  through  his  N eck,  aflant ;  he  fpurns  the  Ground, 
And  the  Soul  ifliies  through  the  Weazon’s  Wound. 

Now,  brave  Commander  of  the  Rhodian  Seas, 

What  Praifc  is  due  from  me,  to  Hercules  ? 

Silence  is  all  the  Vengeance  I  decree 

For  my  llain  Brothers;  but  ’tis  Peace  with  thee. 

Thus  with  a  flowing  Tongue  old  Nefior  fpoke: 

Then,  to  full  Bowls  each  other  they  provoke : 

At  length,  with  Wearinefs  and  Wine  opprefs’d, 

They  rife  from  Table ;  and  withdraw  to  Refl. 
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The  Death  o/Acpilles. 


The  Sire  of  Cyynus,  Monarch  of  the  Main,  > 

Mean  time,  laments  his  Son,  in  Battel  llain,  \ 

And  vows  the  Victor’s  Death;  nor  vows  in  vain.  S 

*> 

For  nine  long  Years  the  {mother’d  Pain  he  bore; 

(. Achilles'  was  not  ripe  for  Fate,  before : ) 

Then  when  he  law  the  promis’d  Flour  was  near. 

He  thus  be  {poke  the  God,  that  guides  the  Year. 
Immortal  Offspring  of  my  Brother  Jove ; 

My  bright  eft  Nephew,  and  whom  belt  I  love. 

Whole  Hands  were  join’d  with  mine,  to  raife  the  Wall 
Of  tottring  Troy ,  now  nodding  to  her  Fall, 

D oil  thou  not  mourn  our  Pow’r  employ’d  in  vain ; 

And  the  D  efender s  of  our  City  llain  ? 

To  pafs  the  reft,  cou’d  noble  Trie  Bor  lie 
Unpity’d,  drag’d  around  his  Native  Troy  ? 

And  yet  the  Murd’rer  lives :  Himfelf  by  far 
A  greater  Plague,  than  all  the  wafteful  War: 

He  lives;  the  proud  P elides  lives,  to  boaft 
Our  Town  deftroy’d,  our  common  Labour  loft. 

O,  could  I  meet  him !  But  I  with  too  late: 

To  prove  my  Trident  is  not  in  his  Fate! 

But  let  him  try  (for  that’s  allow’d)  thy  Dart, 

And  pierce  his  only  penetrable  Part. 


Apollo  bows  to  the  fuperior  Throne; 

And  to  his  Uncle’s  Anger,  adds  his  own. 

Then  in  a  Cloud  involv’d,  he  takes  his  Flight, 
Where  Greeks  and  Trojans  mix’d  in  mortal  Fight; 


And  ftain’d  his  Arrows  with  Plebeian  Blood: 


Phoebus 
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Phoebus'  to  him  alone  the  God  confels’d. 

Then  to  the  recreant  Knight,  he  thus  addrefs’d. 

Doll  thou  not  blulh,  to  fpend  thy  Shafts  in  vain 

« 

On  a  degenerate  and  ignoble  Train? 

If  Fame,  or  better  V engeance,  be  thy  Care, 

There  aim :  And,  with  one  Arrow,  end  the  War. 

He  laid ;  and  Ihew’d  from  far  the  blazing  Shield 

*  j 

And  Sword,  which ,  but  Achilles ,  none  cou’d  wield ; 
And  how  he  mov’d  a  God,  and  mow’d  the  Handing  Field. 
The  Deity  himlelf  directs  aright 
Th'invenom’d  Shaft;  and  wings  the  fatal  Flight. 

Thus  fell  the  for em oft  of  the  Grecian  Name; 

And  He,  the  bafe  Adult ’rer,  bo  alls  the  Fame. 

A  Spectacle  to  glad  the  Trojan  Train; 

And  pleafe  old  Priam ,  after  He  hi  or  flain. 

If  by  a  Female  Hand  he  had  forefeen 

He  was  to  die,  his  With  had  rather  been 

The  Lance  and  double  Ax  of  the  fair  Warriour  Queen. 

And  now  the  Terror  of  the  Trojan  Field, 

The  Grecian  Honour,  Ornament,  and  Shield, 

High  on  a  Pile,  th’  Unconquer’d  Chief  is  plac’d, 

The  God  that  arm’d  him  firll,  confum’d  at  laft. 

Of  all  the  mighty  Man,  the  final!  Remains 
A  little  Urn,  and  fcarcely  fill’d,  contains. 

Y et  great  in  Homer ,  Hill  Achilles  lives ; 

And  equal  to  himlelf,  himlelf  furvives. 

His  Buckler  owns  its  former  Lord ;  and  brings 
New  caule  of  Strife,  betwixt  contending  Kings; 

Who  Worthielt  after  him,  his  Sword  to  wield. 

Or  wear  his  Armour,  or  fill  tain  his  Shield. 

Ev’n  Diomede  late  mute,  with  down-call  Eyes; 
Confcious  of  wanted  Worth  to  win  the  Prize: 

S  ffff 
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Nor  Menelaus  prefum’d  thefe  Arms  to  claim? 
Nor  He  the  King  of  Men,  a  greater  Name. 

Two  Rivals  only  rofe:  Laertes’  Son, 

And  the  vaft  Bulk  of  Vtjax  Telamon : 

The  King,  who  cherifh’d  each,  with  equal  Love, 
And  from  himfelf  all  Envy  wou’d  remove. 

Left  both  to  be  determin’d  by  the  Laws ; 

And  to  the  Grecian  Chiefs  transferr’d  the  Caufe. 


* 


7  he  End  of  the  Twelfth  Book. 
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Others 


The  Speeches  of  Ajax  and  Ulysses 


By  Air.  D  R  Y  D  E  N. 


WM' 


H  E  Chiefs  were  fet ;  the  Soldiers  crown’d 

the  Field : 

To  thefe  the  Matter  of  the  feven- fold  Shield, 
Upftarted  fierce:  And  kindled  with  Difdain 
Eager  to  fpeak,  unable  to  contain 
His  boiling  Rage,  he  rowl’d  his  Eyes  around 
The  Shore,  and  Grecian  Gallics  hail’d  a-ground. 

Then  firetching  out  his  Hands,  O  fove,  he  cry’d. 


Mult 


Caufe  before  the  Fleet  be 


y’d 


And  dares  U Iff  s  for  the  Prize  contend, 

In  fight  of  what  he  durfi  not  once  defend  ? 

But  baldly  fled  that  memorable  Day, 

When  1  from  TJeBors  Hands  redeem’d  the  flaming  Prey 

So  much  ’tis  iafer  at  the  noific  Bar 

With  Words  to  flourilh  than  in  gage  in  War. 


I 


t 
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By  difPrent  Methods  we  maintain  our  Right? 

ISTor  am  I  made  to  Talk?  nor  he  to  Fight. 

In  bloody  Fields  I  labour  to  be  great; 

His  Arms  are  a  fmooth  Tongue?  and  foft  Deceit: 
Nor  need  I  Ipeak  my  Deeds?  for  thole  you  fee. 
The  Sun  and  Day  are  Witnelfes  for  me. 

Let  him  who  lights  unleen?  relate  his  own, 

\ 

c 

And  vouch  the  filent  Stars,  and  conlcious  Moon. 
Great  is  the  Prize  demanded?  I  confels. 

But  fuch  an  abjedt  Rival  makes  it  lels; 

That  Gift?  thole  Honours?  he  but  hop’d  to  gain? 
Can  leave  no  room  for  Ajax  to  be  vain : 

Loling  he  wins?  becaufe  his  Name  will  be 
Ennobled  by  D  efeat?  who  durlt  contend  with  me. 
Were  my  known  Valour  queltion’d,  yet  my  Blood 
Without  that  Plea  wou’d  make  my  Title  good: 

My  Sire  was  Telamon ,  whole  Arms,  employ’d 
With  Hercules ?  thele  Trojan  Walls  dehroy’d ; 

And  who  before  with  Jafon ,  lent  from  Greece ? 

In  the  firlt  Ship  brought  home  the  Golden  Fleece  : 
Great  Telamon  from  TEacus  derives 


His  Birth  (th5  Inquilitor  of  guilty  Lives 

In  Shades  below ;  where  Sijyphus ,  whofe  Son 

This  Thief  is  thought,  rouls  up  the  reltlels  heavy  Stone.) 

Juft  TEacus ?  the  King  of  Gods  above 

Begot:  Thus  Ajax  is  the  third  from  Jove. 


Nor  lliou’d  I  feek  Advantage  from  my  Line? 


Unlels  {Achilles)  it  were  mix’d  with  thine: 


As  next  of  Kin  Achilles'  Arms  I  claim ; 

a  Foreign  Name 
Upon  our  Stock?  and  the  Sifyphian  Seed 


Ihis  fellow  wou’d  ingraft 


By  Fraud  and  Theft  allerts  his  Father’s  Breed: 


Then 
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Then  muft  I  lofe  thefe  Arms,  becaufe  I 


To  fight  uneall’d 


voluntary  Name 


Nor  lliunn’d  the  Caule,  but  offer’d  you  my  Aid, 
While  he  long  lurking  was  to  War  betray’d : 
Forc’d  to  the  Field  he  came,  but  in  the  Reer ; 
And  feign’d  Difirachon  to  conceal  his  Fear: 

Till  one  more  cunning  caught  him  in  the  Snare ; 


(Ill  for  himfelf)  and  dragg’d  him  into  War. 

Now  let  a  Hero’s  Arms  a  Coward  veft. 

And  he  who  Ihunn’d  all  Honours,  gain  the  bell : 

And  let  me  Hand  excluded  from  my  Right, 

Robb’d  of  my  Kiiifinan’s  Arms,  who  firfi:  appear  ’  d  in  Fight. 
Better  for  us,  at  home  had  he  remain’d, 

Had  it  been  true  the  Madnels  which  he  feign'd, 

Or  fo  believ’d  •  the  lefs  had  been  our  Shame, 

The  lels  his  counfell’d  Crime,  which  brands  the  Grecian 
Nor  Philo&etes  had  been  left  inclos’d  [Name ; 

In  a  bare  Ifle,  to  Wants  and  Pains  expos’d. 

Where  to  the  Rocks,  with  folitary  Groans, 

His  Sufferings  and  our  Bafenefs  he  bemoans ;  ^ 

And  willies  (fo  may  Heav’n  his  Willi  fulfill) 

The  due  Reward  to  him  who  caus’d  his  Ill. 

Now  he,  with  us  to  Troy's  Deftruction  fworn, 

Our  Brother  of  the  War,  by  whoni  are  born 
Abides'  Arrows,  pent  in  narrow  Bounds, 

With  Cold  and  Hunger  pinch’d,  and  pain’d  with  W ounds. 
To  find  him  Food  and  Gloathirig,  mull  employ 
Againll  the  Birds  the  Shafts  due  to  the  Fate  of  Troy . 

Yet  Hill  he  lives,  and  Jives  from  Trealbn  free, 

Bccaufe  he  left  Ulyjfes ’  Company:  : 

Poor  Palamede  might  wilh,  fo  void  of  Aid, 


Rather  to  have  been  left,  than  fo  to  Death  betray’d: 

T  1 1 1 1 
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The  Coward  bore  the  Man  immortal  Spight, 

Who  ftiam’d  him  out  of  Madnefs  into  Fight: 

Nor  daring  other  wife  to  vent  his  Hate, 

Accus’d  him  firft  of  Treafon  to  the  State ; 

And  then  for  proof  produc’d  the  golden  Store, 
Himfelf  had  hidden  in  his  T ent  before : 

Thus  of  two  Champions  he  depriv’d  our  Hoft® 

By  Exile  one,  and  one  by  Treafon  loft. 

•  • 

Thus  fights  UlyJJes ,  thus  his  Fame  extends, 

A  formidable  Man,  but  to  his  Friends: 

Great,  for  what  Greatnefs  is  in  Words  and  Sound, 
Evil  faithful  N eft  or  lefs  in  both  is  found: 

But  that  he  might  without  a  Rival  reign. 

He  left  this  faithful  Neftor  on  the  Plain ; 

Forfook  his  Friend  ev’n  at  his  utmoft  Need, 

Who  tir’d,  and  tardy  with  his  wounded  Steed, 
Cry’d  out  for  Aid,  and  call’d  him  by  his  Name; 
But  Cowardice  has  neither  Ears  nor  Shame : 

Thus  fled  the  good  old  Man,  bereft  of  Aid, 

And,  for  as  much  as  lay  in  him,  betray’d  : 

That  this  is  not  a  Fable  forg’d  by  me. 

Like  one  of  his,  an  Ulyftean  Lie, 

I  vouch  ev’n  Diomede ,  who  tho’  his  Friends 
Cannot  that  Act  excufe,  much  lefs  defend : 

I 

He  call’d  him  back  aloud,  and  tax’d  his  Fear; 

And  fure  enough  he  heard,  but  durft  not  hear.. 

The  Gods  with  equal  Eyes  on  Mortals  look. 

He  juftly  was  forfaken,  who  forfook: 

Wanted  that  Succour  he  refus’d  to  lend, 

Found  evry  Fellow  Rich  another  Friend: 

No  wonder,  if  he  roar’d  that  all  might  hear; 

His  Elocution  was  increas’d  by  Fear: 
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I  heard,  I  ran,  I  found  him  out  of  Breath, 

Pale,  trembling,  and  half  dead  with  fear  of  Death. 
Though  he  had  judg’d  himfelf  by  his  own  Laws, 

And  hood  condemn’d,  I  help’d  the  common  Caufe : 
With  my  broad  Buckler  hid  him  from  the  Foe; 

(Ev’n  the  Shield  trembled  as  he  lay  below ;) 

And  from  impending  Fate  the  Coward  freed: 

Good  Heav’n  forgive  me  for  fo  bad  a  Deed  t 
If  hill  he  will  perlih,  and  urge  the  Strife, 

Firfi  let  him  give  me  back  his  forfeit  Life : 

Let  him  return  to  that  opprobrious  Field  ; 

Again  creep  under  my  protecting  Shield  : 

Let  him  lie  wounded,  let  the  Foe  be  near. 

And  let  his  quiv’ring  Heart  confefs  his  Fear; 

There  put  him  in  the  very  Jaws  of  Fate ; 

And  let  him  plead  his  Caufe  in  that  Ehate : 

And  yet  when  thatch’d  from  Death,  when  from  below" 
My  lifted  Shield  I  loos’d,  and  let  him  go ; 


how  light  he  rofe,  with  what  a  bound 


& 


Good  Heav’ns,  how  light  he  rote,  with  what  a  bound 
He  Iprung  from  Earth,  forgetful  of  his  Wound; 

How  freth,  how  eager  then  his  F eet  to  ply ; 

Who  had  not  Strength  to  hand,  had  Speed  to  fly ! 

Vie  Bor  came  on,  and  brought  the  Gods  along; 

Fear  feiz’d  alike  the  Feeble  and  the  Strong  : 

Each  Greek  was  an  UlyJJ'ex ;  liich  a  Dread 
Th  Approach,  and  ev’n  tlie  Sound  of  HcBor  bred : 
Him,  ffelh’d  with  S  laughter,  and  with  Conquett  crown’d 
I  met,  and  over-turn’d  him  to  the  Ground ; 

When  after,  matchlefs  as  he  deem’d  in  Might, 

He  challeng’d  all  our  Hof:  to  fingJc  Fight; 

All  Eyes  were  fix’d  on  me:  The  Lots  were  thrown; 


The  Lots 


But  for  your  Champion  I  was  willi’d 
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Y our  V ows  were  heard ;  we  fought,  and  neither  yield ; 
Yet  I  return’d  unvaiiquilh’d  from  the  Field. 

W ith  jjoue  to  friend  th’  inlul ting  Tro jan  came, 

And  menac’d  us  with  Force,  our  Fleet  with  Flame: 
Was  it  the  Strength  of  this  Tongue-valiant  Lord, 

In  that  black  Hour,  that  lav’d  you  from  the  Sword? 

Or  was  my  Bread:  expos’d  alone,  to  brave 
A  thoufand  Swords,  a  thoufand  Ships  to  fave  ? 

The  hopes  of  your  return !  And  can  you  yields, 

For  a  lav’d  Fleet,  lefs  than  a  lingle  Shield? 

Think  it  no  Boall,  O  Grecians \  if  I  deem 

^  _  ; 

Thefe  Arms  want  Ajax,  more  than  Ajax  them ; 

Or,  I  with  them  an  equal  Honour  Ihare ; 

They  honour’d  to  be  worn,  and  I  to  wear. 

with  his  Sleight  ? 

As  well  he  may  compare  the  Day  with  Night. 

Night  is  indeed  the  Province  of  liis  Reign : 

Y et  all  his  dark  Exploits  no  more  contain 
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Than  a  Spy  taken,  and  a  Sleeper  llaiii ; 

A  Pried  made  Pris’ner,  Pallas  made  a  Prey : 

But  none  of  all  thele  Adtions  done  by  Day : 

Nor  ought  of  thele  was  done,  and  Diomede  away. 

If  on  fuch  petty  Merits  you  confer 


Will  he  compare  my  Courage 


So  vad  a  Prize,  let  each  his  Portion  ihare ; 

Make  a  jud  Dividend;  and  if  not  all. 

The  greater  part  to  Diomede  will  fall. 

But  why  for  Ithacus  fuch  Arms  as  thole. 

Who  naked  and  by  Night  invades  his  Foes? 

The  glitt’ring  Flclm  by  Moonlight  will  proclaim 
The  latent  Robber,  and  prevent  his  Game : 

Nor  cou’d  he  hold  his  tottring  Head  upright 
Beneath  that  Morion,  or  fudain  the  Weight; 


JN  or 


_  _  _  _  *  -  -  _  # 
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No  r  that  right  Arm  cou’d  tofs  the  beamy  Lance ; 

ft 

Much  lefs  the  left  that  ampler  Shield  advance ; 

i 

Pond’rous  with  precious  Weight,  and  rough  with  Coif 
Of  the  round  World  in  riling  Gold  embols’d. 

That  Orb  would  ill  become  his  Hand  to  wield. 

And  look  as  for  the  Gold  he  if  ole  the  Shield ; 

9 

Which,  fhou’d  your  Error  on  the  Wretch  bellow. 

It  would  not  frighten,  but  allure  the  Foe: 

Why  asks  he,  what  avails  him  not  in  Fight, 

And  wou’d  but  cumber  and  retard  Iris  Flight, 

In  which  his  only  Excellence  is  plac’d  ? 

You  give  him  Death,  that  intercept  his  Halle. 

Add,  that  his  own  is  yet  a  Maiden-Shield, 

Nor  the  leall  Dint  has  fuffer’d  in  the  Field, 

Guiltlels  of  Fight:  Mine  batter’d,  hew’d,  and  bor’d. 
Worn  out  of  Service,  mull  forfake  his  Lord. 

What  farther  need  of  W ords  our  Right  to  fcan  ? 

My  Arguments  are  Deeds,  let  Abtion  fpeak  the  Man. 
Since  from  a  Champion’s  Arms  the  Strife  arofe, 

So  call  the  glorious  Prize  amid  the  Foes; 

Then  fend  us  to  redeem  both  Arms  and  Shield, 

And  let  him  wear  who  wins  ’em  in  the  Field. 

He  laid :  A  Murmur  from  a  Multitude, 

Or  lomewhat  like  a  Jfifled  Shout  enfu’d  : 


Till  from  his  Seat  arofe  Laertes'  Son, 

Look’d  down  a  while,  and  paus’d  ere  Ire  begun ; 
Then,  to  th’  expecting  Audience,  rais’d  his  Look, 
And  not  without  prepar’d  Attention  {poke: 

Soft  was  his  Tone.,  and  fober  was  his  Face; 


Action  lais  Words,  and  Words  his  Action  grace. 

If  Heav’n,  my  Lords,  had  heard  our  common  Pray’r 
Thole  Arms  had  caus’d  no  Quarrel  for  an  Heir; 


U  u  u  u  u 
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Still  great  Achilles  had  his  own  poftels’d. 

And  we  with  great  Achilles  had  been  blels’d ; 

But  lince  hard  Fate?  and  Heav’n’s  fevere  Decree, 
Have  ravifti’d  him  away  from  you  and  me, 

(At  this  he  iigh’d,  and  wip’d  his  Eyes,  and  drew. 
Or  leem’d  to  draw,  fome  Drops  of  kindly  Dew) 
Who  better  can  fucceed  Achilles  loft, 

Than  He  who  gave  Achilles  to  your  Hoa ft? 

Tin’s  only  I  requeft,  that  neither  He 
May  gain,  by  being  what  he  feems  to  be, 

A  ftupid  T hing ;  nor  I  may  lofe  the  Prize, 

By  having  Senie,  which  Hcav’n  to  him  denies : 
Since,  great  or  fmall,  the  Talent  I  enjoy’d 
Was  ever  in  the  common  Caufe  employ’d* 

Nor  let  my  Wit,  and  wonted  Eloquence, 

Which  often  has  been  us’d  in  your  Defence,, 

And  in  my  own,  this  only  time  be  brought 
To  bear  againft  my  felf,  and  deem’d  a  Fault. 

Make  not  a  Crime,  where  Nature  made  it  none ; 
For  ev’ry  Man  may  freely  ufe  his  own. 

The  Deeds  of  Ions*  defccnded  Anceftors 

O 

Are  but  by  grace  of  Imputation  ours. 

Theirs  in  Eft'cct ;  but  lince  he  draws  his  Line 
From  Jove,  and  feems  to  plead  a  Right  Divine; 
From  Jove,  like  him,  I  claim  my  Pedigree, 

And  am  defcended  in  the  lame  Degree  : 

My  Sire  Laertes  was  Arcc Jins'  Heir, 

Arcefius  was  the  Son  of  Jupiter: 

No  Parricide,  no  banilh’d  Man,  is  known 
In  all  my  Line :  Let  him  exclife  his  own. 

Hermes  ennobles  too  my  Mother’s  Side , 

By  both  my  Parents  to  the  Gods  ally’d ; 
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But  not  becaufe  that  on  the  Female  Part 
My  Blood  is  better?  dare  I  claim  Defert? 

Or  that  my  Sire  from  Parricide  is  free ; 

But  judge  by  Merit  betwixt  Him  and  Me: 

The  Prize  be  to  the  bed: ;  provided  yet 
That  Ajax  for  a  while  his  Kin  forget? 

And  his  great  Sire?  and  greater  Uncle’s  Name? 

To  fortifie  by  them  his  feeble  Claim  : 

Be  Kindred  and  Relation  laid  aflde. 

And  Honour’s  Caufe  by  Laws  of  Honour  try’d: 

For  if  he  plead  Proximity  of  Blood; 

% 

That  empty  Title  is  with  Eafe  withflood. 

Peleus ,  the  Hero’s  Sire?  more  nigh  than  he? 

And  Pyrrhus ?  his  undoubted  Progeny, 

Inherit  firft  thefe  Trophies  of  the  Field; 

T o  Scyros,  or  to  Phthia->  fend  the  Shield : 

And  leucer  has  an  Uncle’s  Right;  yet  he 
Waves  his  Pre  tendons,  nor  contends  with  me. 

1  ' 

Then  dnce  the  Caufe  on  pure  Defert  is  plac’d? 
Whence  (hall  I  take  my  rife?  what  reckon  lad  ? 

I  not  prefume  on  ev’ry  A£t  to  dwell? 

But  take  thefe  few,  in  order  as  they  fell. 

Thetis ?  who  knew  the  Fates,  apply’d  her  Care 
To  keep  Achilles  in  Difguife  from  War; 

And  till  the  threatning  Influence  were  pad:, 

A  Woman’s  Habit  on  the  Hero  caft: 

All  Eyes  were  cozen'd  by  the  borrow’d  Veft, 

And  Ajax  (never  wifer  than  the  red:) 

Found  no  P elides  there:  At  length  I  came 
With  proffer’d  Wares  to  this  pretended  Dame; 

She?  not  difeover’d  by  her  Mien  or  Voice? 

Betray’d  her  Manhood  by  her  manly  Choice; 
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And  while  on  Female  Toys  her  Fellows  look, 

in  her  Warlike  Hand,  a  Javelin  fhook; 
Whom,  by  this  A<51  reveal’d,  I  thus  befpoke : 

O  Goddefs-born !  refill  not  Heav’n’s  Decree, 
The  Fall  of  Ilium  is  referv’d  for  Thee; 

Then  feiz’d  him,  and  produc’d  in  open  Light, 
Sent  blulhing  to  the  Field  the  fatal  Knight. 
Mine  then  are  all  his  Actions  of  the  War, 
Great  1 elephus  was  conquer’d  by  my  Spear, 

And  after  cur’d:  To  me  the  Thebans  owe 
Lesbos ,  and  Tenedos ,  their  overthrow ; 

Syr  os  and  Cylla :  N  ot  on  all  to  dwell. 

By  me  Lyrnefus  and  llrong  Ghryfa  fell : 

And  fince  I  fent  the  Man  who  HeBor  flew, 

To  me  the  noble  HeBoL s  Death  is  due: 


Thofe  Arms  I  put  into  his  living  Hand, 

Thofe  Arms,  P elides  dead,  I  now  demand. 

When  Greece  was  injur’d  in  the  Spartan  Prince 
And  met  at  ydulis  to  avenge  th’  Offence, 


Twas  a  dead  Calm,  or  adverfe  Blafls,  that  reign’d, 
And  in  the  Port  the  W ind-bound  Fleet  detain’d : 


Bad  Signs  were  feen,  and  Oracles  fevere 


Were  daily  thunder’d  in  our  Gen’ral’s  Ear; 
That  by  his  Daughter  s  Blood  we  mull  appeafe 
Dianas  kindled  Wrath,  and  free  the  Seas. 


Affcdlion,  Infrcfl,  Fame,  his  Heart  afTail’d  • 

But  foon  the  Father  o’er  the  King  prevail’d: 
Bold,  on  himfelf  he  took  the  pious  Crime, 

As  angry  with  the  Gods,  as  they  with  him. 

No  Subject  cou’d  fuflain  their  Sov’rcign’s  Look, 
Till  this  hard  Enterprize  I  undertook: 


* 
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I  only  durft  th’  Imperial  Pow’r  controul. 

And  undermin’d  the  Parent  in  his  Soul ; 

Forc’d  him  t’ exert  the  King  for  common  Goods 
And  pay  our  Ranfom  with  his  Daughter’s  Blood. 
Never  was  Caufe  more  difficult  to  plead, 

Than  where  the  Judge  again#  himfelf  decreed : 

Y et  this  I  won  by  dint  of  Argument ; 

The  Wrongs  his  injur’d  Brother  underwent, 

And  his  own  Office,  ffiam’d  him  to  confent. 

’Twas  harder  yet  to  move  the  Mother’s  Mind, 

And  to  this  heavy  Task  was  I  defign’d: 

Reafons  again#  her  Love  I  knew  were  vain ; 

I  circumvented  whom  I  could  not  gain : 

Had  Ajax  been  employ’d,  our  blacken’d  Sails 
Had  ftill  at  Aulis  waited  happy  Gales. 

Arriv’d  at  Troy ,  your  Choice  was  fix’d  on  me, 

A  fearlefs  Envoy,  fit  for  a  bold  Embafiy : 

Secure,  I  enter’d  through  the  hoftile  Court, 

Glitt’ring  with  Steel,  and  crowded  with  Refort : 
There,  in  the  mid#  of  Arms,  I  plead  our  Caufe, 

Urge  the  foul  Rape,  and  violated  Laws ; 

Accufe  the  Foes,  as  Authors  of  the  Strife, 

Reproach  the  Raviflier,  demand  the  Wife. 
j Priam-,  Anterior ,  and  the  wiler  few, 

I  mov’d;  but  Paris  and  his  lawlels  Crew 

Scarce  held  their  Hands,  and  lifted  Swords ;  but  #ood 

In  Ad  to  quench  their  impious  Thirft  of  Blood: 

This  Men  clans  knows;  expos’d  to  lliare 
With  me  the  rough  Prcludium  of  the  War. 

'End Ids  it  were  to  tell  what  1  have  done, 

J  n  Arms,  or  Council,  lince  the  Sie<w  begun ; 


X  x  x  x  x 
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The  firlfc  Encounter’s  pail,  the  Foe  repell’d, 

They  skulk’d  within  the  Town,  we  kept  the  Field. 
War  feem’d  alleep  for  nine  long  Years;  at  length 
Both  Sides  refolv’d  to  pufli,  we  try’d  our  Strength. 
Now  what  did  Ajax  while  our  Arms  took  Breath, 


Vers’d  only  in  the  grofs  mechanick  Trade  of  Death? 


If  you  require  my  Deeds,  with  ambuih’d  Arms 
I  trapp’d  the  Foe,  or  tir’d  with  falfe  Alarms; 
Secur’d  the  Ships,  drew  Lines  along  the  Plain, 
c  Fainting  cheat’d,  chaltis’d  the  Rebel-train, 


Ti 


Provided  Forage,  our  Ipent  Arms  renew’d; 

Employ’d  at  home,  or  lent  abroad,  the  common  Caule  pur- 


T he  King,  deluded  in  a  Dream  by  Jove, 

De  Ip  air’d  to  take  the  Town,  and  order’d  to  remove. 
What  Subject  durlt  arraign  the  Pow’r  Supream, 
Producing  Jove  to  jultifie  his  Dream? 

Ajax  might  with  the  Soldiers  to  retain 
From  lhameful  Flight,  but  Willies  were  in  vain: 

As  wanting  of  Effect  had  been  his  Words, 

Such  as  of  Courfe  his  thundring  Tongue  alfords. 

But  did  this  Boalter  threaten,  did  he  pray. 

Or  by  his  own  Example  urge  their  Stay  ? 

None,  none  of  thcfe\  but  ran  himfelf  away. 

I  faw  him  run,  and  was  alham’d  to  fee; 

Who  ply’d  his  Feet  fo  fait  to  get  aboard  as  He? 


[fu-d. 


i  lien  Speeding  through  the  Place,  I  made  a  Hand 
And  loudly  cry’d,  O  bale,  degenerate  Band, 

To  leave  a  Town  already  in  your  Eland! 

After  fo  long  Expcncc  of  Blood,  for  Fame, 

To  bring  home  nothing  but  perpetual  Shame ! 
Thclc  Words,  or  what  I  have  forgotten  lince, 
(For  Grief  in  Ipir’d  me  then  with  Eloquence) 


Book  XIII.  OVID' s  Metamorphoses. 


447 


Reduc’d  their  Minds ;  they  leave  the  crowded  Port, 
And  to  their  late  forfaken  Camp  refort  : 

Dilmayd  the  Council  met:  This  Man  was  there, 

But  mute,  and  not  recover’d  of  his  Fear : 

Therjites  tax’d  the  King,  and  loudly  rail’d. 

But  his  wide  opening  Mouth  with  Blows  I  feal’d. 
Then,  riling,  I  excite  their  Souls  to  Fame, 

And  kindle  Beeping  Virtue  into  Flame. 

From  thence,  whatever  he  perform’d  in  Fight 
Is  jullly  mine,  who  drew  him  back  from  Flight. 

Which  of  the  Grecian  Chiefs  conforts  with  Thee  ? 
But  Diomede  delires  my  Company, 

And  Bill  communicates  his  Praile  with  me. 

As  guided  by  a  God,  fecure  he  goes, 

Arm’d  with  my  Fellowfliip,  amid  the  Foes; 

And  hire  no  little  Merit  I  may  boalf, 

Whom  fuch  a  Man  feledts  from  fuch  an  Hoall; 
Unforc’d  by  Lots  I  went  without  affright. 

To  dare  with  him  the  Dangers  of  the  Night: 

On  the  lame  Errand  fent,  we  met  the  Spy 
Of  He  Bor ,  double-tongu’d,  and  us’d  to  lie ; 

Him  I  dilpatch  d,  but  not  till  undermin’d, 

I  drew  him  firft  to  tell  what  treach’rous  Troy  delign’d : 
My  Task  perform’d,  with  Praile  I  had  retir’d, 

But  not  content  with  tin's,  to  greater  Praife  alpir’d. 
Invaded  Rhcfus ,  and  his  Thracian  Crew, 

And  him,  and  his,  in  their  own  Strength  I  flew: 
Return’d  a  Vidlor,  all  my  Vows  compleat, 

With  the  King’s  Chariot,  in  his  Royal  Scat : 

Refufe  me  now  his  Arms,  whofc  fiery  Steeds 
Were  promis’d  to  the  Spy  for  his  No  diurnal  Deeds: 
And  let  dull  Ajax  bear  away  my  Right, 

When  all  his  Days  out-balance  this  one  Night. 
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Nor  fought  I  Darkling  kill:  The  Sun  beheld 
With  daughter ’d  Lycians  when  I  krew’d  the  Field 


Y on  law,  and  counted  as  I  pals  d  along 
Alaftor ,  ChromiuS)  Ceranos  the  Strong, 
Alcander ?  Prytanis , 


and  Halius , 

Noemon ,  Char  opes ,  and  Ennomus ; 

Cow,  CherfidamaSy  and  live  b  elide, 

Men  of  obfcure  Delcent,  but  Courage  try'd: 

All  thefc  this  Hand  laid  breathlels  on  the  Ground 
N or  want  I  Proofs  of  many  a  manly  W ound : 

All  honed:,  all  before :  Believe  not  me ; 

Words  may  deceive,  but  credit  what  you  fee. 

At  this  he  bar’d  his  Break,  and  kiow’d  his  Scars, 
As  of  a  furrow’d  Field,  well  plough’d  with  Wars; 
Nor  is  this  Part  un exercis’d,  faid  he; 

That  Gyant-bulk  of  his  from  Wounds  is  free: 

Safe  in  his  Shield  he  fears  no  Foe  to  try. 

And  better  manages  his  Blood  than  I : 


But  this  avails  me  not ;  our  Boaker  krove 
Not  with  our  Foes  alone,  but  partial 
To  lave  the  Fleet:  This  I  confels  is  true, 

(Nor  will  I  take  from  any  Man  his  due:) 

But  thus  akuming  all,  he  robs  from  you. 

Some  part  of  Honour  to  your  fhare  will  fall, 

He  did  the  bek  indeed,  but  did  not  all. 

Patroclus  in  Achilla ’  Arms,  and  thought 

The  Chief  he  lccm’d,  with  equal  Ardour  fought; 

Preferv’d  the  Fleet,  repcll’d  the  raging  Fire, 

And  forc'd  the  fearful  Pro  jam  to  retire. 


But  Ajax  boaks,  that  he  was  only  thought 
A  Match  for  He  Bor,  who  the  Combat  iought : 
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Sure  he  forgets  the  King,  the  Chiefs,  and  Me : 

All  were  as  eager  for  the  Fight  as  He: 

He  but  the  ninth,  and  not  by  publick  Voice, 

Or  ours  preferr’d,  was  only  Fortune’s  Choice: 

They  fought ;  nor  can  our  Hero  boaft  th’  Event, 
For  He  Bor  from  the  Field  un  wounded  went. 

Why  am  I  forc’d  to  name  that  fatal  Day, 

That  {hatch’d  the  Prop  and  Pride  of  Greece  away  ? 

I  law  P elides  link,  with  pious  Grief, 

And  ran  in  vain,  alas !  to  his  Relief ; 

For  the  brave  Soul  was  fled:  Full  of  my  Friend 
I  rulli’d  amid  the  War,  his  Relicks  to  defend  : 

1ST  or  ceas’d  my  Toil  till  I  redeem’d  the  Prey, 

And,  loaded  with  Achilles ,  march’d  away : 

Thofe  Arms,  which  on  thefe  Shoulders  then  I  bore, 
’Tis  jult  you  to  thefe  Shoulders  Ihould  reftore. 

You  fee  I  want  not  Nerves,  who  cou’d  fiiflain 
The  pond’rous  Ruins  of  fo  great  a  Man : 

Or  if  in  others  equal  Force  you  find. 

None  is  endu’d  with  a  more  grateful  Mind. 

Did  Thetis  then,  ambitious  in  her  Care, 

Thefe  Arms  thus  labour’d  for  her  Son  prepare ; 
That  Ajax  after  him 

For  that  dull  Soul  to  flare,  with  flupid  Eyes, 

On  the  learn’d  unintelligible  Prize ! 

What  arc  to  him  the  Sculptures  of  the  Shield, 
Heav’n’s  Planets,  Earth,  and  Ocean’s  watry  Field? 
The  Pleiads ,  Hyads ;  lefs,  and  greater  Bear-, 
XJndipp’d  in  Seas;  Orion s  angry  Star; 

Two  difF’ring  Cities,  grav’d  on  either  Hand; 
Would  he  wear  Arms  he  cannot  underhand? 

u 


the  heav’nly  Gift  fliou’d  wear 
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Beftde,  what  wife  Objections  he  prepares 
Againft  my  late  Acceftion  to  the  W ars  ? 

Does  not  the  Fool  perceive  his  Argument 
Is  with  more  Force  againft  Achilles  bent? 

For  if  Diftembling  be  fo  great  a  Crime, 

The  Fault  is  common,  and  the  fame  in  him  : 

A  nd  if  he  taxes  both  of  long  delay. 

My  Guilt  is  left,  who  fooner  came  away. 

His  pious  Mother,  anxious  for  his  Life, 

Detain'd  her  Son;  and  me,  my  pious  Wife. 

To  them  the  Bloffoms  of  our  Youth  were  due. 
Our  riper  Manhood  we  referv’d  for  you. 

But  grant  me  guilty,  ’tis  not  much  my  Care, 

When  with  fo  great  a  Man  my  Guilt  I  lhare : 

My  Wit  to  War  the  matchlefs  Hero  brought^ 

But  by  this  Fool  I  never  had  been  caught. 

Nor  need  I  wonder,  that  on  me  he  threw 
Such  foul  Afperftons,  when  he  fpares  not  you : 

If  Palamede  unj  uftly  fell  by  me. 

Your  Honour  fofter’d  in  th’ unjuft  Decree: 

I  but  accus’d,  you  doom’d :  And  yet  he  dy’d. 
Convinc’d  of  Treafon,  and  was  fairly  try’d : 

Y on  heard  not  he  was  falle ;  your  Eyes  beheld 
The  Traytor  manifeft;  the  Bribe  reveal’d. 

That  PhiloBetes  is  on  Lemnos  left, 

Wounded,  forlorn,  of  human  Aid  bereft, 


Is  not  my  Crime,  or  not  my  Crime  alone; 

Defend  your  Jufticc,  for  the  Faffs  your  own: 

’Tis  true,  th’  Advice  was  mine ;  that  i laying  there 

Limbs  with  Reft  repair. 

From  a  long  Voyage  free,  and  from  a  longer  War. 
He  took  the  Counlel,  and  he  lives  at  leaft; 


He  might  his  weary 


Th’  Event  declares  I  counlell’d  for  the  belt ; 
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Though  Faith  is  all?  in  Miniflers  of  State; 

F or  who  can  promile  to  be  fortunate  ? 

Now  fince  his  Arrows  are  the  Fate  of  Troy, 

♦ 

Do  not  my  Wit,  or  weak  Addrefs,  employ; 

Send  Ajax  there,  with  his  perfualive  Senfe, 

To  mollifie  the  Man,  and  draw  him  thence: 

But  Xanthus  fhall  run  backward ;  Ida  hand 
A  leaBcfs  Mountain;  and  the  Grecian  Band 
Shall  fight  for  Troy ;  if,  when  my  Counfel  fail. 

The  Wit  of  heavy  Ajax  can  prevail. 

Hard  PhiloBetes ,  exercife  thy  Spleen 
Againlt  thy  Fellows,  and  the  King  of  Men; 

Curfe  my  devoted  Head,  above  the  red. 

And  wifli  in  Arms  to  meet  me  Bread  to  Bread: 

Yet  I  the  dang’rous  Task  will  undertake. 

And  either  die  my  felf,  or  bring  thee  back. 

Nor  doubt  the  lame  Succefs,  as  when  before 
The  Phrygian  Prophet  to  thefe  Tents  I  bore, 

Surpriz’d  by  Night,  and  forc’d  him  to  declare 
In  what  was  plac’d  the  Fortune  of  the  War, 

Heav’n’s  dark  Decrees,  and  Anfwers  to  dilplay, 

And  how  to  take  the  Town,  and  where  the  Secret  Jay: 
Yet  this  I  compafs’d,  and  from  Troy  convey’d 
The  fatal  Image  of  their  Guardian-Maid ; 

That  Work  was  mine;  for  Pallas ,  though  our  Friend, 
Yet  while  flic  was  in  Troy,  did  Troy  defend. 

Now  what  has  Ajax  done,  or  what  defign’d  ? 

A  noiiie  Nothing,  and  an  empty  Wind. 

If  he  be  what  he  promilcs  in  Show, 

Why  was  I  lent,  and  why  fear’d  he  to  go  P 

Our  boalting  Champion  thought  the  Task  not  light 

To  pafs  the  Guards,  commit  him  felf  to  Night; 
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Not  only  through  a  hoftile  Town  to  pafs. 

But  fcale,  with  fteep  Afcent,  the  facred  Place ; 

*  t 

With  wand’ ring  Steps  to  fearch  the  Cittadel, 

And  from  the  Priefls  their  Patronefs  to  fleal  : 

Then  through  furrounding  Foes  to  force  my  way, 
And  bear  in  Triumph  home  the  heav’nly  Prey; 
Which  had  I  not,  Ajax  in  vain  had  held, 

Before  that  monft’r ous  Bulk,  his  lev’nfold  Shield. 
That  Night  to  conquer  "Troy  I  might  be  faid. 

When  Troy  was  liable  to  Conquell  made. 

Why  point’ll  thou  to  my  Partner  of  theWar? 

Ty elides  had  indeed  a  worthy  Share 

In  all  my  T oil,  and  Praife  ;  but  when  thy  Might 

Our  Ships  protected,  did’fl  thou  lingly  fight  ? 

All  join’d,  and  thou  of  many  wert  but  one; 

I  ask’d  no  Friend,  nor  had,  but  him  alone : 

Who,  had  he  not  been  well  affur’d,  that  Art 
And  Conduct  were  of  War  the  better  part. 

And  more  avail’d  than  Strength,  my  valiant  Friend 
Had  urg’d  a  better  Right,  than  Ajax  can  pretend : 
As  good  at  leaft  Eurypylus  may  claim, 

And  the  more  moderate  Ajax  of  the  Name  : 

The  Cretan  King,  and  his  brave  Charioteer, 

And  Menelaus  bold  with  Sword  and  Spear : 

All  thefc  had  been  my  Rivals  in  the  Shield, 

And  yet  all  thele  to  my  Pretenfions  yield. 

Thy  boifl’rous  Hands  are  then  of  ufe,  when  I 
With  this  directing  Head  thofe  Hands  apply. 
Brawn  without  Brain  is  thine :  My  prudent  Care 
Forefees,  provides,  adminiflers  the  War: 

Thy  Province  is  to  Fight ;  but  when  fhall  be 
The  time  to  Fight,  the  King  confults  with  me : 


No 
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No  Dram  of  Judgment  with  thy  Force  is  join’d 
Thy  Body  is  of  Profit,  and  my  Mind. 

V 

By  how  much  more  the  Ship  her  Safety  owes 
T o  him  who  fieers,  than  him  that  only  rows. 
By  how  much  more  the  Captain  merits  Praile 
Than  he  who  fights,  and  fighting  but  obeys ; 

By  ib  much  greater  is  my  Worth  than  thine. 
Who  cantt  but  execute  what  I  defign. 

What  gain’d;  thou,  brutal  Man,  if  I  confefs 


Thy  Strength  fiuperior,  when  thy  Wit  is  lefs  ? 


Mind  is  the  Man :  I  claim  my  whole  Defert, 
From  the  Minds  Vigour,  and  th* immortal  Part 
But  you,  O  Grecian  Chiefs,  reward  my  Care, 
Be  grateful  to  your  Watchman  of  the  War: 

For  all  my  Labours  in  fo  long  a  tpace. 

Sure  I  may  plead  a  Title  to  your  Grace : 

Enter  the  T own ;  I  then  unbarr’d  the  Gates, 
When  I  remov’d  their  tutelary  Fates. 

By  all  our  common  Hopes,  if  Hopes  they  be 
Which  I  have  now  reduc’d  to  Certainty ; 

By  falling  Troy,  by  yonder  tott’ring  Tow’rs,  . 
And  by  their  taken  Gods,  which  now  are  ours; 
Or  if  there  yet  a  farther  Task  remains, 

To  be  perform’d  by  Prudence  or  by  Pains ; 

If  yet  Ibme  dclp’rate  Action  reds  behind. 

That  asks  high  Condubt,  and  a  dauntlels  Mind; 
If  ought  be  wanting  to  the  Trojan  Doom, 
Which  none  but  I  can  manage  and  o’ercome, 


Award,  thole  Anns  I  as! 


by  your  Decree : 


Or  give  to  tin's  what  you  refute  to  me. 

He  ceas’d:  And  ceafing  with  Ivelpebt  he  bow’d. 
And  with  his  Hand  at  once  the  fatal  Statue  thow’d 

Zzzzz 
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Heav’n,  Air  and  Ocean  rung,  with  loud  Applaufe, 

And  by  the  genTal  Vote  he  gain’d  his  Caufe. 

Thus  Condudl  won  the  Prize,  when  Courage  fail’d. 
And  Eloquence  o’er  brutal  Force  prevail’d. 

T he  Death  of  A  j  a  x . 


He  who  cou’d  often,  alid  alone,  withfland 
The  Foe,  the  Fire,  and  Jove's  own  partial  Hand, 
Now  cannot  his  unmafter’d  Grief  fuftain, 

But  yields  to  Rage,  to  Madnefs,  and  Difdain ; 
Then  Hatching  out  his  Fauchion,  Thou,  faid  He, 
Art  mine;  Ulyjfes  lays  no  Claim  to  Thee. 

O  often  try’dj  and  ever  trufly  Sword, 

Now  do  thy  laft  kind  Office  to  thy  Lord: 

’Tis  Ajax  who  requefls  thy  Aid,  to  ftow 
None  but  himfelf,  himfelf  cou’d  overthrow: 

He  faid,  and  with  fo  good  a  Will  to  die 
Did  to  his  Break  the  fatal  Point  apply, 

It  found  his  Heart,  a  way  till  then  unknown, 
Where  never  Weapon  enter’d,  but  his  own. 

No  Hands  cou’d  force  it  thence,  fo  fix’d  it  flood, 


Till  out  it  mill’d,  expell’d  by  Streams  of  fpouting  Bloocf. 


i 


Infer.?  b’d  in  both,  the  Letters  are  the  fame, 


But  thofc  cxprels  the  Grief,  and  thefc  the  Name. 


The  Story  of  V olyxena  and  IT e c u b a. 

By  Mr.  Temple  Stanyan. 

The  VitSfcor  with  full  Sails  for  Lemnos  flood, 

flam’d  by  Matrons  with  their  Husbands 
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Thence  Great  Abides*  fatal  Shafts  to  bear? 

Allign’d  to  Philocietes'  fecret  Care. 

Thefe  with  their  Guardian  to  the  Greeks  convey’d, 
Their  ten  Years  Toil  with  wifh’d  Succefs  repaid. 

With  Troy  old  Priam  falls ;  his  Queen  furvives ; 

Till  all  her  W oes  compleat  transform’d  hie  grieves 
In  borrow’d  Sounds?  nor  with  an  human  Face? 

Barking  tremendous  o’re  the  Plains  of  Thrace. 

Still  Ilium's  Flames  their  pointed  Columns  raife. 

And  the  red  Hellcfpont  reflects  the  Blaze. 

Shed  on  Joves  Altar  are  the  poor  Remains 
Of  Blood?  which  trickl’d  from  old  Priam's  Veins. 
CaJJandra  lifts  her  Hands  to  Heav’n  in  vain? 

D rag’d  by  her  facred  Hair ;  the  trembling  Train 
Of  Matrons  to  their  burning  Temples  fly; 

There  to  their  Gods  for  kind  Protection  cry; 

And  to  their  Statues  cling,  till  forc’d  away? 

The  Victor  Greeks  bear  off  th’ invidious  Prey. 

From  thofe  high  Tow’rs  Aftyanax  is  thrown? 

Whence  he  was  wont  with  pleaiiire  to  look  down ; 
When  oft  his  Mother  with  a  fond  Delight 
Pointed  to  view  his  Father’s  Rage  in  fight? 

To  win  Renown?  and  guard  his  Country’s  Right. 

The  Winds  now  call  to  Sea;  brisk  Northern  Gales 
Sing  in  the  Shrowds?  and  court  the  fprcading  Sails. 
Farcwel?  dear  Troy-,  the  captive  Matrons  cry; 

Yes,  Wc  mull  leave  Our  long- lov’d  native  Sky. 

Then  proffcratc  on  the  Shore  they  kifis  the  Sand? 

And  quit  the  fmoking  Ruincs  of  the  Land. 

Laft  Hecuba  on  board?  fad  Si 
Found  weeping  o’er  her 


Childrens  Sepulch 


Drag’d  by  U/yJfcs from  her  llaughter’d  Sons 


Whilit  yet 


£> 


Jfpt  their  Tombs,  and  kill 


g  Bones 
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Yet  He  Si  of  s  Allies  from  liis  Urn  flie  bore. 
And  in  her  Bofom  the  fad  Relique  wore :  ; 
Then  fcatter’d  on  his  Tomb  her  hoary  Hairs, 
A  poor  Oblation  mingled  with  her  Tears. 

Oppos’d  to  Ilium  lye  the  Thracian  Plains, 
Where  Polymejlor  fafe  in  Plenty  reigns. 

King  Priam  to  his  Care  commits  his  Son 


Young  Poly  dor  e?  the  chance  of  War  to  fhiin 


i  }  : 

•'  L  -i 
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A  wife  Precaution !  had  not  Gold,  confign’d 
For  the  Child’s  Ufe,  debauch’d  the  Tyrant’s  Mind 

When  linking  Troy  to  its  laft:  Period  drew, 

| 

With  impious  Hands  his  Royal  Charge  he  flew; 

Then  in  the  Sea  the  lifelefs  Coarle  is  thrown; 

■ 

As  with  the  Body  he  the  Guilt  could  drown. 

The  Greeks  now  riding  on  the  Thracian  Shore., 
Till  kinder  Gales  invite,  their  VeiTels  moor. 


Here  the  wide-op’ning  Earth  to  hidden  View 


Difclos’d  Achilles?  Great  as  when  he  drew 
The  vital  Air,  but  fierce  with  proud  Dildain, 

As  when  he  fought  Brifeis  to  regain ; 

When  hern  Debate,  and  ralh  injurious  Strife 
Unlheath’d  his  Sword,  to  reach  Atr ides'1  Life. 
And  will  ye  go  ?  He  laid.  Is  then  the  Name 
Of  the  once  Great  Achilles  loft  to  Fame  ? 

Yet  ftay,  ungrateful  Greeks ;  nor  let  me  file 

♦ 

In  vain  for  Honours  to  my  Manes  due. 

For  this  juft  End,  Polyxena  I  doom 

With  Vidiim-Ritcs  to  grace  my  flighted  T  omb. 

The  Phantom  ipokc ;  the  ready  Greeks  obey’d- 
And  to  the  Tomb  Jed  the  devoted  Maid, 
Snatch’d  from  her  Mother,  who  with  pious  Cate 

Chcrilh’d  this  laft  Relief  of  her  Del  pair. 


Superior 
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Superior  to  her  Sex  the  fearlefs  Maid 
Approach’d  the  Altar,  and  around  furvey’d 
The  cruel  Rites,  and  confecrated  Knife, 

Which  Pyrrhus  pointed  at  her  guiltlefs  Life. 

Then  as  with  Aern  Amaze  intent  he  flood, 

“  Now  ftrike,  flic  laid;  now  fpill  my  Gen’rous  Blood; 
£c  Deep  in  my  Breafl,  or  Throat,  your  Dagger  fheath, 
fe  Whilft  thus  I  Hand  prepar’d  to  meet  my  Death. 

<c  For  Life  on  terms  of  Slav’ry  I  defpife: 

<c  Yet  fure  no  God  approves  this  Sacrifice. 
c£  O !  cou’d  I  but  conceal  this  dire  Event 
tc  From  my  fad  Mother,  I  fliould  dye  content. 
cc  Yet  fliould  flie  not  with  Tears  my  Death  deplore, 
tc  Since  her  own  wretched  Life  demands  them  more. 

64  But  let  not  the  rude  Touch  of  Man  pollute 
ct  A  Virgin- Victim ;  ’tis  a  modefl  Suit. 

“  It  belt  will  pleafe,  whoe’er  demands  my  Blood, 

<c  That  I  untainted  reach  the  Stygian  Flood. 

<c  Yet  let  one  fliort,  lafl,  dying  Prayer  be  heard; 

<c  To  Priam's  Daughter  pay  this  laft  Regard; 

“  ’Tis  Priam's  Daughter,  not  a  Captive,  fues; 

<c  Do  not  the  Rites  of  Sepulture  refufe. 

<e  To  my  afflidfced  Mother,  I  implore, 

<c  Free  without  Ranfom  my  dead  Corpfe  reflore: 

“  Nor  barter  me  for  Gain,  when  I  am  cold ; 
tc  But  be  her  Tears  the  Price,  if  I  am  fold: 

“  Time  was  flic  could  have  ranfom’d  me  with  Gold. 


Thus  as  the  pray’d,  one  common  Shower  of  Tears 

Burft  forth,  and  flream’d  from  ev’ry  Eye  but  hers. 

* 

Ev’n  the  Priefl  wept,  and  with  a  rude  Remorfe 
Plung’d  in  her  Heart  the  Steel’s  refifllefs  Force. 

A  a  a  a  a  a 
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Her  llacken’d  Limbs  funk  gently  to  the  Ground, 
Dauntlels  her  Looks,  unalter’d  by  the  Wound. 

And  as  die  fell,  die  drove  with  decent  Pride 

•  ► 

To  guard  what  fuits  a  Virgin’s  Care  to  hide. 

The  Trojan  Matrons  the  pale  Corple  receive, 

%  9 

And  the  wh6ie  daughter  d  Race  of  Priam  grieve. 

Sad  they  recount  the  long  difadrous  Tale; 

Then  with  frefli  Tears,  Thee,  Royal  Maid,  bewail; 
Thy  widow’d  Mother  too,  who  flourifli’d  late 
The  Royal  Pride  of  AJia's  happier  State  : 

A  Captive  Lot  now  to  Ulyjfes  bom ; 

Whom  yet  the  Victor  would  rejedfc  with  Scorn, 

Were  die  not  He  Bor's  Mother:  He  BoPs  Fame 

S  carce  can  a  Matter  for  his  Mother  claim ! 

\ 

With  dridt  Embrace  the  lifelels  Coarle  die  view’d 
And  her  frelh  Grief  that  flood  of  Tears  renew’d. 
With  which  die  lately  mourn’d  fo  many  dead  ; 

Tears  for  her  Country,  Sons,  and  Husband  died. 

With  the  thick  gudiing  Stream  die  bath’d  the  Wound 
Kifsd  her  pale  Lips;  then  weltring  on  the  Ground, 
With  wonted  Rage  her  frantick  Bolom  tore; 
Sweeping  her  Hail*  amidd  the  clotted  Gore; 

W hilll  her  fad  Accents  thus  her  Lois  deplore. 


i  * 
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c‘  Behold  a  Mother’s  lad  dear  Pledge  of  Woe 
ce  Yes,  ’tis  the  lad  I  have  to  jfufFer  now. 

“  Thou,  my  Polyxena ,  my  Ills  mud  crown : 

£C  Already  in  thy  Fate  I  feel  my  own, 
cc  ’Tis  thus,  lead  haply  of  my  num’rous  Seed 

One  Ihould  unllaughter’d  fall,  ev’n  Thou  mud  bleed. 
And  yet  I  hop’d  thy  Sex  had  been  thy  Guard ; 

But  neitlier  has  thy  tender  Sex  been  ipar’d. 


CC 


'  % 


%  * 


i  . 


•  t  • 


# 


£C  At  length  had  pierc’d  this  dreaded  Chief,  I  fa  id, 
u  Secure  of  future  Ills,  He  can  no  more : 


ic  But  fee,  he  hill  purfiies  me  as  before. 

<c  With  Rage  rekindled  his  dead  Afhes  bum; 

tc  And  his  yet  mur d’ring  Ghoft  my  wretched  Houfe  muff 

Ci  This  Tvrant’s  Luff  of  Slaughter  I  have  fed  [mourn. 


a  i  his  Tyrant’s  Luff  of  Slaughter  I  have  fed  Lm 
“  With  large  Supplies  from  my  too  fruitful  Bed. 

<f  Hoy's  Tow’rs  lye  wafte;  and  the  wide  Ruin  ends 
cc  The  Publick  Woe:  but  Me  frefli  Woe  attends. 


“  Troy  ftill  furvives  to  me ;  to  none  but  me ; 
ce  And  from  its  Ills  I  never  muff  be  free. 


CC 

a 

cc 

CC 

CC 

cc 

c  < 
cc 

cc 

cc 


I,  who  fb  late  had  Power,  and  Wealth,  and  Eafe, 
Blefs’d  with  my  Husband,  and  a  large  Encreafe, 
Muff  now  in  Poverty  and  Exile  mourn; 

Ev’n  from  the  Tombs  of  my  dead  Offspring  torn: 
Giv’n  to  Penelope ,  who  proud  of  Spoil, 

Allots  me  to  the  Loom’s  ungrateful  Toil; 

Points  to  her  Dames,  and  crys  with  fcorning  Mien, 
See  He  Bor's  Mother,  and  Great  Priam's  Queen ! 
And  Thou,  my  Child,  foie  Hope  of  all  that’s  loft. 
Then  now  art  flain  to  footh  this  IToftile  Ghoft. 


Yes,  mv  Child  falls  an  Offering  to  my  Foe! 

Cf  Then  what  am  I,  who  ftill  fiirvive  this  Woe? 

* 

<c  Say,  cruel  Gods!  for  what  new  Scenes  of  Death 
<c  Muff  a  poor  aged  Wretch  prolong  this  hated  Breath? 
tc  Troy  fain,  to  whom  could  Priam  happy  feem? 

“  Yet  was  he  fo;  and  happy  muff  I  deem 
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His  Death ;  for  O !  my  Child,  lie  taw  not  thine 

'  -  j  '  ■  ■  vr?r  Tk*NO',‘.i 

When  he  his  Life  did  with  his  TNy  refign, 

V  (  '  ^  1 

Yet  hire  due  Obfeqmes  thy  Tomb  might  grace 

«  *  ■ 

And  thou  {halt  deep  amidft  thy  Kingly  Race. 

-  •  f  *  A 

cc  Alas !  my  Child,  fuch  Fortune  does  not  wait 

cc  Our  Suffering  Houle  in  this  abandon’d  State. 

* 

cc  A  Foreign  Grave,  and  thy  poor  Mother’s  Tears 

4 

££  Are  alh the  Honours  that  attend  thy  Herfe. 


v^a  htm 
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cc  All  now  is  loft!  —Yet 


One  Comfort 


CC 


CC 
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Of  Life  remains,  my  much-lov’d  Polydt 
My  youngeff  Hope : 


■ 

Here  on  this  Coaft  he  lives 


•  >  •  *  •  _  •  •  *  ■  %  *  ,  % 

cc  Nurs’d  by  the  Guardian-King  he  hill  furvives 

*  #• 

cc  Then  let  me  hahen  to  the  cleanhng  Flood, 

9  4 

cc  And  wafli  away  thefe  Stains  of  guiltlefs  Blood 

l  #  I 

Strait  to  the  Shore  her  feeble  Steps  repair  ; 


4  ' 


With  limping  Pace,  and  tom  diffe veil’d  Hair 


*  * 


Ag 


CC 


Give  me  an  Urn,  Ihe  cry’d 


* 

c4  To  bear  back  Water  from  this  fwelling  Tide  ; 
When  on  the  Banks  her  Son  in  ghahly  Hue 

% 

Transfix’d  with  'Thracian  Arrows  hrikes  her  View. 

j  .  .  •* 

*  «  • 

Tlie  Matrons  fhriek’d;  her  big-fwoln  Grief  furpah 


nr 


■  »  i 

....  f  \  . 

Pow’r  of  U tterance :  {he  hood  aghah 

7  •  v  C5 


She  had  nor  Speech,  nor  Tears  to  give  Relief; 

Excels  of  Woe  fupprefs’d  the  riling  Grief. 

<  ^ 

Lifelcis  as  Stone  on  Earth  Hie  fix’d  her  Eyes; 

And  then  look’d  up  to  Heav’n  with  wild  Surprile 

r  •  *  ;  ,  i  i  «L 

Now  die  contemplates  o’er  with  fad  Delight 


A 


*  '  -  •) 

*  bon  s 


(TP  * 


along 

=:*!; r  ■ .  v;. :  /.< 


D  wells  on  his  Wounds :  §he  varys't^ps  by 
Till  with  collc&cd  Rage  at  lengtli  fie  burn 


Itr 

'  -  •  *  *  I  w 

"H.k 


Wild  as  the  Mothcr-Libn,  wlicn  among 
The  Flaunts  of  Prey  Ihe  leeks  her  ravill 


Y  oung 


-t  ?■  vQ' 

'  *c  *  *- 

«  »  —  •  v.  ^ 


%  •' 


i  * 

V 


-  » 


•r 


/  • 


i. 


/  * 


I* 
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4  •  4 


Book  XIII.  OVID's  Metamorphoses.  461 

_  _  _  _  _ 

"  <.  "*  ".  ‘  *'*7.  •  -  --  -  -  - 

Swift  flies  the  Raviiher;  flie  marks  his  Trace, 

And  by  the  Print  directs  her  anxious  Chafe. 

i  .  i 

So  Hecuba  with  mingled  Grief  and  Rage 
Purines  the  King,  regardlefs  of  her  Age.  , 

She  greets  the  Murd’rer  with  diifern  bled  Joy 
Of  fecret  Treafiire  hoarded  for  her  Boy. 

The  ipecious  Tale  th’  unwary  King  betray’d 
Fir’d  with  the  Hopes  of  Prey ;  cc  Give  quick,  he  faid 
6C  With  foft  enticing  Speech,  the  promis’d  Store: 
cc  Whate’re  you  give,  you  give  to  Polydore. 
ct  Your  Son,  by  the  immortal  Gods  I  fwear, 

«  Shall  this  with  all  your  former  Bounty  ihare. 

She  Hands  attentive  to  his  foothing  Lyes, 

And  darts  avenging  Horrour  from  her  Eyes. 

Then  full  Refentment  fires  her  boy  ling  Blood: 

She  fprings  upon  him  ’midit  the  Captive  Crowd: 

(Her  thirfl:  of  Vengeance  want  of  Strength  fupplies;) 
Fallens  her  forky  F ingers  in  his  Eyes ; 

Tears  out  the  rooted  Balls ;  her  Rage  purifies. 

And  in  the  hollow  Orbs  her  Hand  imbrews. 

The  Phracians  fir’d  at  this  inhuman  Scene, 

With  Darts  and  Stones  aifail  the  frantick  Queen. 

She  fnarls  and  growls,  nor  in  an  human  Tone  5 
Then  bites  impatient  at  the  bounding  Stone ; 

Extends  her  Jaws,  as  ihe  her  Ypice  would  raife 
To  keen  Invedtives  in  her  wonted  Phrafe;  1 

But  barks,  and  thence  the  yelping  Brute  betrays. 

».  *  ’* 

Still  a  lad  Monument  the  Place  remains, 

And  from  this  Monftrous  Change  its  Name  obtains: 
Where  ihe,  in  long  Remembrance  of  her  Ills, 

With  plaintive  Howlings  the  wide  Deiart  fills. 

Bbbbbb 

I  *  * 

% 

% 

% 
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Greeks,  Trojans.,  Friends  and  Foes*  and;  Gods  above 

Her  num’rous  Wrongs  to  juft  Gompaffion  move.  * 

Ev’n  Juno's  felf  forgets  her  ancient  Hate, 

And  owns,  fhe  had  deferv’d  a  milder  Fate. 


The  Funeral  of  M  e  m  n  o  n. 

By  Mr.  C  R  o  x  A  L  L. 

Y et  bright  Aurora , 

To  Troy,  and  thofe  that  lovd  the  Tro jan  Caufe, 

JSf or  Troy ,  nor  Hecuba  can  now  bemoan. 

But  weeps  a  fad  Misfortune,  more  her  own. 

Her  Offspring  Memnon,  by  Achilles  flain. 

She  faw  extended  on  the  Phrygian  Plain : 

She  faw,  and  hrait  the  Purple  Beams,  that  grace 
The  rofie  Morning,  vanifli’d  from  her  Face; 

A  deadly  Pale  her  wonted  Bloom  invades. 

And  veils  the  lowring  Skies  with  mournful  Shades. 
But  when  his  Limbs  upon  the  Pile  were  laid. 

The  lad  kind  Duty  that  by  Friends  is  paid. 

His  Mother  to  the  Skies  directs  her  Flight, 

JSf  or  cou’d  fuliain  to  view  the  doleful  Sight : 

But  frantick,  with  her  loofe  negle&ed  Hair, 

Haftens  to  Jove,  and  falls  a  Suppliant  there. 

O  King  of  Heaven,  O  Father  of  the  Skies, 

# 

The  weeping  Goddefs  p^ihlonately  cries, 

Tho’  I  the  meaneft  of  Immortals  am. 

And  feweft  Temples  celebrate  my  Fame, 

t 

Yet  hill  a  Goddeis,  I  prefume  to  come 

%  •  • 

Within  the  Vei*ge  of  your  Ethereal  Dome: 

Yet  hill  may  plead  fome  Merit,  if  my  Light 

•  *  « 

With  Purple  Dawn  controuls  the  Pow’rs  of  Night; 


partial  as  me  was 


i 


If  from  a  Female  Hand  that  Virtue  fprings, 
Which  to  the  Gods  and  Men  fuch  Pleafure  brings. 
Yet  I  nor  Honours  feek,  nor  Rites  Divine, 

Nor  for  more  Altars/ or  more  Fanes  repine; 

•> 

Oh!  that  Rich  Trifles  were  the  only  Caufe, 

From  whence  Aurora's  Mind  its  Anguifh  draws ! 
For  Memnon  loft,  my  deareft  only  Child, 

With  weightier  Grief  my  heavy  Heart  is  fill’d; 
My  Warrior  Son!  that  liv’d  but  half  his  Time, 
Nipt  in  the  Bud,  and  blafted  in  his  Prime; 

Who  for  his  Uncle  early  took  the  Field, 

And  by  Achilles'  fatal  Spear  was  kill’d. 

To  whom  but  Jove  Ihou’d  I  for  Succour  come? 
For  Jo  we  alone  cou’d  fix  his  cruel  Doom. 

O  Sovereign  of  the  Gods,  accept  my  Pray’r, 
Grant  my  Requeft,  and  footh  a  Mother’s  Care  ;• 
On  the  Deceas’d  fome  folemn  Boon  beftow. 


To  expiate  the  Lofs,  and  eafe  my  Woe. 

"Jove  with  a  Nod,  comply’ d  with  her  Defire; 
Around  the  Body  flam’d  the  Funeral  Fire; 

The  Pile  decreas’d  that  lately  feem’d  fo  high. 
And  Sheets  of  Smoak  roll’d  upward  to  the  Sky : 


As  humid  Vapours  from  a  marfliy  Bog, 
Rife  by  Degrees,  condenfing  into  Fog, 


That  inter 


cept  the  Sun’s  enlivening  Ray, 


And  with  a  Cloud  infcdt  the  cbearful  Day. 


i 


The  footy  Allies  wafted  by  the  Air, 

Whirl  round  and  thicken  in  a  Body  there; 

Then  take  a  Form,  which  their  own  Heat  and  Fire 

With  a /five  Life  and  Energy  infpire. 

»  1 

Its  Lightnels  makes  it  feem  to  fly,  and  foon 
It  skims  on  real  Wings  that  arc  its  own; 
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A  real  Bird,  it  beats  the  breezy  Wind, 

Mix’d  with  a  thoufand  Sifters  of  the  Kind, 

That,  from  the  lame  Formation  newly  Iprung, 

Up-born  aloft  on  plumy  Pinions  hung. 

Thrice  round  the  Pile  advanc’d  the  circling  Throng, 
Thrice,  with  their  Wings,  a  whizzing  Conlbrt  rung: 

In  the  fourth  Flight  their  Squadron  they  divide. 

Rank’d  in  two  diff’rent  Troops,  on  either  Side : 

Then  two  and  two,  inlpir’d  with  martial  Rage, 

From  either  Troop  in  equal  Pairs  engage. 

Each  Combatant  with  Beak  and  Pounces  prels’d, 

In  wrathful  Ire,  his  Adverfary’s  Bread: ; 

Each  fills  a  Victim,  to  preferve  the  Fame 
Of  that  great  Hero  whence  their  Being  came. 

From  him  their  Courage  and  their  Name  they  take. 
And,  as  they  liv’d,  they  dye  for  Memnorf s  lake. 

Punctual  to  Time,  with  each  revolving  Year, 

In  frefli  Array  the  Champion  Birds  appear ; 

Again,  prepar’d  with  vengeful  Minds,  they  come 
To  bleed  in  Honour  of  the  Souldier’s  Tomb. 

Therefore  in  others  it  appear’d  not  ftrange. 

To  grieve  for  Hecuba's  unhappy  Change: 

But  poor  Aurora  had  enough  to  do 

With  her  own  Lois,  to  mind  another’s  Woe ; 

Who,  ftill  in  Tears,  her  tender  Nature  Ihews, 

rinkling  all  the  W orld  with  pearly  Dews. 

The  Voyage  of  AEneas. 

By  Mr.  CaTCOTT, 

Troy  thus  deftroy’d,  ’twas  ftill  deny’d  by  Fate, 

The  Hopes  of  Troy  fhould  perilh  with  the  State. 

His 
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His  Sire,  the  Son  of  Cytherea  bore. 

And  Houlhold-  Gods  from  burning;  Ilium's  Shore 

V'  /  *;  7  •  •  s  .  -  O 


#  r  b  S 


The  pious  Trince  (a  double  Duty  paid) 

% 

_  *  »  _ 

Each  lacred  Burthen  thro’  the  Flames  convey’d. 

v 

s  ■* 

With  young  Ajcanius ,  and  this  only  Prize, 

»  « 

Of  Heaps  of  W ealth,  he  from  Antandros  flies ; 

But  Aruck  with  Horror,  left  the  Thracian  Shore, 

*  * 

Stain’d  with  the  Blood  of  murder’d  Polydore. 

The  Delian  Ifle  receives  the  banilh’d  Train, 
Driv’n  by  kind  Gales,  and  favour’d  by  the  Main. 
Here  pious  Anius ,  Priefl,  and  Monarch  reign’d 


And  either  Charg 


with  equal  Care  fuflain’d 


His  Subjects  rul’d,  to  Phoebus  Homage  pay’d. 

His  God  obeying,  and  by  thofe  obey’d. 

The  Priefl:  dilplays  his  Hofpitable  Gate, 

% 

And  fliows  the  Riches  of  his  Church,  and  State ; 

4 

The  lacred  Shrubs,  which  eas’d  Latona's  Pain, 

The  Palm,  and  Olive,  and  the  votive  Fane. 

Here  grateful  Flames  with  fuming  Incenfe  fed. 
And  mingled  Wine,  ambroflal  Odours  flied ; 

Of  flaughter’d  Steers  the  crackling  Entrails  burn’d: 
And  then  the  Strangers  to  the  Court  return’d. 

On  Beds  of  Tap’ Ary  plac’d  aloft,  they  dine 
With  Ceres'  Gift,  and  flowing  Bowls  of  Wine; 
When  thus  Anchifes  fpoke,  amidll  the  Feafl, 

Say,  mitred  Monarch,  Phoebus'  chofen  Priefl, 

Or  (e’er  from  Troy  by  cruel  Fate  expcH’d) 

When  firft  mine  Eyes  thefc  lacred  Walls  beheld, 

A  Son,  and  twice  two  Daughters  crown’d  thy  Blifs? 

|  ^  1 

Or  errs  ipy  Mcm’ry,  and  I  judge  amifs? 

:  The  Royal  Prophet  Ihook  his  hoary  Head, 

With  fnowy  Fillets  bound,  and  flgliing,  laid  ; 

C  c  c  c  c  c 
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Thy  Mem’ry  errs  not,  Prince ;  Thou  law’#  me  then, 
T he  happy  F ather  of  fo  large  a  T rain ; 

Behold  me  now,  (fuch  Turns  of  Chance  befall 


The  Race  of  Man !)  almoft  bereft  of  all. 


For  (ah!)  what  Comfort  can  my  Son  bellow. 
What  Help  afford  to  mitigate  my  Woe! 

While  far  from  hence,  in  Andros ’  Ifle  he  reigns, 
(From  him  fo  nam’d)  and  there  my  Place  fuftains. 
Him  Delius  Prasfcience  gave ;  the  twice-born  God 
A  Boon  more  wondrous  on  the  Maids  bellow’d. 


Whate’er  they  touch’d,  he  gave  them  to  tranfmute, 
(A  Gift  pa  ft  Credit,  and  above  their  Suit,) 

To  Ceres ,  Bacchus,  and  Minerva’ s  Fruit. 

How  great  their  V alue,  and  how  rich  their  Ule, 


From  thefe  weak  Arms,  the  helplefs  Virgins  drew; 
And  fterniy  bad  them  ufe  the  Grant  Divine, 

To  keep  the  Fleet  in  Com,  and  Oil,  and  Wine. 


Each,  as  they  could,  efcap’d :  Two  drove  to  gain 
Euboea  s  Ifle,  and  T  wo  their  Brother’s  Reign. 
The  Soldier  follows,  and  demands  the  Dames; 

If  held  by  Force,  immediate  War  proclaims. 

Fear  conquer’d  Nature  in  their  Brother’s  Mind, 
And  gave  them  up  to  Punifhment  aflign’d. 
Forgive  the  Deed;  nor  HeBors  Arm  was  there, 
Nor  thine ,  JEneas ,  to  maintain  the  War; 

Whofe  only  Force  upheld  your  Ilium’s  Tow’rs, 
For  ten  long  Years  again#  the  Grecian  Pow’rs  ? 
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Prepar’d  to  bind  their  Captive  Arms  in  Bands, 

To  Heav’n  they  rear’d  their  yet  unfetter’d  Hands 
Help,  Bacchus ,  Author  of  the  Gift,  they  pray’d; 
The  Gift’s  great  Author  gave  immediate  Aid ; 

If  filch  DeftrucHon  of  their  human  Frame 


4  6 


+  *  • 

By  Ways  fo  wond’rous,  may  deferve  the  Name; 

Nor  could  I  hear,  nor  can  I  now  relate 

*  .  ♦  * 

Exa&r,  the  manner  of  their  alter’d  State ; 

But  this  in  gen’ral  of  my  Lofs  I  knew, 

*  w  V 

Transform’d  to  Doves,  on  milky  Plumes  they  flew. 
Such  as  on  Ida's  Mount  thy  Confort’s  Chariot  drew. 

With  fiich  Difcourfe,  they  entertain’d  the  Feaft; 
Then  role  from  Table,  and  withdrew  to  Reft. 

The  following  Morn,  e’re  Sol  was  feen  to  fhine, 

Th’  inquiring  Trojans  fought  the  facred  Shrine ; 

The  Myftick  Pow’r  commands  them  to  explore 
Their  ancient  Mother,  and  a  Kindred  Shore. 
Attending  to  the  Sea,  the  gen’rous  Prince 
Difmifs’d  his  Guefts  with  rich  Munificence, 

In  old  Anchifes ’  Hand  a  Sceptre  plac’d, 

A  Veft  and  Quiver  young  Afcanius  grac’d. 

His  Sire,  a  Cup ;  which  from  th’  Adnian  Coaft, 
Ifmenian  Therfes  fent  his  Royal  Hoft. 

Ale  on  of  My  le  made  what  Therfes  fent. 

And  carv’d  thereon  this  ample  Argument. 

A  Town  with  fev’n  diftinguifli’d  Gates  was  fliown. 
Which  fpoke  its  Name,  and  made  the  City  known ; 
Before  it.  Piles,  and  Tombs,  and  riling  Flames, 

The  Rites  of  Death,  and  Quires  of  mourning  Dames, 
Who  bar’d  their  Breafts,  and  gave  their  Hair  to  flow 
The  Signs  of  Grief,  and  Marks  of  publick  Woe. 
Their  Fountains  dry’d,  the  weeping  Naiads  mourn’d. 
The  Trees  ftood  bare,  with  fearing  Cankers  burn’d. 
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No  Herbage  cloath’ d  the  Grounds  a  ragged  Flock 

•  - 

Of  Goats  halLfamilh’d,  lick’d  the  naked  Rock, 

Of  manly  Courage,  and  with  Mind  ferene, 

Orion' s  Daughters  in  the  Town  Were  feen ; 

One  heav’d  her  Clieft  to  meet  the  lifted  Knife, 

One  plung’d  the  Poyniard  thro’  the  Seat  of  Life, 

Their  Country’s  Victims;  mourns  the  refcu'd  State, 
The  Bodies  burns,  and  celebrates  their  Fate. 

To  lave  the  Failure  of  th’  Illudrious  Line, 

From  the  pale  Allies  rofe,  of  Form  Divine 
T  wo  gen’rous  Y  ouths ;  thefe,  F  ame  Cor  once  calls, 

Who  join  the  Pomp,  and  mourn  their  Mother’s  Falls. 

Thefe  burnilh’d  Figures  form’d  of  antique  Mold,  ' 
Shone  on  the  Brals,  with  riling  Sculpture  bold ;  : 

A  Wreath  of  gilt  Acanthus  round  the  Brim  was  roll’d.  \ 
Nor  lels  Expence  the  Trojan  Gifts  exprels’d; 

A  fuming  Cenfer  for  the  Royal  Prielf, 

A  Chalice,  and  a  Crown  of  Princely  Co  ft. 

With  ruddy  Gold,  and  Iparkling  Gems  embols’d. 

Now  hoiding  Sail,  to  Crete  the  Trojans  dood, 
Themfelves  remem  bring  Iprung  from  Teucefs  Blood; 
But  Heav’n  forbids,  and  pedilential  Jove 
From  noxious  Skies,  the  wand’ring  Navy  drove. 

Her  hundred  Cities  left,  from  Crete  they  bore, 

And  fought  the  dedin’d  Land,  Aufonia-  s  Shore ; 

But  tofs’d  by  Storms  at  either  Strophas  lay, 

’Till  fear’d  by  Harpies  from  the  faithlels  Bay. 

Then  pading  onward  with  a  prolp’rous  Wind, 

Lett  lly  UlyJJes'  Ipacious  Realms  behind ; 

Ambr aria's  State,  in  former  Ages  known 

The  Strife  of  Gods,  the  Judge  transform’d  to  Stone 

They  law;  for  Adi  an  Phoebus  lince  renown’d. 

Who  Caj'ar'  s  Arms  with  Naval  Conqucfl  crown’d ; 

N  ext 
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Next  pals’ d  Dodona, ,  wont  of  old  to  boaft 

Her  vocal  For  eft;  and  Chdonid  s  Coaft, 

% 

Where  King  Moloffus ’  Sons  on  Wings  alpir’d, 
And  faw  fee ure  the  harmlels  Fewel  fir’d. 


Now  to  Ph  o’ acid’s  happy  Ifle  they  came. 

For  fertile  Orchards  known  to  early  Fame ; 

Epirus  paft,  they  next  beheld  with  J oy 
A  fecond  Ilium,  and  fi&itious  Troy ; 

Here  Trojan  Helenas  the  Sceptre  fway’d, 

Who  Ihow’d  their  Fate,  and  Myftick  Truths  di /play’d ; 
By  him  confirm’d,  Sicilia's  Ifle  they  reach’d. 

Whole  Sides  to  Sea  three  Promontories  ftretch’d ; 

P  achy  nos  to  the  ftormy  South  is  plac’d, 

On  Lilybaum  blows  the  gentle  Weft, 

Peloro' s  Clifts  the  Northern  Bear  furvey, 

•  '  ... 

Who  rolls  above,  and  dreads  to  touch  the  Sea. 

By  this  they  fleer,  and  favour’d  by  the  Tide, 

Secure  by  Night  in  Zancle's  Harbour  ride. 

Here  cruel  Scylla  guards  the  rocky  Shore, 

And  there  the  Waves  of  loud  Charybdis  roar  : 

This  fucks,  and  vomits  Ships,  and  Bodies  drown’d ; 
And  rav’nous  Dogs  the  Womb  of  That  furround. 

In  Face  a  Virgin;  and  (if  ought  be  true 
By  Bards  recorded)  once  a  Virgin  too. 

A  Train  of  Youths  in  vain  delir’d  her  Bed  ; 


By  Sea-Nymphs  lov’d 


N  ymphs  of  Seas  fhe  fled 


The  Maid  to  thefc,  with  Female  Pride,  dilplay’d 
Their  baffled  Courtfliip,  and  their  Love  betray’d- 
When  Galatea  thus  belpokc  the  Fair, 

(But  firft  flie  ligh’d)  while  Scylla  comb’d  her  Hail 
You,  lovely  Maid,  a  gen’rous  Race  purfues, 
Whom  fife  you  may  (as  now  you  do)  re  fide; 

"  D  d  d  d  d  d 
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To  me,  tho’  pow’rftil  in  a  num’rous  Train  i 
Of  Sifters,  fprung  from  Gods  who  rule  the  Main, 

My  native  Seas  could  fcarce  a  Refuge  prove. 

To  fhun  the  Fury  of  the  Cyclops'  Love. 

Tears  choak’d  her  Uffrahce  here;  the  pitying  Maid 
With  Marble  Fingers  wip’d  them  off,  and  laid; 

My  dear  eft  Goddefs,  let  thy  Scylla  know, 

(For  I  am  faithful)  whence  thefe  Sorrows  flow. 

The  Maid’s  Intreaties  o’er  the  Nymph  prevail. 
Who  thus  to  Scylla  tells  the  mournful  Tale. 


'The Story  o/Acis,  Polyphemus,  and  Galatea 

By  Mr.  D  R  Y  D  E  N. 

% 

ylch\  the  lovely  Y outh,  whofe  lofs  I  mourn. 

From  Faunas  and  the  Nymph  Symethis  born. 

Was  both  his  Parents  Pleafure;  but,  to  me 
W as  all  that  Love  could  make  a  Lover  be- 
The  Gods  our  Minds  in  mutual  Bands  did  join; 

I  was  his  only  Joy,  and  he  was  mine. 

Now  flxteen  Summers  the  fvveet  Youth  had  feen; 
And  doubtful  Down  began  to  fhade  his  Chin : 

When  Polyphemus  firffc  difturb’d  our  Joy; 

And  lov’d  me  fiercely,  as  I  lov’d  the  Boy. 

Ask  not  which  Paflion  in  my  Soul  was  high’r, 

My  laft  Avcrfion,  or  my  firfl:  Defire: 

Nor  this  the  greater  was,  nor  that  the  lefs; 

Both  were  alike,  for  both  were  in  Excels. 

Thee,  Venus ,  thee,  both  Heav’n  and  Earth  obey; 
Immenfe  thy  Pow’r,  and  boundlefs  is  thy  Sway. 

The  Cyclops ,  who  defy’d  th’  AEtherial  Throne, 

And  thought  no  Thunder  louder  than  his  own, 

The  Terror  of  the  Woods,  and  wilder  far 
Than  Wolves  in  Plains,  or  Bears  in  Forefls  arc. 
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Th’  inhuman  Hoft,  who  made  his  bloody  Feafts 
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On  mangl’d  Members  of  his  butcher’d  Guefts, 

Yet  felt  the  force  of  Love,  and  fierce  Defire, 

And  burnt  for  me,  with  unrelenting  Fire. 

Forgot  his  Caverns,  and  his  woolly  Care, 

Aflitm’d  the  Softnels  of  a  Lover’s  Air ; 

And  comb’d,  with  Teeth  of  Rakes,  his  rugged  Hair. 
Now  with  a  crooked  Scythe  his  Beard  he  fieeks; 
And  mowes  the  hub  born  Stubble  of  his  Cheeks  r 
Now  in  the  Cryfial  Stream  he  looks,  to  try 
His  Simagres,  and  rowls  his  glaring  Eye. 

His  Cruelty  and  Third:  of  Blood  are  lo  ft ; 

And  Ships  lecurely  fail  along  the  Coaft 
The  Prophet  Telemus  (arriv’d  by  chance 
Where  /Etna's  Summets  to  the  Seas  advance.. 

Who  mark’d  the  Tradts  of  every  Bird  that  flew, 
And  fure  Prefages  from  their  flying  drew.) 

Foretold  the  Cyclops,  that  Ulyjfes'  Hand 

In  his  broad  Eye  fliou’d  thruft  a  flaming  Brand. 

The  Giant,  with  a  fcornful  Grin  reply' d, 

Y ain  Augur,  thou  haft  falfely  Prophely’d; 

Already  Love  his  flaming  Brand  lias  toft ; 

Looking  on  two  fair  Eyes,  my  Sight  I  loft. 

Thus,  warn’d  in  vain,  with  ftaJkrng  Pace  he  ftrode. 
And  damp’d  the  Margine  of  the  briny  Flood 

ft 

With  heavy  Steps;  and  weary,  fought  agen 
The  cool  Retirement  of  bis  gloomy  Den. 

A  Promontory,  fliarp’ning  by  degrees. 

Ends  in  a  Wedge,  and  over- looks  the  Seas : 

On  cither  Side,  below,  the  Water  flows ; 

This  airy  Walk  the  Giant  Lover  chofe. 

Here,  on  the  midft  he  late;  his  Flocks,  unled. 
Their  Shepherd  follow’d,  and  lecurely  fed. 
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A  Pine  fo  burly,  and  of  Length  fo  vak, 

ft 

T hat  failing  Ships  requir’d  it  for  a  Maft, 

He  wielded  for  a  Staff,  his  Steps  to  guide  :  ■ 

But  laid  it  by,  his  Whikle  while  he  try’d. 

A  hundred  Reeds,  of  a  prodigious  Growth, 

Scarce  made  a  Pipe,  proportion’d  to  his  Mouth : 
Which,  when  he  gave  it  Wind,  the  Rocks  around. 
And  watry  Plains,  the  dreadful  Hifs  refound. 

I  heard  the  Ruffian-Shepherd  rudely  blow, 

Where,  in  a  hollow  Cave,  I  fat  below ; 

On  Acts'  Bofom  I  my  Head  reclin’d : 

And  kill  preierve  the  Poem  in  my  Mind. 

Oh  lovely  Galatea ,  whiter  far 
Than  falling  Snows,  and  riling  Lilies  are ; 

More  dowry  than  the  Meads,  as  Crykal  bright. 
Erect  as  Alders,  and  of  equal  height : 

More  wanton  than  a  Kid,  more  lleek  thy  Skin 
Than  Orient  Shells,  that  on  the  Shores  are  teen. 
Than  Apples  fairer,  when  the  Boughs  they  lade. 
Pleating  as  Winter  Suns,  or  Summer  Shade: 

More  grateful  to  the  Sight,  than  goodly  Plains; 
And  fofter  to  the  Touch,  than  Down  of  Swans; 
Or  Curds  new  turn’d :  and  tweeter  to  the  Take 
Than  dwelling  Grapes,  that  to  the  Vintage  hake: 
More  clear  than  Ice,  or  running  Streams,  that  kray 


Through  Garden  Plots,  but  ah !  ] 
Yet,  Galatea .  harder  to  be  brol 


fwift  than  they 


cc 


Than  Bullocks,  unreclaim’d,  to  bear 


Yoke 


And  far  more  tlubborn  than  the  knotted  Oak 

$ 

Like  Hiding  Streams,  impoffible  to  hold: 


fallacious 


their  Fountains  cold 


More  warping  than  the  Willow  to  decline 
My  warm  Embrace,  more  brittle  than  the  Vine 


Immoveable 
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Rough  as  thefe  Rocks,  and  of  a  harder  Grain. 
More  violent  than  is  the  riling  Flood ; 

And  the  prais’d  Peacock  is  not  half  fo  proud. 

♦ 

Fierce  as  the  Fire,  and  fharp  as  Thiftles  are. 

And  more  outragious  than  a  Mother-Bear : 

Deaf  as  the  Billows  to  the  Vows  I  make; 

And  more  revengeful  than  a  trodden  Snake. 

In  Swiftnefs  fleeter  than  the  flying  Hind, 

Or  driven  Tem pells,  or  the  driving  Wind. 

All  other  Faults,  with  Patience  I  can  bear ; 

But  Swiftnels  is  the  Vice  I  only  fear. 

Yet  if  you  knew  me  well,  you  wou’d  not  Ihun 
My  Love,  but  to  my  wilh’d  Embraces  run : 
Wou’d  languilh  in  your  turn,  and  court  my  Stay 
And  much  repent  of  your  unwife  Delay. 

My  Palace,  in  the  living  Rock,  is  made 
By  Nature's  Hand ;  a  Ipacious  plealing  Shade : 
Which  neither  Heat  can  pierce,  nor  Cold  invade. 
My  Garden  fill’d  with  Fruits  you  may  behold, 
And  Grapes  in  Clufters,  imitating  Gold ; 

Some  blulhing  Bunches  of  a  Purple  Hue : 

And  thefe  and  thofe,  are  all  referv’d  for  you. 


Red  Strawberries,  in  Shades,  expecting  Hand, 
Proud  to  be  gather’d  by  fo  white  a  Hand. 
Autumnal  Cornels,  latter  Fruit  provide; 


And  Plumbs  to 


tempt  you,  turn  their  glolly  Side : 


Not  thofe  of  common  kinds;  but  fuch  alone 


As  in  Phaacian  Orchards  might  have  grown : 
Nor  Cheftnuts  fliall  be  wanting  to  your  Food, 
Nor  Garden-Fruits,  nor  Wildings  of  the  Wood; 


E  e  e  c  c  e 
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The  laden  Boughs  for  you  alone  Iliad  bear ; 

And  yours  fhall  be  the  Product  of  the  Year. 

The  Flocks  you  fee,  are  all  my  own;  bolide 
The  reft  that  Woods,  and  winding  Vallies  hide; 
And  thofe  that  folded  in  the  Caves  abide. 

9 

Ask  not  the  Numbers  of  my  growing  Store; 

Who  knows  how  many,  knows  he  has  no  more. 
Nor  will  I  praife  my  Cattle;  truft  not  me, 

But  judge  your  felf,  and  pals  your  own  Decree: 
Behold  their  fwelling  Dugs;  the  fweepy  Weight 
Of  Ewes  that  link  beneath  the  Milky  Freight ; 

In  the  warm  Folds,  their  tender  Lambkins  lye; 
Apart  from  Kids,  that  call  with  human  Cry. 

New  Milk  in  Nut-brown  Bowls,  is  duely  ferv’d 
For  daily  Drink ;  the  reft  for  Cheele  relerv’d. 

N or  are  thefe  Houlhold  Dainties  all  my  Store  : 
The  Fields  and  Forefts  will  afford  us  more; 

The  Deer,  the  Hare,  the  Goat,  the  Salvage  Boar. 
All  forts  of  Ven’fon ;  and  of  Birds  the  beft; 

A  pair  of  Turtles  taken  from  the  Neft. 

I  walk’d  the  Mountains,  and  two  Cubs  I  found, 
(Whole  Dam  had  left  ’em  on  the  naked  Ground,) 
So  like,  that  no  Difti  notion  cou’d  be  feen: 


So  pretty,  they  were  Prefcnts  for  a  Queen ; 

And  fo  they  lhall ;  I  took  ’em  both  away ; 

And  keep,  to  be  Companions  of  your  Play. 

Oh  raife,  fair  Nymph,  your  Beauteous  Face  above 


The  Waves;  nor  (corn  my  Prefents,  and  my  Love. 


Come,  Galatea?  come,  and  view  my  Face; 


I  late  beheld  it,  in  the  watry  GJals; 


And  found  it  lovelier  than  I  fear’d  it  was. 
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Survey  my  towring  Stature,  and  my  Size : 

Mot  Jove,  the  Jove  you  dream  that  rules  the  Skies, 
Bears  fiich  a  Bulk,  or  is  fo  largely  fpread: 

My  Locks  (the  plenteous  Harvell  of  my  Head) 
Hang  o’er  my  manly  Face;  and  dangling  down. 

As  with  a  fhady  Grove,  my  Shoulders  crown. 

N or  think,  becaufe  my  Limbs  and  Body  bear 
A  thick-fet  Underwood  of  br i&ling  Hair, 

My  Shape  deform’d ;  what  fouler  Sight  can  be5 

% 

Than  the  bald  Branches  of  a  leafiefs  Tree? 

Foul  is  the  Steed,  without  a  flowing  Mane : 

And  Birds,  without  their  Feathers  and  their  Train. 
W ool  decks  the  Sheep ;  and  Man  receives  a  Grace 
From  bufhy  Limbs,  and  from  a  bearded  Face. 

My  Forehead  with  a  fingle  Eye  is  fill’d. 

Round  as  a  Ball,  and  ample  as  a  Shield. 

The  glorious  Lamp  of  Heav’n,  the  radiant  Sun, 

Is  Nature’s  Eye ;  and  fhe’s  content  with  one. 

Add,  that  my  Father  fways  your  Seas,  and  I, 

Like  you,  am  of  the  watry  Family. 

I  make  you  his,  in  making  you  my  own ; 

You  I  adore;  and  kneel  to  you  alone: 

Jove  with  his  Fabled  Thunder,  I  deipife. 

And  only  fear  the  Lightning  of  your  Eyes. 

Frown  not,  fair  Nymph;  yet  I  cou’d  bear  to  be 
Difdain’d,  if  others  were  dildaiifd  with  me. 

But  to  repul fc  the  Cyclops ,  and  prefer 
The  Love  of  Acts-,  (Hcav’ns !)  1  cannot  bear. 

But  let  the  Stripling  pleafe  himfelf;  nay  more, 
Pleafc  you,  tho*  that’s  the  thing  I  moll  abhor; 

The  Boy  fhall  find,  if  e’er  we  cope  in  Fight, 

Thcfc  Giant  Limbs  endu’d  with  Giant  Might. 
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His  living  Bowels,  from  his  Belly  torn. 

And  fcatter’d  Limbs,  fhall  on  the  Flood  be  born : 
Thy  Flood,  ungrateful  Nymph ;  and  Fate  fhall  find 
That  way,  for  thee  and  Acts  to  be  join’d. 

F or  oh !  I  burn  with  Love,  and  thy  Difdain 
Augments  at  once  my  Paflion,  and  my  Pain. 
Tranflated  /Etna  flames  within  my  Heart, 

And  thou,  Inhuman,  wilt  not  eafe  my  Smart. 

Lamenting  thus  in  vain,  he  rofe,  and  flrode 
With  furious  Paces  to  the  neighb’ring  Wood: 
Refllefs  his  Feet,  diffracted  was  his  Walk; 

Mad  were  his  Motions,  and  confus’d  his  Talk. 

when  forc’d  to  yield 
His  lovely  MiJtrefs,  and  forfake  the  Field. 

Thus  far  unfeen  I  law :  when  fatal  Chance 
His  Looks  directing,  with  a  fudden  Glance, 

Ac  is  and  I  were  to  his  Sight  betray’d ; 

Where  nought  fufpeCting  we  fecurely  play’d. 

From  his  wide  Mouth  a  bellowing  Cry  he  caft, 

I  fee,  I  fee ;  but  this  fhall  be  your  laft : 

A  Roar  fo  loud  made  /Etna  to  rebound : 


Mad  as  the  vanquifh’d  Bull, 


4 

And  all  the  Cyclops  labour’d  in  the  Sound. 
Affrighted  with  his  monftrous  Voice,  I  fled. 

And  in  the  Neighb’ring  Ocean  plung’d  my  Head 
Poor  Ac  is  turn’d  his  Back,  and  Help,  he  cry’d; 
Help,  Galatea ,  help,  my  Parent  Gods, 

And  take  me  dying  to  your  deep  Abodes. 

The  Cyclops  follow’d ;  but  he  lent  before 
A  Rib,  which  from  the  living  Rock  he  tore: 
Though  but  an  Angle  reach’d  him  of  the  Stone, 


The 


ghty  Fragment  was  enougf 


To 


*  *- 


>  f  * 

1  tA 
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To  crufli  all  Ac  is ;  ’twas  too  late  to  fave, 

1  1 

But  what  the  Fates  allow’d  to  give,  I  gave: 

That  Acts  to  his  Lineage  Ihould  return ; 

And  rowl,  among  the  River  Gods,  his  Urn. 

Straight  iffu’d  from  the  Stone  a  Stream  of  Blood ; 
Which  loft  the  Purple,  mingling  with  the  Flood, 
Then,  like  a  troubl’d  Torrent,  it  appear’d: 

The  Torrent  too,  in  little  fpace,  was  clear’d. 

The  Stone  was  cleft,  and  through  the  yawning  Chink 
Mew  Reeds  arofe,  on  the  new  River  s  Brink. 

The  Rock,  from  out  its  hollow  Womb,  difclos’d 
A  Sound  like  Water  in  its  Courfe  oppos’d. 

When,  (wondrous  to  behold,)  full  in  the  Flood, 

Up  harts  a  Youth,  and  Mavel  high  he  hood. 

Horns  from  his  Temples  rife;  and  either  Horn 
Thick  Wreaths,  of  Reeds,  (his  Native  Growth)  adorn. 
Were  not  his  Stature  taller  than  before. 

His  Bulk  augmented,  and  his  Beauty  more, 

His  Colour  blue ;  for  Acts  he  might  pafs : 

And  Acts  chang’d  into  a  Stream  he  was. 

But  mine  no  more ;  he  rowls  along  the  Plains 
With  rapid  Motion,  and  his  Name  retains. 


The  Story  of  Glaucus  and  Scylla. 

By  Mr.  Rowe. 

Here  ceas’d  the  Nymph;  the  fair  Affembly  broke, 
The  Sea-green  Nereids  to  the  Waves  betook: 

O 

While  Scylla  fearful  of  the  wide-fpread  Main, 

Swift  to  the  fafer  Shore  returns  again. 

There  o’er  the  fandy  Margin,  unarray’d, 

With  printlcfs  Footlleps  flies  the  bounding  Maid; 

Ffffff 
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Or  in  fome  winding  Creek’s  fecure  Retreat 

She  baths  her  weary  Limbs,  and  fhuns  the  Noonday’s  Heat 

Her  Glaucus  fa w,  as  o’er  the  Deep  He  rode. 

New  to  the  Seas,  and  late  receiv’d  a  God. 

He  faw,  and  languifh’d  for  the  Virgin’s  Love; 

With  many  an  artful  Blandifhment  he  ffrove,  ( 

Her  Flight  to  hinder,  and  her  Fears  remove.  ' 

The  more  he  flies,  the  more  fhe  wings  her  Flight, 

And  nimbly  gains  a  neighb’ring  Mountain’s  Height. 
Steep  fhelving  to  the  Margin  of  the  Flood, 

A  neighb’ring  Mountain  bare,  and  woodlefs  flood ; 

Here,  by  the  Place  fecur’d,  her  Steps  fhe  flay’d. 

And,  trembling  flill,  her  Lover  s  Form  furvey’d. 

His  Shape,  his  Hue,  her  troubled  Senfe  appall. 

And  dropping  Locks  that  o’er  his  Shoulders  fall ; 

She  fees  his  Face  Divine,  and  Manly  Brow, 

End  in  a  Fifli’s  wreathy  Tail  below: 

She  fees,  and  doubts  within  her  anxious  Mind, 
Whether  he  comes  of  God,  or  Monfler  Kind. 

This  Glaucus  foon  perceiv’d ;  And,  Oh !  forbear  1 

(His  Hand  fupporting  on  a  Rock  lay  near)  > 

Forbear,  he  cry’d,  fond  Maid,  this  needlefs  Fear.  j 

Nor  Fifh  am  I,  nor  Monfler  of  the  Main, 

But  equal,  with  the  watry  Gods  I  reign ; 

Nor  Proteus ,  nor  PaU’mon  me  excell. 

Nor  he  whole  Breath  infpires  the  founding  Shell. 

My  Birth,  ’tis  true,  I  owe  to  mortal  Race, 

And  I  my  lelf  but  late  a  Mortal  was: 

Ev’n  then  in  Seas,  and  Seas  alone,  I  joy’d; 

T  he  Seas  my  Hours,  and  all  my  Cares  employ’d. 

In  Mefhes  now  the  twinkling  Prey  I  drew ;  ^ 

Now  skilfully  the  flender  Line  I  threw,  > 

And  filent  fit  the  moving  Float  to  view.  3 
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Not  far  from  Shore,  there  lies  a  verdant  Mead, 

With  Herbage  half  and  half  with  Water  fpread: 

T here,  nor  th  e  homed  Heifers  bro wfing  dray. 

Nor  fhaggy  Kids*  nor  wanton  Lambkins  play; 

There,  nor  the  founding  Bees  their  Nectar  cull. 

Nor  Rural  Swains  their .  genial  Chaplets  pull, 

Nor  Flocks,  nor  Herds,  nor  Mowers  haunt  the  Place, 

w 

To  crop  the  Flow’rs,  or  cut  the  bufhy  Grafs: 

Thither,  fure  fir. ft  of  living  Race  came  I, 

And  fat  by  chance,  my  dropping  Nets  to  dry. 

My  fcaly  Prize,  in  Order  all  difplay’d. 

By  Number  on  the  Gfeenfword  there  I  fay’d. 

My  Captives j  whom  or  in  my  N ets  I  took. 

Or  hung  unwary  on  my  wily  Hook. 

Strange  to  behold!  yet  What  avails  a  Lye? 

I  faw  ’em  bite  the  Grafs,  as  I  fat  by ; 

Then  hidden  darting  o’er  the  verdant  Plain, 

They  fpread  their  Finns  as  in  their  native  Main : 

I  paus’d,  with  Wonder  /truck,  while  all  my  Prey 
Left  their  new  Mailer,  and  regain’d  the  Sea. 

Amaz’d,  within  my  fecret  Self  I  fought, 

What  God,  what  Herb  the  Miracle  had  wrought : 

But  hire  no  Herbs  have  Fow’r  like  this,  I  cry’d ; 

And  /trait  I  pluck’d  fo me  neighb’ring  Herbs,  and  try’d 
Scarce  had  I  bit  and  prov’d  the  wondrous  Ta/te, 
When  Jftrong  Coiivulfions  fhook  my  troubled  Breafl; 

I  felt  my  Heart  grow  fond  of  fomething  flrange. 

And  my  whole  Nature  lab ’ring  with  a  Change. 
Rcfllefs  1  grew,  and  ev’ry  Place  forfook. 

And  hill  upon  the  Seas  I  bent  my  Look. 

Farcwel  for  ever !  Fare wel  Land !  I  laid ; 

And  plung’d  amidh  the  Waves  my  finking  Head. 
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The  gentle  Pow’rs,  who  that  low  Empire  keep, 
Receiv’d  me  as  a  Brother  of  the  Deep ; 

T o  Tethj/Sy  and  to  Ocean  old,  they  pray 
To  purge  my  mortal  Earthy  Parts  away.  - 
The  watry  Parents  to  their  Suit  agreed? 

And  thrice,  nine  times  aTacred  Charm  they  read. 
Then  with  Luhration s  purify  my  Limbs? 

And  bid  me  bathe  beneath  a  hundred  Streams : 

*  • 

A  hundred  Streams  from  various  Fountains  run? 
And  on  my  Head  at  once  come  rulhing  down. 
Thus  far  each  Pahage?  I  remember  well, 

And  faithfully  thus  far  the  Tale  I  tell; 

But  then  Oblivion  dark?  on  all  my  Senfes  fell. 
Again  at  length  my  Thought  reviving  came? 

When  I  no  longer  found  my  felf  the  fame  ; 

Then  fuff  this  Sea-green  Beard  I  felt  to  grow. 

And  thefe  large  Honours  on  my  Ipreading  Brow ; 
My  long  defcending  Locks  the  Billows  fweep, 

And  my  broad  Shoulders  cleave  the  yielding  Deep; 
My  Fifhy  Tail?  my  Arms  of  Azure  Hue, 

And  ev’ry  Part  divinely  chang’d?  I  view. 

But  what  avail  thefe  ufelels  Honours  now? 

What  Joys  can  Immortality  bellow 
What,  tho’  our  Nereids  all  my  Form  approve  ? 

W7hat  boots  it,  while  fair  Scylla  fcorns  my  Love  ? 

Thus  far  the  God ;  and  more  he  wou’d  have  laid 
When  from  his  Prefence  flew  the  ruthlefs  Maid. 
Stung  with  Repulfe?  in  fuch  difdainful  fort? 

He  fecks  Titanian  Circe' s  horrid  Court. 
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J  VV  Glaucuss  with  a  Lover’s  Hafte,  bounds  o’er 

The  fwelling  Waves,  and  feeks  the  Latian 
Shore. 

Mejfena,  Rhegium ,  and  the  barren  Coaft 
Of  flaming  A Etna ,  to  his  Sight  are  loft: 

At  length  he  gains  the  Tyrrhene  Seas,  and  views 

%  • 

The  Hills  where  baneful  Philters  Circe  brews  > 

* 

Monftets,  in  various  Forms,  around  her  prefs  > 

As  thus  the  God  falutes  the  Sorccrefs. 

O  Circe 3  be  indulgent  to  my  Grief, 

^  '  •  * 

And  give  a  Love-lick  Deity  Relief. 

Too  well  the  mighty  Power  of  Plants  I  know  s 


To  rhofe  my  Figure,  and  ne\fr  Fate  I  owe. 

^  „  ♦  ’  •  » 

Agaillft  McJJcna ,  on  X\\  Thtjonian  Coaft, 

I  Ccylla  view’d,  and  from  that  Hour  was  loft. 


•  #  ^ 

I  n  tend’ reft  Sounds  I  fu’d ;  but  ft  ill  the  Fair 


* 


O  PiD’s  Metamorphoses.  Book  XIV. 

* 

#  •/  % 


If  Numbers  can  avail :  exert  their  Pow’r; 

Or  Energy  of  Plants*  if  Plants  have  more. 

I  ask  no  Cure ;  let  but  the  Virgin  pine 
With  dying  Pangs,  or  Agonies  like  mine. 

No  longer  Circe  could  her  Flame  difguife. 

But,  to  the  fuppliant  God  Marine,  replies : 

When  Maids  are  coy,  have  manlier  Aims  in  view; 
Leave  thofe  that  Fly,  but  thofe  that  Like,  purfue. 

If  |  Love  can  be  by  kind 

* 

See,  at  your  Feet,  the  Daughter  of  the  Sun. 

Sooner,  faid  Glaucus ,  fhall  the  Afh  remove 

Surges  love ; 

Or  humble  Sea-weed  to  the  Hills  repair ; 

E’er  I  think  any  but  my  Scylla  fair. 

I  | 

Strait  Circe  reddens  with  a  guilty  Shame, 

And  vows  Revenge  for  her  rejected  Flame. 

Fierce  Liking  oft  a  Spight  as  fierce  creates ; 

For  Love  refus’d,  without  Averfion,  hates. 

T o  hurt  her  haplefs  Rival  fhe  proceeds ; 

And,  by  the  Fall  of  Scylla  ^  Glaucus  bleeds. 

Some  fafcinating  Bev’rage  now  fhe  brews ; 

Compos’d  of  deadly  Drugs,  and  baneful  Juice. 

At  Rbegium: fhe  arrives;  the  Ocean  braves. 

And  treads  with  unwet  Feet  the  boiling  Waves. 

Upon  the  Beach  a  winding  Bay  there  lies. 

Shelter’d  from  Seas,  and  fhaded  from  the  Skies  : 

S 

This  Station  Scylla  chofe ;  a  foft  Retreat 
From  chilling  Winds,  and  raging  Cancers  Heat. 

The  vengeful  Sore’ refs  vifits  this  Rccefs  ; 

Her  Charm  infufes,  and  infedts  the  Place. 

Soon  as  the  Nymph  wades  in ;  Her  nether  Parts 
Turn  into  Dogs  5  then  at  her  felf  file  ft  arts. 


From  Mountains,  and  the  fwelling 


Compliance  won ; 


Book  XIV 


D 


Met  a  m 


A  ghaftly  Horror  in  her  Eyes,  appears ; 

But  yet  (he  knows  not  who  it  is  fhe  fears ; 

In  vain  fhe  offers  from  her  felf  to  run ; 

♦  * 

And  drags  about  her  what  fhe  if  rives  to  Hum.' 

Opprefs’d  with  Grief  the  pitying  God  appears 
And  fwells  the  riling  Surges  with  his  Tears; 

From  the  detefted  Sorcerefs  he  flies. 

Her  Art  reviles,  and  her  Addrefs  denies  5 

Whilfl:  haplefs  Scylla,  chang’d  to  Rocks,  decrees 

w  *  » 

Deffru6tion  to  thofe  Barques  that  beat  the  Seas. 


*The  Voyage  of  HE 


continued \ 


Here  bulg’d  the  Pride  of  fam’d  Ulyjfes *  Fleet, 

But  good  /Eneas  Tcap’d  the  Fate  he  met. 

As  to  the  Latian  Shore  the  Trojan  flood. 

And  cut  with  well-timd  Oars  the  foaming  Flood : 
He  weather’d  fell  Charybdis :  But  e’re  long 
The  Skies  were  darken’d,  and  the  Tempefl:  ftrong 
Then  to  the  Libyan  Coaft  he  flretches  o’er; 

And  makes  at  length  the  Carthaginian  Shore. 

Here  Dido ,  with  an  hofpitable  Care, 

Into  her  Heart  receive^  the  W anderer. 

From  her  kind  Arms  th’ ungrateful  Hero  flies; 

The  injur’d  Queen  looks  on  with  dying  Eyes, 

*  . 

Then  to  her  Folly  falls  a  Sacrifice. 

/Eneas  now  fets  Sail,  and  plying  gains 
Fair  Eryx ,  where  his  friend  Jce/les  reigns: 

F i r  ft  to  his  Sire  does  fun’ral  Rites  decree, 

>  *  I 

Then  gives  the  Signal  next,  and  Hands  to  Sea  > 
Out-runs  the  Iflands  where  Volcanos  roar; 

Gets  elcaa'  of  Syrens,  and  their  faithlefs  Shoar: 


4s  4- 


O  V  I  D’ s  Metamorphoses 


Book  XIV 


s 

But  loofes  Taiynurus  in  the  Way; 
Then  makes  Inarime  and  Prochyta. 


The  Transformation  of  Cercopians  into  Sipes. 

t 

-  %  I  %  • 

The  G allies  now  by  Tythecufa  pafs; 

The  Name  is  from  the  Natives  of  the  Place. 

% 

ft 

The  Father  of  the  Gods  detefting  Lies  5 
Oft,  with  Abhorrence,  heard  their  Perjuries. 

Th’ abandon’d  Race,  transform’d  to  Beafts,  began 

♦ 

To  mimick  the  Impertinence  of  Man. 

Flat-nos’d,  and  furrow’d ;  with  Grimace  they  grin  5 

ft 

And  look,  to  what  they  were,  too  near  akin : 

Merry  in  Make,  and  bufy  to  no  End; 

ft*  * 

This  Moment  they  divert,  the  next  offend: 

I 

% 

So  much  this  Species  of  their  paft  retains ; 

v 

m 

Tho’  loft  the  Language,  yet  the  Noife  remains. 


Now,  on  his  Right,  he  leaves  Parthenope  ; 
His  Left,  Mifenus  jutting  in  the  Sea: 

Arrives  at  Cnm.c,  and  with  Awe  furvey’d 
The  Grotto  of  the  venerable  Maid: 


Begs  Leave  thro’  black  Avernus  to  retire  ; 

•  • 

And  view  the  much-1  ov’d  Manes  of  his  Sire. 
Strait  the  divining  Virgin  rais’d  her  Eyes; 
And,  foaming  with  a  holy  .Rage,  replies: 


O  thou,  whole  Worth  thy  wond’rous  Works  proclaim; 

The  Flames,  thy  Piety  ;  the  World,  thy  Fame: 

•  *  % 

Tho’  great  be  thy  Requeft,  yet  {halt  thou  fee 


Th’  JUy fan  Fields,  th’ infernal  Monarchy; 

Thy  Parent's  Shade:  This  Arm  thy  Steps  (hall  guide ; 


o  Suppliant  Virtue  nothing  is  deny’d. 


She 
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She  fjpoke,  and  pointing  to  the  Golden  Bough,. 
Which  in  th’ Aver  man  Grove  refulgent  grew. 

Seize  That^  She  bids  5  He  liftens  to  the  Maid  ; 

Then  views  the  mournful  Manflons  of  the  Dead  : 

The  Shade  of  Great  Anchifes ,  and  the  Place 
By  Fates  determin’d  to  the  Trojan  Race. 

As  back  to  upper  Light  the  Hero  came. 

He  thus  falutes  the  Vifioriary  Dame. 

O,  whether  fome  propitious  Deity, 

% 

Or  lov’d  by  thofe  bright  Rulers  of  the  Sky ! 

With  grateful  Incenfe  I  fhall  ftile  you  One, 

And  deem  no  Godhead  greater  than  your  own. 

’Tivas  you  reftor’d  me  from  the  Realms  of  Night, 

And  gave  me  to  behold  the  Fields  of  Light : 

To  feel  the  Breezes  o£  Congenial  Air; 

And  Nature’s  blefl  Benevolence  to  fhare. 


I  am  no  Deity,  reply’d  the  Dame, 

But  Mortal,  and  religious  Rites  difclaim. 

Yet  had  avoided  Death’s  tyrannick  Sway, 

Had  I  confented  to  the  God  of  Day. 

With  Promiles  he  fought  my  Love,  and  Did, 
Have  all  you  wifh,  my  fair  Cumaan  Maid. 

I  paus’d ;  then  pointing  to  a  Heap  of  Sand, 
For  ev’ry  Grain,  to  live  a  Year,  demand. 

But  ah  !  unmindful  of  th’  Effect  of  Time, 


Forgot  to  covenant  for  Youth,  and  Prime. 
The  fmilin g  Bloom,  I  boafted  once,  is  gone. 


And  feeble  Age  with  lagging  Limbs  creeps 


Sev’n  Gentries  have  I  liv’d ; 


Three  more  fulfil 


The  Period  of  the  Years  to  fin  fill  Bill. 


FI  h  h  h  h  h 


0  V  1  © *s  Metamorphoses.  Book  XIV. 


486 

Who’ll  think  that  Phoebus,  dreft  in  Youth  Divine, 

Had  once  believ’d  his  Luftre  lefs  than  mine  ? 

This  wither’d  Frame  (lb  Fates  have  willd)  lhall  wade 
To  nothing,  but  Prophetick  Words,  at  lad. 

The  Sibyl L  mounting  now  from  nether  Skies, 

And  the  fam’d  Ilian  Prince,  at  Cuma  rife. 

He  fail’d,  and  near  the  Place  to  Anchor  came. 

Since  call’d  Cajeta  from  his  Nurfe’s  Name. 

Here  did  the  lucklefs  Macareus ,  a  Friend 

0 

To  wife  Ulyjfes3  his  long  Labours  end. 

Here,  wandring  Acheemenides  he  meets. 

And,  hidden,  thus  his  late  Alfociate  greets. 

Whence  came  you  here,  O  Friend,  and  whither  bound  > 
All  gave  you  loft  on  far  Cyclopean  Ground ; 

A  Greek's  at  lad  aboard  a  Trojan  found. 

1  he  Adventures  of  Aci-i^menides. 

Thus  Achxmenides  —  With  Thanks  I  name 
/Eneas ,  and  his  Piety  proclaim. 

I  ’fcap’d  the  Cyclops  thro7  the  Hero’s  Aid, 

Fife  in  his  Maw  my  mangled  Limbs  had  laid. 

When  firft  your  Navy  under  Sail  he  found. 

He  rav’d,  till  /Etna  labour’d  with  the  Sound. 

Raging,  he  dalk’d  along  the  Mountain’s  Side, 

And  vented  Clouds  of  Breath  at  ev’ry  Stride. 

<c  His  Staff  a  Mountain  Afhj  and  in  the  Clouds 
44  Oft,  as  he  walks,  his  grifly  Front  he  fhrowds. 

Eyelefs  he  grop’d  about  with  vengeful  Hade, 

And  judled  Promontories,  as  he  pafs’d. 

Then  heav’d  a  Rock's  high  Summit  to  the  Main, 

And  bellow’d,  like  fomc  burlting  Hurricane. 
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Oh  !  cou’d  I  feize  Ulyjfes  in  his  Flight, 

How  unlamented  were  my  Lofs  of  Sight! 

Thefe  Jaws  fhould  Piece-meal  tear  each  panting  Vein, 
Grind  ev’ry  crackling  Bone,  and  pound  his  Brain.. 

As  thus  he  rav’d,  my  joynts  with  Horror  (hook  5 
The  Tide  of  Blood  my  chilling  Heart  forfook. 

I  faw  him  once  difgorge  huge  Morfels,  raw. 

Of  Wretches  undigeAed  in  his  Maw. 

From  the  pale  breathlefs  Trunks  whole  Limbs  he  tore, 
His  Beard  all  clotted  with  overflowing  Gore. 

My  anxious  Flours  I  pafs’d  in  Caves  5  my  Food 
Was  Foreft  Fruits,  and  Wildings  of  the  Wood. 

At  length  a  Sail  I  wafted,  and  aboard 
My  Fortune  found  an  hofpitable  Lord. 

Now,  in  Return,  your  own  Adventures  tell. 

And  what,  lince  firA  you  put  to  Sea,  befell. 

CT  he  Adventures  Mac  a  reus. 

J  \ 

Then  Mac  arcus  —  There  reign’d  a  Prince  of  Fame 
O’er  T ufcan  Seas,  and  JEoLus  his  Name. 

A  Largefs  to  Ulyffes  he  confign’d. 

And  in  a  Steer’s  tough  Hide  inclos’d  a  W ind. 

Nine  Days  before  the  fwelling  Gale  we  ran  5 
The  tenth,  to  make  the  meeting  Land,  began: 

When  now,  the  merry  Mariners,  to  find 
Imagin’d  Wealth  within,  the  Bag  unbind. 

Forthwith  out-rufll’d  a  GuA,  which  backwards  bore 
Our  Gallies  to  the  Lyjlrigoriian  Shore, 

t 

Whofe  Crown,  Antiphatcs  the  Tyrant  wore. 

Some  few  commiffion’d  Were  with  Speed  to  treat  5 
We  to  his  Court  repair,  his  Guards  wc  meet. 
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Two,  friendly  Flight  preferv’d;  the  Third  was  doom’d 
To  be  by  thofe  curs’d  Carinibals  confum’d. 

Inhumanly  our  haplefs  Friends  they  treats 
Our  Men  they  murder,  and  deffroy  our  Fleet. 

In  time  the  wife  Vlyjfes  bore  away. 

And  drop’d  his  Anchor  in  yOri  faithlefs  Bay. 

The  Thoughts  of  Perils  paft  We  ffcill  retain. 

And  fear  to  land,  till  Lots  appoint  the  Men. 

Tolitcs  true,  Elpenor  giv’n  to  Wine,  : 

Eurylochus ,  my  felf,  the  Lots  affign. 

Defign’d  for  Dangers,  and  refolv’d  to  Dare, 

To  Circe's  fatal  Palace  we  repair, 

0 

The  Enchantments  of  Circe.  ’ 

0  • 

Before  the  fpacious  Front,  a  Herd  we  find 
Of  Bealls,  the  fierceft  of  the  fayage  Kind. 

Our  trembling  Steps  with  Blandishments  they  meet. 

And  fawn,  unlike  their  Species,  at  our  Feet. 

W  ithin,  upon  a  fumptuous  Throne  of  State 
On  golden  Columns  rais’d  th’  Enchantrefs  fate. 

R  ich  was  her  Robe,  and  amiable  her  Mein, 

9 

Her  Afpedt  awful,  and  fhc  look’d  a  Queen. 

Her  Maids  not  mind  the  Loom,  nor  houfhoid  Care, 

<c  Nor  wage  in  Needle- work  a  Scythian  War. 

But  cull  in  Caniftcrs  difaftrous  Flow’rs, 

i 

<c  And  Plants  from  haunted  Heaths^  and  fairy  Bow ’rs, 

« 

cc  W ith  brazen  Sickles  reap’d  at  Planetary  Hours. 

Each  Dofc  the  Goddefs  weighs  with  watchful  Eye; 

So  nice  her  Art  in  impious  Pharmacy  ! 

* 

Entring  file  greets  us  with  a  gracious  Look, 

t 

And  Airs,  that  future  Amity  b^fpoke. 


Her 


i 
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Her  ready  Nymphs  ferve  up  a  rich  Repaft  5 
The  Bowl  fhe  dafhes  firft,  then  gives  to  tafte. 

Quick,  to  our  own  undoing,  we  comply ; 

Her  Powi*  we  prove,  and  fhew  the  Sorcery. 

Soon,  in  a  Length  of  Face,  our  Head  extends  5 
Our  Chine  ftifF  Briftles  bears,  and  forward  bends : 

A  Breadth  of  Brawn  new  burnifhes  our  Neck; 

Anon  we  grunt,  as  we  begin  to  {peak. 

Alone  Eurylochus  refus’d  to  tafte. 

Nor  to  a  Beaft  obfcene  the  Man  debas’d. 

Hither  Ulyjfes  haftes,  (fo  Fates  command; 

And  bears  the  pow’rful  Moly  in  his  Hand; 

Unfheaths  his  Scymitar,  alfaults  the  Dame, 

Preferves  his  Species,  and  remains  the  fame. 

The  Nuptial  Rite  this  Outrage  ftrait  attends ; 

The  Dow'r  defil’d  is  his  transfigur’d  Friends. 

The  Incantation  backward  file  repeats. 

Inverts  her  Rod,  and  what  fhe  did,  defeats. 

And  now  our  Skin  grows  fmooth,  our  Shape  upright ; 
Our  Arms  ftretch  up,  our  cloven  Feet  unite. 

With  Tears  our  weeping  Gen’ral  we  embrace  ; 

Hang  on  his  Neck,  and  melt  upon  his  Face. 

Twelve  Silver  Moons  in  Circes  Court  we  ftay, 

Whilft  there  they  wafte  .th’ unwilling  Hours  away. 
Twas  here  I  fpy’d  a  Youth  in  Parian  Stone; 

His  Head  a  Pecker  bore ;  the  Caufc  unknown 


Caufe 


To  Paftengcrs 


A  Nymph  of  Circes  Train 


The  Myft’ty  thus  attempted  to  explain. 

7  he  Story  of  Picu  s  and  Canens 

€ 

Picas ,  who  once  th’  Aafonian  Sceptre  held. 
Could  rein  the  Steed,  and  fit  him  for  the  Field. 


I  i  i  1  1  1 


496 


V 


M 


Book  XIV 


So  like  he  was  to  what  you  fee,  that  ftill 
We  doubt  if  real,  ot  the  Sculptor’s  Skill. 

The  Graces  in  the  finiftl’d  Piece,  you  find. 

Are  but  the  Copy  of  his  fairer  Mind. 

Four  Luftres  fcarce  the  Royal  Youth  could  name, 
Till  ev’ry  Love-fick  Nymph  confefs’d  a  Flame. 

Oft  for  his  Love  the  Mountain  Dryads  fu’d. 

And  ev’ry  Silver  Sifter  of  the;  Flood  : 

Thole  ot  Numicusy  Albula ,  and  thole 
Where  Almo  creeps,  and  hafty  Nar  o’erflows : 

Where  ledgy  Anio  glides  thro’  finding  Meads, 

Where  fhady  Farfar  ruftles  in  the  Reeds: 

And  thofe  that  love  the  Lakes,  and  Homage  owe 
T o  the  chafte  Goddefs  of  the  Silver  Bow. 

In  vain  each  Nymph  her  brighteft  Charms  put  on. 
His  Heart  no  Sov’reign  would  obey  but  one. 


She  whom  Venilia 


Mount 


T o  Janus  bore,  the  faireft  of  her  Line. 

Nor  did  her  Face  alone  her  Charms  confefs. 

Her  Voice  was  ravilhing,  and  pleas’d  no  lefs. 
When-e’er  fhe  fung,  lo  melting  were  her  Strains, 
The  Flocks  unfed  feem’d  lift’ning  on  the  Plains; 
The  Rivers  would  ftand  ftill,  the  Cedars  bend; 
And  Birds  negledr  their  Pinions,  to  attend ; 

The  Savage  Kind  in  Foreft-Wilds  grow  tame  ; 

And  Fattens . ,  from  her  heav’nly  Voice,  her  Name. 

Hymen  had.  now  in  fome  ill-fated  Hour 
Their  Hands  united,  as  their  Hearts  before. 
u  Whillt  their  foft  Moments  in  Delights  they  wafte 
<c  And  each  new  Day  was  dearer  than  the  pall ; 

This  would  fometimes  o’er  the  Forefts  rove, 

And  mingle  Sports  with  Intervals  of  Love. 


It  chanc’d,  as  once  the  foaming  Boar  he  chac’d, 

# 

9 

His  Jewels  fparkling  on  his  Tyrian  Veil;, 

Lafcivious  Circe  well  the  Youth  Purvey’d, 

As  fimpling  on  the  flow’ry  Hills  fhe  ft  ray’d. 

Her  wifhing  Eyes  their  filent  Meffage  tell. 

And  from  her  Lap  the  verdant  Mifchief  fell. 

As  file  attempts  at  Words,  his  Courfer  fprings 
O’er  Hills,  and  Lawns,  and  ev’n  a  Wifh  outwings. 

Thou  fhalt  not  ’fcape  me  fo,  pronounc’d  the  Dame, 
If  Plants  have  Pow’r,  and  Spells  be  not  a  Name. 

She  faid —  and  forthwith  form’d  a  Boar  of  Air, 

That  fought  the  Covert  with  diffembled  Tear. 

Swift  to  the  T hicket  Ticus  wings  his  W ay 
On  Foot,  to  chafe  the  vifionary  Prey. 

Now  fhe  invokes  the  Daughters  of  the  Night, 

Does  noxious  Juices  fmear,  and  Charms  recite  $ 

Such  as  can  veil  the  Moon’s  more  feeble  Fire, 

Or  (hade  the  Golden  Luftre  of  her  Sire. 

In  filthy  Fogs  fhe  hides  the  chearful  Noon  > 

The  Guard  at  Diftance,  and  the  Youth  alone. 

By  thofe  fair  Eyes,  ftle  cries,  and  ev’ry  Grace 
That  finifh  all  the  Wonders  of  your  Face, 

O!  I  conjure  thee,  hear  a  Queen  complain. 


Nor  let  the  Sun’s  foft  Lineage  fue  in  vain. 

Who-e’er  thou  art,  reply’d  the  King,  forbear. 
None  can  my  Paflion  with  my  Can  ens  fhare. 

Cf  She  firft  my  ev’ry  tender  Wifh  podeft, 
fC  And  found  the  foft  Approaches  to  my  Breaft. 
<c  In  Nuptials  blcft,  each  loofe  Defire  we  fhun. 


<c  Nor  Time  can  end,  what  Innocence  begun. 


cc  Think  not,  file  cry’d,  to  faunterout  a  Life 


c<  Of  Form,  with  that  domeftick  Drudge,  a  Wile? 
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My  juft  Revenge,  dull  Bool,  e’re  long  fhall  {how 

*  % 

What  Ills  we  Women,  if  refus’d,  can  do  : 

Think  me  a  Woman,  and  a  Lover  too. 

*  % 

£*'  From  dear  fuccefsfui  Spight  we  hope  for  Eafe, 
cc  Nor  fail  to  Punifh,  where  we  fail  to  Pleafe. 

^  »  I 

Now  twice  to  Eaft  fhe  turns,  as  oft  to  Weft  .; 

% 

Thrice  waves  her  Wand,  as  oft  a  Charm  expreft, 

On  the  loft  Youth  her  magick  Pow’r  fhe  tries  ; 

Aloft  he  fprings,  and  wonders  how  he  flies. 

On  painted  Plumes  the  Woods  he  feeks,  and  ftill 
The  Monarch  Oajc  he  pierces  with  his  Bill. 

Thus  chang’d,  no  more  o’er  Latian  Lands  he  reigns ; 
Of  Tic  us  nothing  but  the  Name  remains. 

The  Winds  from  drifting  Damps  now  purge  the  Air 
The  Mill  fubfides,  the  fettling  Skies  are  fair: 

The  Court  their  Sovereign  feek  with  Arms  in  Hand, 

They  threaten  Circe,  and  their  Lord  demand. 

Quick  (lie  invokes  the  Spirits  of  the  Air, 


CG 


And  Twilight  Elves  that  on  dun  Wings  repair 


“  To  Charnels,  and  th’ unhallow’d  Sepulcher. 

Now,  ftrange  to  tell,  the  Plants  fweat  Drops  of  Blood 
The  Trees  are  tofs’d  from  Forefts  where  they  flood; 
Blue  Serpents  o’er  the  tainted  Herbage  Aide, 

P  ale  glaring  Spe6f  res  on  the  TEther  ride  ; 

Dogs  howl.  Earth  yawns,  rent  Rocks  forftike  their  Beds, 

«  * 

And  from  their  Quarries  heave  their  ftubborn  Heads. 

The  fid  Spcdbators,  ftiffen’d  with  their  Fears 

She  fees,  and  fudden  cv’ry  Limb  flic  fmcars ;  ( 

Then  each  of  lavage  Bcafts  the  Figure  beats.  [ 

The  Sun  did  now  to  Weftcrn  Waves  retire. 

In  Tides  to  temper  his  bright  World  of  Fire. 


« 
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Canens  laments  her  Royal  Husband’s  Stay  ; 
fC  Ill  fuits  fond  Love  with  Abfence,  or  Delay. 

Where  fhe  commands,  her  ready  People  run  5 
*c  She  wills,  retradls  ;  bids,  and  forbids  anon. 
Reftlefs  in  Mind,  and  dying  with  Defpair, 

Her  Breaft  fhe  beats,  and  tears  her  flowing  Hair. 

Six  Days,  and  Nights  fhe  wanders  on,  as  Chance 
Diredls,  without  or  Sleep,  or  Suffenance. 

Tiber  at  laft  beholds  the  weeping  Fair; 

Her  feeble  Limbs  no  more  the  Mourner  bear ; 
Stretch’d  on  his  Banks,  fhe  to  the  Flood  complains 

And  faintly  tunes  her  Voice  to  dying  Strains. 

% 

The  fick’ning  Swan  thus  hangs  her  Silver  Wings, 
And,  as  file  droops,  her  Elegy  fhe  flngs. 

E’er  long  fad  Canens  wafles  to  Air;  whilft  Fame 
The  Place  Rill  honours  with  her  haplefs  Name. 

Here  did  the  tender  Tale  of  Picus  ceafe. 

Above  Belief,  the  Wonder,  I  confefs. 

Again  we  fail,  but  more  DifaRers  meet3 


Foretold  by 


fuff 'ring  Fleet 


My  felf,  unable  further  Woes  to  bear 


Declin’d  the  Voy 


and  am  refug’d  Here 


JE.  n  e  A  s  arrives  in  Italy. 


Thus  Macareus  —  Now  with  a  pious  Aim 
Had  good  /Eneas  rais’d  a  fun’ral  Flame, 

In  Honour  of  his  hoary  Nurfe’s  Name. 

Her  Epitaph  he  fix’d ;  and  fetting  Sail, 
Cajet..;.  left,  and  catch’d  at  ev’ry  Gale. 

He  i  I  cor’d  at  DiRancc  from  the  faithlefs  I 


W  A 


{  1 


\  l  \  *  n 

M  U.' 


fiilfc  Goddcfs  reigns  with  fatal  Potv’r ; 
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And  fought  thofe  grateful  Groves,  that  fhade  the  Plain, 
Where  Tyber  rouls  majeftick  to  the  Main, 

And  fattens,  as  he  runs,  the  fair  Campain. 

His  Kindred  Gods  the  Hero’s  Wifhes  crown 

9 

With  fair  Lavinia,  and  Latinus  Throne : 

% 

But  not  without  a  War  the  Prize  he  won.  1 

% 

Drawn  up  in  bright  Array  the  Battle  Bands : 

Tumus  with  Arms  his  promis'd  Wife  demands. 

Hetrurians ,  Italians  equal  Fortune  fhare  5 

And  doubtful  long  appears  the  Face  of  War. 

-  #  % 

Both  Pow’rs  from  neighb’ring  Princes  feek  Supplies, 

A 

And  Embahies  appoint  for  new  Allies. 

Aneas^  for  Relief,  Evander  moves > 

His  Quarrel  he  alferts,  his  Caufe  approves. 

The  bold  Rutulians ,  with  an  equal  Speed, 

Sage  Vermins  difjpatch  to  Diomede. 

The  King,  late  Griefs  revolving  in  his  Mind, 

Thefe  Reafons  for  Neutrality  aflign’d. — 

Shall  I,  of  one  poor  Dotal  Town  polfeB:, 

My  People  thin,  my  wretched  Country  walle  > 

An  exil’d  Prince,  and  on  a  fhaking  Throne  ; 

%  • 

Or  rifque  my  Patron’s  Subjedts,  or  my  own  > 

You'll  grieve  the  Harfhnefs  of  our  Hap  to  hear; 

Nor  can  I  tell  the  Tale  without  a  Tear. 


The  Adventures  o/Diomedes. 

After  fam’d  Ilium  was  by  Arrives  won. 

And  Flames  had  finifli’d,  what  the  Sword  begun  j 
Pallas ,  incens’d,  purfu’d  us  to  the  Main, 

In  Vengeance  of  her  violated  Fane. 

Alone  Otlens  forc’d  the  Trojan  Maid, 

Yet  all  were  punilh’d  for  the  brutal  Deed. 
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A  Storm  begins,  the  raging  Waves  run  high, 

The  Clouds  look  heavy,  and  benight  the  Sky  5 
Red  Sheets  of  Lightning  o’er  the  Seas  are  fpread, 

Our  Tackling  yields,  and  Wrecks  at  laft  fucceed 
’Tis  tedious  our  difaft’rous  State  to  tell  > 

Ev’n  Triam  wou’d  have  pity’d,  what  befell. 

Y et  T alias  fav’d  me  from  the  fwallowing  Main  ; 

At  home  new  Wrongs  to  meet,  as  Tates  ordain. 

Chac’d  from  my  Country,  I  once  more  repeat 
All  Suff 'rings  Seas  could  give,  or  W ar  compleat. 

Tor  Venus ,  mindful  of  her  Wound,  decreed 
Still  new  Calamities  fhotild  pad:  fucceed. 

Agmon ,  impatient  thro’  fucceftive  Ills, 

With  Fury,  Loves  bright  Goddefs  thus  reviles — - 
T hefe  Plagues  in  fpight  to  ‘Diomede  are  fent  5 
tc  The  Crime  is  his,  but  ours  the  Punifhment. 
cc  Let  each,  my  Friends,  her  puny  Spleen  defpife. 

And  Dare  that  haughty  Harlot  of  the  Skies. 

The  reft  of  Agmon s  Infolence  complain. 

And  of  Irreverence  the  Wretch  arraign. 

About  to  anfwer ;  his  blafpheming  Throat 
Contract's,  and  fhrieks  in  fome  difdainful  Note. 

To  his  new  Skin  a  Fleece  of  Feather  clings. 

Hides  his  late  Arms,  and  lengthens  into  Wings. 

The  lower  Features  of  his  Face  extend, 

W  arp  into  Horn,  and  in  a  Beak  defeend. 

Some  more  experience  Agmon  s  Deftiny, 

And  wheeling  in  the  Air,  like  Swans  they  fly. 

Thcfc  thin  Remains  to  Daunus ’  Realms  I  bring. 

And  here  I  reign 


,  a  poor  precarious  King. 
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Thus  Diomedes.  Venultts  withdraws  ; 

Unfped  the  Service  of  the  common  Caufe. 

% 

TuteoU  he  palfes,  and  furvey’d 

ft 

A  Cave  long  honour’d  for  its  awful  Shade. 

Here  trembling  Reeds  exclude  the  piercing  Ray  5 
ec  Here  Streams  in  gentle  Falls  thro’  Windings  ftray, 
cc  And  with  a  palling  Breath  cool  Zephyrs  play. 

The  Goatherd  God  frequents  the  lilent  Place, 

As  once  the  Wood-Nymphs  of  the  Sylvan  Race, 
Till  Jlppulus  with  a  difhoneft  Air, 

And  grofs  Behaviour,  banifh’d  thence  the  Fair. 

The  bold  Buffoon,  when-e’er  they  tread  the  Green, 
Their  Motion  mimicks,  but  with  Gefts  obfcene. 
Loofe  Language  ofc  he  utters ;  but  e’re  long 
A  Bark  in  filmy  Net- work  binds  his  Tongue. 

Thus  chang’d,  a  bafe  wild  Olive  he  remains  5 
<c  The  Shrub  the  Coarfenefs  of  the  Clown  retains. 


Mean  while  the  Latians  all  their  Pow’r  prepare, 

’Gainft  Fortune,  and  the  Foe  to  pufh  the  War. 

With  ‘Phrygian  Blood  the  floating  Fields  they  ftain  ; 

But,  fhort  of  Succours,  (till  contend  in  vain. 

7 dr nus  remarks  the  Trojan  Fleet  ill  mann’d. 

Unguarded,  and  at  Anchor  near  the  Strand  > 

He  thought ;  and  ft rait  a  lighted  Brand  he  bore, 

% 

And  Fire  invades,  what  ’fcap’d  the  Waves  before. 

The  Billows  from  the  kindling  Prow  retire; 

Pitch,  Rofin,  Scanvood  on  red  Wings  afpirc. 

And  Vulcan  on  the  Seas  exerts  his  Attribute  of  Fire. 

This 
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This,  when  the  Mother  of  the  Gods  beheld. 
Her  tow’ry  Crown  Idle  lhook,  and  flood  reveal’d 
Her  brindl’d  Lions  rein’d,  unveil’d  her  Head, 
And  hov’ring  o’er  her  favour’d  Fleet,  fhefaid: 

Ceafe  Turnus ,  and  the  heav’nly  Pow’rs  refped. 
Nor  dare  to  violate,  what  I  protedl. 


hefe  Gallies.  once  fair  Trees 


flood 


And  gave  their  Shade  to  each  defcending  God. 

Nor  fllall  confume ;  irrevocable  Fate 
Allots  their  Being  no  determin’d  Date. 

Strait  Peals  of  Thunder  Heav’n’s  high  Arches  rend 

•  * 

The  Hail-Hones  leap,  the  Show’rs  in  Spouts  defcend 
The  Winds  with  widen’d  Throats  the  Signal  give  ; 
The  Cables  break,  the  fmoaking  Veffels  drive. 


<C 


5 


Now,  wondrous,  as  they  beat  the  foaming  Flood 
The  Timber  foftens  into  Flefh,  and  Blood ; 

The  Yards,  and  Oars  new  Arms,  and  Legs  defign 
A  Trunk  the  Hull;  the  (lender  Keel*  a  Spine; 
The  Prow  a  female  Face ;  and  by  Degrees 
The  Gallies  rife  green  Daughters  of  the  Seas. 

9 

Sometimes  on  coral  Beds  they  fit  in  State 
Or  wanton  on  the  Waves  they  fear’d  of  late. 
The  Barks,  that  beat  the  Seas  are  ftill  their  Care, 
Themfelves  remembring  what  of  late  they  were; 
To  fa vc  a  Trojan  Sail  in  Throngs  they  prcfs. 

But  fmile  to  fee  Alcmous  in  Diftrefs. 

Unable  were  thofe  Wonders  to  deter 
The  Latians  from  their  unfuccefsful  W ar. 

Both  Sides  for  doubtful  Vidtory  contend ; 

I 

And  on  their  Courage,  and  their  Gods  depend. 
Nor  bright  Lavinia ,  nor  Latims ’  Crown, 

Warm  their  great  Soul  to  War,  like  fair  Renown 


L  1  1 


1 


T^enus  at  laft  beholds  her  Godlike  Son 


Triumphant,  and  the  Field  of  Battle  won? 

Brave  Turrms  {lain,  ftrong  Ardea  but  a  Name, 
fe  And  bury’d  in  fierce  Deluges  of  Flame. 
fC  Her  Tow’rs,  that  boafted  once  a  Sov’reign  Sway, 
“  The  Fate  of  fancy ’d  Grandeur,  now  betray. 

A  famifh’d  Heron  from  the  Afhes  fprings. 


And  beats  the  Ruin  with  difaft’rous  Wings. 
Calamities  of  Towns  Hiffcrefb  fhe  feigns. 


And  oft,  with  woful  Shrieks,  of  War  complains. 


The  Deification  of  JK  ne  as. 

Now  had  JEneas ,  as  ordain’d  by  Fate, 
Surviv’d  the  Period  of  Satumids  Hate ; 

And  by  a  fure  irrevocable  Doom, 

Fix’d  the  immortal  Majefty  of  Rome . 

Fit  for  the  Station  of  his  Kindred  Stars, 

His  Mother  Goddefs  thus  her  Suit  prefers. 


Shakes  diffcant  Earth,  and  bows  our  own  Abode; 

To  thy  great  Progeny  indulgent  be. 

And  rank  the  Goddefs-born  a  Deity. 

Already  has  he  view’d,  with  mortal  Eyes, 

Thy  Brother’s  Kingdoms  of  the  nether  Skies. 

Forthwith  a  Conclave  of  the  Godhead  meets , 

W  here  Juno  in  the  fhining  Senate  fits. 

Remorfe  for  paft  Revenge  the  Goddefs  feels ; 

Then  thund’ring  Jove  th’  Almighty  Mandate  feals  s 
Allots  the  Prince  of  his  Celeftial  Line, 

An  Apotheofis. ,  and  Rights  Divine. 

The  chryftal  Manfions  eccho  with  Applaufe, 

And,  with  her  Graces,  Love’s  bright  Queen  withdraws; 
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Shoots  in  a  Blaze  of  Light  along  the  Skies, 

And,  bom  by  Turtles,  to  Laurentum  flies. 

Alights,  where  thro’  the  Reeds  Numicius  ftrays. 

And  to  the  Seas  his  watry  Tribute  pays. 

The  God  fhe  fupplicates  to  wafh  away 
The  Parts  more  grofs,  and  fubje6t  to  Decay, 

And  cleanfe  the  Goddefs-born  from  Seminal  Allay. 
The  horned  Flood  with  glad  Attention  ftands. 
Then  bids  his  Streams  obey  their  Sires  Commands. 

His  better  Parts  by  Luftral  Waves  refin’d. 

More  pure,  and  nearer  to  ditherial  Mind; 

9 

With  Gums  of  fragrant  Scent  the  Goddefs  ftrews3 

%  * 

And  on  his  Features  breathes  ambrofial  Dews. 

m 

Thus  deify’d,  new  Honours  Rome  decrees, 

0  • 

Shrines,  Feftivals ;  and  ffciles  him  Indices. 


The  Line  of  the  Latian  Kings', 

Afcanius  now  the  Latian  Sceptre  fways  j 
The  Alban  Nation,  Syhius ,  next  obeys. 


Then  young 


Next  an  Alba  came 


The  Grace,  and  Guardian  of  the  Alban  Name. 

Then  Epitus ;  then  gentle  Capys  reign’d ; 

Then  Capctis  the  regal  Pow’r  fuftain’d. 

Next  he,  who  perifh’d  on  the  Tufcan  Flood, 

And  honour’d  with  his  Name  the  River  God; 

Now  haughty  Remulus  begun  his  Reign, 

Who  fell  by  Thtmder  he  afpir’d  to  feign. 

Meek  Acrota  fuccceded  to  the  Crown ; 

* 

From  Peace  endeavouring,  more  than  Arms*  Renown 
To  Av enttnus  well  refignd  his  Throne. 

The  Mount,  on  which  he  rul’d,  preferves  his  Name3 

And  Procas  wore  the  Regal  Diadem. 
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i'he  Story  o/  Vertumnus)  and  Pomona. 

* 

A  Hama-Dryad  flourifh’d  in  thefe  Days, 

Her  Name  iPomonas  from  her  Woodland  Race. 

In  Garden  Culture  none  could  fo  excell, 

% 

Or  form  the  pliant  Souls  of  Plants  fo  well ; 

Or  to  the  Fruit  more  gen’rous  Flavours  lend, 

* 

Or  teach  the  Trees  with  nobler  Loads  to  bend. 

#  • 

*  * 

The  Nymph  frequented  not  the  flatt’ring  Stream, 
tc  Nor  Meads,  the  Subject  of  a  Virgin’s  Dream; 

But  to  fuch  Joys  her  Nurs’ry  did  prefer, 

•  • 

Alone  to  tend  her  vegetable  Care. 

A  Pruning-hook  fhe  carry ’d  in  her  Hand, 

And  taught  the  Straglers  to  obey  Command  j 
“  Left  the  licentious,  and  unthrifty  Bough, 

<c  The  too  indulgent  Parent  fhould  undo. 

Cf  She  fhows,  how  Stocks  invite  to  their  Embrace 

tc  A  Graft,  and  naturalize  a  foreign  Race 
cc  To  mend  the  Salvage  Teint;  and  in  its  Stead 
Adopt  new  Nature,  and  a  nobler  Breed. 

Now  hourly  lhe  obferves  her  growing  Care, 

;c  And  guards  their  Nonage  from  the  bleaker  Air : 


CC 


cc 


cc 


cc 


cc 


cc 


bleaker  Air 


Then  opes  herftreaming  Sluices,  to  fupply 
With  flowing  Draughts  her  thirfty  Family. 

Long  had  file  labour’d  to  continue  free 
From  Chains  of  Love,  and  Nuptial  Tyranny; 
And  in  her  Orchard’s  fmall  Extent  immur’d. 

Her  vow’d  V  irginity  file  ftill  fecur’d. 

Qft  would  loofe  Tan^  and  all  the  luftful  Train 
Of  Satyrs,  tempt  her  Innocence  in  vain. 

Silenus ,  that  old  Dotard,  own’d  a  Flame  ; 

And  He,  that  frights  the  Thieves  with  Stratagem 
Of  Sword,  and  Something  clfc  too  grofs  to  name. 
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Vertumnus  too  purfu’d  the  Maid  no  lefs  > 

But,  with  his  Rivals,  fhar’d  a  like  Succefs. 

T o  gain  Accefs  a  thoufand  W ays  he  tries ; 

Oft,  in  the  Hind,  the  Lover  would  difguife. 

The  heedlefs  Lout  comes  fhambling  on,  and  feems 
Juft  fweating  from  the  Labour  of  his  Teams. 

Then,  from  the  Harveft,  oft  the  mimick  Swain 
Seems  bending  with  a  Load  of  bearded  Grain. 

Sometimes  a  DrefTer  of  the  Vine  he  feigns,  - 

« 

And  lawlefs  Tendrils  to  their  Bounds  reftrains. 
Sometimes  his  Sword  a  Soldier  fhews  ;  his  Rod 
An  Angler  5  ftill  fo  various  is  the  God. 


Now 


ci 


Forhead-Cloth,  fome  Crone  he  feems 


A  Staff  fupplying  the  Defed  of  Limbs ; 
Admittance  thus  he  gains ;  admires  the  Store 
Of  faireft  Fruit ;  the  fair  Poffeffor  more  5 


Then  greets  her  with  a  Kifs :  1 


pradis’d  Dame 


Admir’d  a  Grandame  kifs’d  with  fuch  a  Flame 
Now,  feated  by  her,  he  beholds  a  Vine 
Around  an  Elm  in  am’rous  Foldings  twine. 


If  that  fair  Elm,  he  cry'd 


fhould  ft  and 


No  Grapes  would  glow  with  Gold,  and  tempt  the  Hand 
Or  if  that  Vine  without  her  Elm  fhould  grow, 
’Twould  creep  a  poor  negleded  Shrub  below. 

Be  then,  fair  Nymph,  by  thefe  Examples  led ; 

Nor  fhun,  for  fancy’d  Fears,  the  Nuptial  Bed. 

Not  file  for  whom  the  Lapithites  took  Arms, 

Nor  Sparta’s  Queen  could  boaft  fuch  heav’nly  Charms. 
And  if  you  would  on  Woman's  Faith  rely. 

None  can  your  Choice  dired  fo  well,  as  I. 

Tho’  old,  fo  much  Pomona  I  adore, 

Scarce  does  the  bright  Vertumnus  love  her  more. 

M  m  m  m  m  m 
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’Tis  your  fair  felf  alone  his  Breaft  infpires 
W ith  fofteft  W ilhes,  and  unfoyl’d  Defires. 

*  m 

Then  fly  all  vulgar  Followers,  and  prove 

T he  God  of  Seafons  only  worth  your  Love. 

* 

On  my  Afiixrance  well  you  may  repofe ; 

Vertnmnus  Icarce  Vertumnus  better  knows. 

True  to  his  Choice,  all  loofer  Flames  he  flies ; 
cc  Nor  for  new  Faces  fafllionably  dies.  .  s 
The  Charms  of  Youth,  and  ev’ry  finding  Grace 
Bloom  in  his  Features,  and  the  God  confefs.  : 
Befides,  he  puts  on  ev’ry  Shape  atEafej 
But  thofe  the  moft,  that  belt  ‘Pomona  pleafe. 

Still  to  oblige  her  is  her  Lover’s  Aim ; 

% 

Their  Likings,  and  Averfions  are  the  fame.  ,  , 

Nor  the  fair  Fruit  your  burthen’d  Branches  bear ; 

Nor  all  the  youthful  Produdfc  of  the  Year, 

Could  bribe  his  Choice  $  your  felf  alone  can  prove 
A  fit  Reward  for  fo  refin’d  a  Love. 

Relent,  fair  Nymph,  and  with  a  kind  Regret, 

Think  ’tis  Vertumnus  weeping  at  your  Feet. 

A  Tale  attend,  thro’  Cyprus  known,  to  prove 
How  Venus  once  reveng’d  negle6ted  Love. 

The  Story  of  Iphis  and  A  naxarete. 

Jpbis,  of  vulgar  Birth,  by  Chance  had  view’d 
Fair  Anaxarete  of  Teasers  Blood. 

Not  long  had  he  beheld  the  Royal  Dame, 

E*  re  the  bright  Sparkle  kindled  into  Flame. 

Oft  did  he  ftruggle  with  a  juft  Defpair, 

Unfix’d  to  ask,  unable  to  forbear. 

But  Love,  who  flatters  ftill  his  own  Difeafe, 

Hopes  all  things  will  fucceed,  he  knows  will  pleafe 
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♦ 

Where-e’er  the  fair  one  haunts,  he  hovers  there  j 
And  feeks  her  Confident  with  Sighs,  and  Pray’r. 

Or  Letters  he  conveys,  that  feldom  prove 
cc  Succefslefs  Meffengers  in  Suits  of  Love. 

Now  fhiv’ring  at  her  Gates  the  Wretch  appears,  ~ 
And  Myrtle  Garlands  on  the  Columns  rears,  > 

Wet  with  a  Deluge  of  unbidden  Tears.  J 

The  Nymph  more  hard  than  Rocks,  more  deaf  than  Seas, 
Derides  his  Pray  rs  5  infults  his  Agonies  ; 

Arraigns  of  Infolence  th’  afpiring  Swain ; 

And  takes  a  cruel  Pleafure  in  his  Pain. 

Refolv’d  at  laft  to  finifll  his  Defpair, 

He  thus  upbraids  th’  inexorable  Fair. - - 

O  Anaxarete ,  at  laft  forget 

cc  The  Licence  of  a  Paflion  indifereet. 

| 


Now  Triumph,  fince  a  welcome  Sacrifice 
Your  Slave  prepares,  to  offer  to  your  Eyes. 

My  Life,  without  Reludtance,  I  refign  ; 

That  Prelent  beft  can  pleafe  a  Pride,  like  Thine. 

But,  O !  forbear  to  blaft  a  Flame  fo  bright. 

Doom’d  never  to  expire,  but  with  the  Light. 

And  you,  great  Pow’rs,  do  Juftice  to  my  Name ; 

The  Hours,  you  take  from  Life,  reftore  to  Fame. 

T hen  o’er  the  Pofts,  once  hung  with  W rcaths,  he  throws 
The  ready  Cord,  and  fits  the  fatal  Noofe ; 

For  Death  prepares ;  and  bounding  from  above. 

At  once  the  Wretch  concludes  his  Life  and  Love. 


E’rc  long  the  People  gather,  and  the  Dead 
Is  to  his  mourning  Mother’s  Arms,  convey’d. 

Firft,  like  fomc  ghaftly  Statue,  fhc  appears  5 

9 

Then  baths  the  breathlefs  Coarfc  in  Seas  of  Tears, 


And  gives  it  to  the  Pile ;  now  as  the  Throng 
Proceed  in  fad  Solemnity  along. 


To  view  the  palling  Pomp,  the  cruel  Pair  VrJi! 

♦ 

Halles,  and  beholds  her  breathlefs  Lover  there. 
Struck  with  the  fight,  inanimate  file  feems  ; 

Set  are  her  Eyes>  and  motionlefs  her  Limbs  : 

Her  Features  without  Fire,  her  Colour  gone. 

And,  like  her  Heart,  fhe  hardens  into  Stone, 

In  Salamis  the  Statue  {till  is  feen 
In  the  fam’d  Temple  of  the  Cyprian  Queen. 

Warn’d  by  this  Tale,  no  longer  then  difdain, 

O  Nymph  belov’d,  to  eafe  a  Lover’s  Pain. 

So  may  the  Frofts  in  Spring  your  Blofioms  fpare. 
And  Winds  their  rude  Autumnal  Rage  forbear. 
The  Story  oft  Vertumnus  urg’d  in  vain. 

But  then  aflfum’d  his  heav’nly  Form  again. 

Such  Looks,  and  Luftre  the  bright  Youth  adorn. 
As  when  with  Rays  glad  Phoebus  paints  the  Morn, 
The  Sight  fo  warms  the  fair  admiring  Maid, 

Like  Snow  fhe  melts  :  So  foon  can  Youth  perfuade, 
Confent,  on  eager  W ings,  fucceeds  Delire  > 

And  both  the  Lovers  glow  with  mutual  Fire, 


The  L  A  t  i  an  Line  continu'd. 

Now  Procas  yielding  to  the  Fates,  his  Son 
Mild  Nitwit  or  fucceeded  to  the  Crown. 

But  falfe  Amulius,  with  a  lawlefs  Pow’r, 

At  length  depos’d  his  Brother  Numitor . 

Then  Ilia's  valiant  Ilfue,  with  the  Sword, 

Her  Parent  reinthron’d,  the  rightful  Lord. 
Next  Romulus  to  People  Rome  contrives  j 
The  joyous  time  of  Pales'  Feaffc  arrives  j 

He  gives  the  Word  to  feize  the  Sabine  Wives, 
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The  Sires  enrag’d  take  Arms,  by  Tatws  led, 

% 

Bold  to  revenge  their  violated  Bed. 

9 

A  Fort  there  was*  not  yet  unknown  to  Fame, 
Call’d  the  Tarpeian ,  its  Commander’s  Name. 

This  by  the  falfe  Tarpeia  was  betray’d. 

But  Death  well  recompens'd  the  treach’rous  Maid 
The  Foe  on  this  new-bought  Succefs  relies. 

And,  filent,  march ;  the  City  to  furprize. 
Saturnias  Arts  with  Sabine  Arms  combine ; 

But  Venus  countermines  the  vain  Dcfign ; 

Intreats  the  Nymphs  that  o’er  the  Springs  prefid 
Which  near  the  Fane  of  hoary  Janus  glide. 

To  fend  their  Succours,  ev’ry  Urn  they  drain* 
To  Hop  the  Sabines  Progrefs,  but  in  vain. 

The  Naiads  now  more  Stratagems  eflay  ; 

And  kindling  Sulphur  to  each  Source  convey. 
The  Floods  ferment,  hot  Exhalations  rife, 

f 

Till  from  the  fcalding  Ford  the  Army  dies. 

Soon  Romulus  appears  in  filming  Arms, 

And  to  the  War  the  Roman  Legions  warms. 

The  Battle  n 


e. 


^  - 


d  the  Field  is  fprcad 


•  J 

With  nothing,  but  the  Dying  and  the  Dead. 

oth  Sides  content  to  treat  without  Delay, 
And  their  two  Chiefs  at  once  the  Sceptre  hvay 
But  Tatius  by  Lawman  Fury  flain  5 
Great  Romulus  continu’d  long  to  reign. 


o 


7 he  AJJumption  of  R 


s 


Now  Warrior  Mars  his  burnifh’d  Helm  puts  on 
And  thus  addreffes  Heav’n’s  Imperial  Throne. 
Since  the  inferior  World  is  now  become 


CC 


One  Vaffil  Globe,  and  Colony  to  Rome 

N  n  n  11  11  n 
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0  V  I  eD  ’s  Meta  m  o  rp  h  o  s  e  s 


B  oo  K  XW 


—  ^  »  ' 


% 

This  Grace,  O  % fwe.  for  Romulus  I.  claim,  r  : 

% 

Admit  him  to  the  Skies,  from  whence  he  came* 

J  * 

Long  haft  thou  promis’d  an  ^therial.  State 
To  Mars's  Lineage;  and  thy  Word  is  Fate. 

The  Sire,  that  rules  the  Thunder,  with  a  Nod, 
£C  Declar’d  the  Fiat,  and  difmifs’d  the  God. 

Soon  as  the  Pow’r  ArmipOtent  furvey’d 
The  flaflling  Skies,  the  Signal  he  obey’d  j 
And  leaning  on  his  Lance,  he  mounts  his  Car, 
His  fiery  Conifers  lafhing  thro’  the  Air. 


:  7  '  «  -i 

•  \  '  >  /  f 


Mount 


and  finds  his  Son 


I 

Good  Laws  enacting  on  a  peaceful  Throne 


•  J 


CC 


<CC 


The  Scales  of  heav’nly  Juftice  holding  high 
With  heady  Hand,  and  a  difcerning  Eye. 


Then  vaults  upon  his  Carr,  and  to  the  Sph 
Swift  as  a  flying  Shaft,  Romes  Founder  bears 
The  Farts,  more  pure,  in  riling  are  refin’d. 
The  grofs,  and  perifhable  lag  behind. 

His  Shrine  in  purple  Veftments  hands  in  vie 
He  looks  a  God,  and  is  Fmrinus  now. 


•  # 

1  he  FljJumpUon  of  Hersili  a. 

E’rc  long  the  Goddefs  of  the  nuptial  Bed, 

With  Pity  mov’d,  fends  Iris  in  her  Stead 
To  fad  Herfilia —  Thus  the  Meteor  Maid: 

Chafl  Relict!  in  bright  Truth  to  Hcav’ti  ally’d 
The  Sabines  Glory,  and  the  Sex’s  Pride ; 

Honour’d  on  Earth,  and  worthy  of  the  Love 
Of  fuch  a  Spoufc,  as  now  refides  above. 

Some  Refpitc  to  thy  killing  Griefs  afford ; 

And  if  thou  would’h  once  more  behold  thy  Lord 


* 


B  b  o  k  XIV. 


O  V  I  D' s  Metamorphoses. 
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Retire  to  yon  Reep  Mount,  with  Groves  o’er-fpread, 

W hich  with  an  awful  Gloom  his  T emple  lllade. 

^ 1 

With  Fear  the  modeR  Matron  lifts  her  Eyes, 
And  to  the  bright  Embalfadrefs  replies  — 

O  Goddefs,  yet  to  mortal  Eyes  unknown, 

But  fare  thy  various  Charms  confcfs  thee  one ; 

O  quick  to  Romulus  thy  Votrefs  bear, 

sc  With  Looks  of  Love  he’ll  fmile  away  my  Car c; 
In  what-e’er  Orb  he  Runes,  my  Heav’n  is  there  5 
Then  haRes  with  Iris  to  the  holy  Grove, 

And  up  the  Mount  Quirinal  as  they  move, 

A  lambent  Flame  glides  downward  thro’  the  Air, 
And  brightens  with  a  Blaze  Herfilia’s  Hair. 

Together  on  the  bounding  Ray  they  rife. 

And  Ihoot  a  Gleam  of  Light  along  the  Skies. 

W ith  op’ning  Arms  Quirirms  met  his  Bride, 

Now  Ora  nam’d,  and  prefs’d  her  to  his  Side. 


i  J 


N.  B.  Where  this  Mark  C(  appears 3  the  Lines  of  this  Book  are  pa¬ 
raphras'd. 
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TranjlatcA  by  Mr.  Dryden,  and  Others. 


The  Pythagorean  Philosophy 


tap- 


lHxSg»isSga 


m 


By  Mr.  DRYDEN. 

IV^gmM  KINGis  fought  to  guide  the  growing  State,  y 

■mWm  One  able  to  fupport  the  Publick  Weight,  \ 

the  Throne  where  Romulus  had  late.  ) 
Renown,  which  oft  beipeaks  the  Publick 

V  oice. 

Had  recommended  Numa  to  their  Choice : 

A  peaceful,  pious  Prince ;  who  not  content 
To  know  the  Sabine  Rites,  his  Study  bent 
To  cultivate  his  Mind;  to  learn  the  Laws 
Of  Nature,  and  explore  their  hidden  Can  fe. 

Urg’d  by  this  Care,  his  Country  he  forfook, 

And  to  Crotona  thence  his  Journey  took. 

Arriv’d,  he  fir  If  enquir’d  the  Founder’s  Name 
Of  this  new  Colony ;  and  whence  he  came. 

Then  thus  a  Senior  of  the  Place  replies, 

(Well  read,  and  curious  of  Antiquities) 

O  o  o  o  o  o 
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’Tis  fa id,  Alcides  hither  took  his  way 

From  Spain ;  and  drove  along  his  conquer’d  Prey ; 

Then,  leaving  in  the  Fields  his  grazing  Cows, 

He  fought  himfelf  fome  hofpitable  Houfe : 

9 

Good  Croton  entertain’d  his  Godlike  Gueft ; 

While  he  repair’d  his  weary  Limbs  with  Reft. 

The  Hero,  thence  departing,  blefs’d  the  Place ; 

And  here,  he  faid,  ih  Tillies  revolving  Race, 

A  riling  Town  fhall  take  his  Name  from  thee. 
Revolving  Time  fulfill'd  the  Prophecy: 

For  Myfcelos ,  the  jufteft  Man  on  Earth, 

Alemort s  Son,  at  Argos  had  his  Birth: 

% 

Him  Hercules ,  arm’d  with  his  Club  of  Oak, 
O’erfhadow’d  in  a  Dream,  and  thus  befpoke; 

Go,  leave  thy  Native  Soil,  and  make  Abode 

*  I  %  % 

Where  JEfaris  rowls  down  his  rapid  Flood: 

He  faid;  and  Sleep  forfbok  him,  and  the  God. 

I 

Trembling  he  wak’d,  and  r  ofe  with  anxious  Heart; 
His  Country  Laws  forbad  him  to  depart: 

What  fliou’d  he  do?  ’Twas  Death  to  go  away. 

And  the  God  menac’d  if  he  dar’d  to  ftay. 

All  Day  he  doubted,  and  when  Night  came  on. 
Sleep,  and  the  fame  forewarning  Dream,  begun  : 
Once  more  the  God  flood  threatning  o’er  his  Head ; 
With  added  Curies  if  he  difobey’d. 

Twice  warn’d,  he  ftudy’d  Flight;  but  wou’d  convey. 
At  once,  his  Perfon  and  his  Wealth  away: 

Thus  while  he  linger’d,  his  Defign  was  heard ; 

A  fpccdy  Procefs  form’d,  and  Death  declar’d. 
Witnefs  there  needed  none  of  his  Offence; 

Againft  himfelf  the  Wretch  was  Evidence: 
Condemn’d,  and  deftitute  of  human  Aid, 

To  him,  for  whom  he  fuffer’d,  thus  he  pray’d. 
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O  Pow’r,  who  haft  deferv’d  in  Heav’n  a  Throne, 

%  ~ 

Not  giv’n,  but  by  thy  Labours  made  thy  own. 

Pity  thy  Suppliant,  and  protect  his  Caufe, 

Whom  thou  haft  made  obnoxious  to  the  Laws; 

A  Cuftom  was  of  old,  and  ftill  remains ; 

Which  Life  or  Death  by  Suffrages  ordains : 

White  Stones  and  Black  within  an  Urn  are  caft ; 

* 

The  firft  ablblve,  but  Fate  is  in  the  laft. 

The  Judges  to  the  common  Urn  bequeath 
Their  Votes,  and  drop  the  Sable  Signs  of  Death; 

The  Box  receives  all  Black,  but,  pour’d  from  thence. 
The  Stones  came  candid  forth;  the  Hue  of  Innocence. 
Thus  Alemomdes  his  Safety  won, 

Preferv’d  from  Death  by  Alcumena  s  Son: 

Then  to  his  Kinfman-God  his  Vows  he  pays. 

And  cuts  with  profp’rous  Gales  th’  Ionian  Seas : 

He  leaves  Tarentum ,  favour’d  by  the  Wind, 

And  Thurine  Bays,  and  Temifes ,  behind ; 

Soft  Sybaris,  and  all  the  Capes  that  ftand 
Along  the  Shore,  he  makes  in  light  of  Land ; 

Still  doubling,  and  ftill  coafting,  till  he  found 
The  Mouth  of  JEfaris ,  and  promis’d  Ground ; 

Then  law  where,  on  the  Margin  of  the  Flood, 

The  Tomb  that  held  the  Bones  of  Croton  ftood: 

Here,  by  the  Gods  Command,  he  built  and  wall’d 
The  Place  predicted ;  and  Crotona  call’d. 

Thus  Fame,  from  time  to  time,  delivers  down 
The  lure  Tradition  of  th’  Italian  Town. 

Here  dwelt  the  Man  divine,  whom  Samos  bore, 

But  now  Sclf-banifh’d  from  his  Native  Shore, 

Becaufc  he  hated  Tyrants,  nor  cou’d  bear 

'The  Chains  which  none  but  fervile  Souls  will  wear : 
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He,  tho’  from  Heavn  remote,  to  Heav’n  cou’d  move 
With  Strength  of  Mind,  and  tread  th’  Abyfs  above; 

And  penetrate*  with  his  interior  Light, 

Thofe  upper  Depths*  which  Nature  hid  from  Sights 
And  what  he  had  obferv’d,  and  learnt  from  thence. 
Lov’d  in  familiar  Language  to  difpence, 

The  Crowd  with  filent  Admiration  Hand, 

And  heard  him,  as  they  heard  their  God’s  Command 
While  he  difcours’d  of  Heav’n’s  myfferious  Laws, 

The  World’s  Original,  and  Nature’s  Caufe ; 

And  what  was  God ;  and  why  the  fleecy  Snows 
In  Silence  fell,  and  rattling  Winds  arofe ; 

What  {hook  the  ftedfaft  Earth,  and  whence  begun 
The  Dance  of  Planets  round  the  radiant  Sun; 

If  Thunder  was  the  Voice  of  angry  Jove, 

Or  Clouds,  with  Nitre  pregnant,  burff  above : 

Of  thefe,  and  Things  beyond  the  common  Reach, 

He  fpoke,  and  charm’d  his  Audience  with  his  Speech. 

He  fir  A  the  TaAe  of  Flefli  from  Tables  drove. 

And  argu’d  well,  if  Arguments  cou’d  move. 

O  Mortals,  from  your  Fellows  Blood  abflain, 

Nor  taint  your  Bodies  with  a  Food  profane: 

While  Corn  and  Pulfe  by  Nature  are  beflow’d. 

And  planted  Orchards  bend  their  willing  Load ; 

While  labour’d  Gardens  wholfom  Herbs  produce, 
And  teeming  Vines  afford  their  gen’rous  Juice ; 

Nor  tardier  Fruits  of  cruder  Kind  are  loff, 

But  tam’d  with  Fire,  or  mellow’d  by  the  Fro  ft; 

While  Kine  to  Pails  diflcnded  Udders  bring, 

And  Bees  their  Hony  redolent  of  Spring; 

While  Earth  not  only  can  your  Needs  Iupply, 

But,  lavifh  of  her  Store,  provides  for  Luxury; 
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A  guiltlefs  Feaft  adminifters  with  Eafe, 

And  without  Blood  is  prodigal  to  pleafe. 

Wild  Bealls  their  Maws  with  their  11a in  Brethren  fill ; 

And  yet  not  all,  for  Ibme  refule  to  kill ; 

Sheep,  Goats,  and  Oxen,  and  the  nobler  Steed, 

On  Browz,  and  Corn,  and  flow’ry  Meadows,  feed. 

Bears,  Tygers,  Wolves,  the  Lyon’s  angry  Brood, 

Whom  Heav’n  endu’d  with  Principles  ol  Blood, 

He  wifely  hundred  from  the  reft,  to  yell 

In  F  or  efts,  and  in  lonely  Caves  to  dwell; 

Where  ftronger  Beafts  opprels  the  W eak  by  Might, 

And  all  in  Prey  and  purple  Feafts 

O  impious  Ufe!  to  Nature’s  Laws  oppos’d. 

Where  Bowels  are  in  other  Bowels  clos’d; 

Where,  fattend  by  their  Fellow’s  Fat,  they  thrive; 

Maintain’d  by  Murder,  and  by  Death  they  live. 

’Tis  then  for  nought  that  Mother  Earth  provides 

The  Stores  of  all  ftie  Flows,  and  all  Ihe  hides, 

■ 

If  Men  with  fleftiy  Morfels  muft  be  fed, 

And  chaw  with  bloody  Teeth  the  breathing  Bread; 

What  elfe  is  this,  but  to  devour  our  Guefts, 


And  barb’roufly  renew  Cyclopean  Feafts! 

We,  by  deftroying  Life,  our  Life  fuftain; 

And  gorge  th’  ungodly  Maw  with  Meats  oblcene. 

Not  fo  the  Golden  Age,  who  fed  on  Fruit, 

Nor  durft  with  bloody  Meals  their  Mouths  pollute. 
Then  Birds  in  airy  Space  might  lafely  move. 


And  tim  rous  Hares  on  Heaths  lccurely  rove: 


Nor  needed  Filh  the  guileful  Flooks  to  fear. 


For  all  was  peaceful ;  and  that  Peace  finccre. 
Wboever  was  the  Wretch  (and  curs’d  be  he) 


That  envy’d  firft  our  Food’s  Simplicity , 

P  p  p  p  p  p 
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Th’  Eday  of  bloody  Feads  on  Brutes  began. 

And  after  forg’d  the  Sword  to  murder  Man. 

Had  he  the  Iharpen’d  Steel  alone  employ’d 
On  Bealls  of  Prey?  that  other  Bealls  dedroy’d. 

Or  Man  invaded  with  their  Fangs  and  Paws, 

This  had  been  judify  d  by  Nature’s  Laws, 

And  Self-defence :  But  who  did  Fealls  begin 
Of  Flelli,  he  llretch’d  Necedity  to  Sin. 

To  kill  Man-killers,  Man  has  lawful  Pow’r 
But  not  th’  extended  Licence,  to  devour. 

Ill  Habits  gather  by  unfeen  Degrees, 

As  Brooks  make  Rivers,  Rivers  run  to  Seas. 

The  Sow,  with  her  broad  Snout,  for  rooting  up 
Th’  intruded  Seed,  was  judg’d  to  Ipoil  the  Crop, 

And  intercept  the  fweating  Fanner’s  Hope : 

The  covet’ ous  Churl,  of  unforgiving  Kind 
Th’  Offender  to  the  bloody  Pried  redgn’d: 

Her  Hunger  was  no  Plea:  For  that  Ihe  dy’d. 

The  Goat  came  next  in  order,  to  be  try’d  : 

The  Goat  had  cropt  the  Tendrills  of  the  Vine  : 

In  vengeance  Laity  and  Clergy  join, 

Where  one  had  lod  his  Profit,  one  his  Wine. 

Here  was,  at  lead,  fome  Shadow  of  Offence : 

The  Sheep  Was  lacridc’d  on  no  Pretence, 

But  meek  and  unreliding  Innocence. 

A  patient,  ufeful  Creature,  born  to  bear 

The  warm  and  woolly  Fleece,  that  cloath’d  her  Murderer ; 

And  daily  to  give  down  the  Milk  die  bred, 

A  Tribute  for  the  Grafs  on  which  Ihe  fed. 

Living,  both  Food  and  Rayment  ihe 
And  is  of  lead  Advantage  when  ihe  dies. 

How  did  the  toiling  Oxe  his  Death  delervc, 

A  downright  iimplc  Drudge,  and  born  to  lerve : 
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O  Tyrant!  with  what  J u  ftice  canft  thou  hope 

* 

The  Promife  of  the  Year,  a  plenteous  Crop; 

When  thou  deftroy’ft  thy  lab’ring  Steer,  who  till’d. 

And  plough’d  with  Pains,  thy  elfe  ungrateful  Field  ? . 

From  his  yet  reeking  Neck  to  draw  the  Yoke, 

* 

That  Neck  with  which  the  furly  Clods  he  broke; 

And  to  the  Hatchet  yield  thy  Husband-man, 

Who  finifh’d  Autumn,  and  the  Spring  began ! 

Nor  this  alone!  but  Heav’n  it  felf  to  bribe, 

WTe  to  the  Gods  our  impious  Adts  afcribe: 

Firft  recompence  with  Death  their  Creatures  Toil ; 
Then  call  the  Blels’d  above  to  ftiare  the  Spoil : 

The  faireft  Victim  mull  the  Pow’rs  appeafe., 

(So  fatal  ’tis  fbmetimes  too  much  to  pleafe!) 

A  purple  Fillet  his  broad  Brows  adorns, 

With  ftow’ry  Garlands  crown’d,  and  gilded  Homs: 

He  hears  the  murd’rous  Pray’r  the  Pried  prefers. 

But  under  hands  not,  ’tis  his  Doom  he  hears : 

Beholds  the  Meal  betwixt  his  Temples  c aft, 

(The  Fruit  and  Product  of  his  Labours  pad;) 

And  in  the  Water  views  perhaps  the  Knife 
Uplifted,  to  deprive  him  of  his  Life ; 

Then  broken  up  alive,  his  Entrails  fees 
Torn  out,  for  Priefts  t’inipedt  the  Gods  Decrees. 

From  whence,  O  mortal  Men,  this  Guft  of  Blood 
Have  you  deriv’d,  and  interdicted  Food  ? 

Be  taught  by  me  this  dire  Delight  to  fliun, 

Warn’d  by  my  Precepts,  by  my  Pradtice  won: 

And  when  you  cat  the  wcll-defcrving  Beaft, 

Think,  on  the  Lab’rer  of  your  Field  you  feaft! 

Now  lince  the  God  infpires  me  to  proceed? 

Be  that,  whate’er  inlpiring  Pow’r,  obey’d. 
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For  I  will  ling  of  mighty  Myfteries, 

Of  Truths  conceal’d  before,  from  human  Eyes^ 

Dark  Oracles  unveil,  and  open  all  the  Skies. 

Pleas’d  as  I  am  to  walk  along  the  Sphere 
Of  fhining  Stars,  and  travel  with  the  Year, 

To  leave  the  heavy  Earth,  and  fcale  the  Height 
Of  Atlas,  who  fupports  the  heav’nly  Weight; 

To  look  from  upper  Light,  and  thence  furvey 
Miffaken  Mortals  wandring  from  the  Way, 

And  wanting  Wifdom,  fearful  for  the  State 
Oi  future  Things,  and  trembling  at  their  Fate ! 

Thofe  I  wou’d  teach ;  and  by  right  Rea  ion  bring 
To  think  of  Death,  as  but  an  idle  Thing. 

Why  thus  affrighted  at  an  empty  Name, 

A  Dream  of  Darknels,  and  fictitious  Flame? 

Vain  Themes  of  Wit,  which  but  in  Poems  pals. 

And  Fables  of  a  World,  that  never  was! 

What  feels  the  Body  when  the  Soul  expires. 

By  Time  corrupted,  or  conliim’d  by  Fires  ? 

Nor  dies  the  Spirit,  but  new  Life  repeats 
In  other  Forms,  and  only  changes  Scats. 

Ev’n  I,  who  thefe  myltcrious  Truths  declare. 

Was  once  Euphorbia'  in  the  Trojan  War ; 

My  Name  and  Lineage  I  remember  well, 

And  how  in  Fight  by  Sparta1  s  King  I  fell. 

in  Arpjrcc  'Juno's  Fane  I  late  beheld 

My  Buckler  hung  on  high,  and  own’d  my  former  Shield. 

I  hen,  Death,  lo  call’d,  is  but  old  Matter  drefs’d 
In  Jbme  new  Figure,  and  a  vary’d  Veit: 

Thus  all  Things  arc  but  alter’d,  nothing  dies; 

And  here  and  there  th’  unbody’d  Spirit  Hies, 
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By  Time,  or  Force,  or  Sicknefs  difpoflefl. 

And  lodges,  where  it  lights,  in  Man  or  Bead: ; 

Or  hunts  without,  till  ready  Limbs  it  find, 

And  actuates  thofe  according  to  their  Kind ; 

From  Tenement  to  Tenement  is  tofs’d, 

The  Soul  is  flill  the  fame,  the  Figure  only  loft: 

And,  as  the  foften’d  Wax  new  Seals  receives. 

This  Face  afliimes,  and  that  Impreflion  leaves; 

Now  call’d  by  one,  now  by  another  Name; 

The  Form  is  only  chang’d,  the  Wax  is  flill  the  fame: 
So  Death,  fo  call’d,  can  but  the  Form  deface; 

Tff  immortal  Soul  flies  out  in  empty  Space, 

To  feek  her  Fortune  in  fome  other  Place. 

Then  let  not  Piety  be  put  to  flight, 

To  pleafe  the  Tafle  of  Glutton  Appetite; 

But  fuffer  inmate  Souls  fecure  to  dwell, 

Left  from  their  Seats  your  Parents  you  expel ; 

With  rabid  Hunger  feed  upon  your  Kind, 

Or  from  a  Beaft  diflodge  a  Brother’s  Mind. 

And  fince,  like  Typh'ts  parting  from  the  Shore, 

In  ample  Seas  I  fail,  and  Depths  untry’d  before. 

This  let  me  further  add,  That  Nature  knows 
No  ftedfaft  Station,  but,  or  Ebbs,  or  Flows: 

Ever  in  Motion ;  fhe  deflroys  her  old , 

And  calls  new  Figures  in  another  Mold. 

Ev’n  Times  arc  in  perpetual  Flux,  and  run, 

Like  Rivers  from  their  Fountain,  rowling  on. 


Like  Rivers  from  their  Fountain,  rowling 
For  Time,  no  more  than  Streams,  is  at  a  Si 
The  flying  Hour  is  ever  on  her  Way: 

And  as  the  Fountain  flill  fupplies  her  Store 
The  Wave  behind  impels  the  Wave  before 
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Thus  in  fucceffive  Courfe  the  Minutes  run. 

And  urge  their  Predeceflbr  Minutes  on, 

% 

Still  moving,  ever  new :  For  former  Things 
Are  fet  afide,  like  abdicated  Kings : 

And  every  moment  alters  what  is  done. 

And  innovates  fome  A6t,  till  then  unknown. 

Darknefs  we  fee  emerges  into  Light, 

And  Ihining  Suns  defcend  to  Sable  Night; 

Ev’n  Heav’n  it  felf  receives  another  Dye, 
When  weary ’d  Animals  in  Slumbers  lie 
Of  Midnight  Eafe :  Another,  when  the  Gray 
Of  Morn  preludes  the  Splendor  of  the  Day. 

The  Disk  of  Phoebus ,  when  he  climbs  on  high , 
Appears  at  fir  ft  but  as  a  bloodfliot  Eye; 

And  when  his  Chariot  downward  drives  to  Bed, 
His  Ball  is  with  the  fame  SufFufion  red ; 

But  mounted  high  in  his  Meridian  Race 
All  bright  he  fbines,  and  with  a  better  Face : 
For  there,  pure  Particles  of  JEther  Row, 

Far  from  tlf  Infection  of  the  World  below. 


Nor  equal  Light  th’  unequal  Moon  adorns, 

Or  in  her  wexing,  or  her  waning  Horns. 

For  ev’ry  Day  file  wanes,  her  Face  is  lefs; 

But  gathering  into  Globe,  fhe  fattens  at  Increafe. 

Perceiv’ft  thou  not  the  Procefs  of  the  Year, 
Plow  the  four  Seafons  in  four  Forms  appear, 
Refembling  human  Life  in  ev’ry  Shape  they  wear 
Spring  firih  like  Infancy,  flioots  out  her  Head, 
With  milky  Juice  requiring  to  be  fed  : 


Hclplefs,  tho’  frefli,  and  wanting  to  be  Jed. 
The  green  Stem  grows  in  Stature  and  in  Size 
But  only  feeds  with  Elope  the  Farmer’s  Eyes 
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Then  laughs  the  childifi]  Year  with  Flowrets  crown’d, 
And  lavilhly  perfumes  the  Fields  around, 

But  no  fubftantial  Nourilhment  receives; 

Infirm  the  Stalks,  unfolid  are  the  Leaves. 


Proceeding  onward  whence  the  Year  began, 
The  Summer  grows  adult,  and  ripens  into  Man. 
This  Seafon,  as  in  Men,  is  mofi:  repleat 
With  kindly  Moifiure,  and  prolifick  Heat. 


Autumn  fucceeds,  a  fober  tepid  Age? 

Not  froze  with  Fear,  nor  boiling  into  Rage; 
More  than  mature,  and  tending  to  Decay, 


When  our  brown  Locks  repine  to  mix  with  odious  Grej 


La  ft,  Winter  creeps  along  with  tardy  Pace, 


Sour  is  his  Front,  and  furrow’d  is  his  Face; 


His  Scalp  if  not  dishonour’d  quite  of  Hair, 

The  ragged  Fleece  is  thin;  and  thin  is  worfe  than  bare. 

Ev’n  our  own  Bodies  daily  Change  receive, 

Some  Part  of  what  was  theirs  before,  they  leave; 

Nor  are  to-Day  what  Yefterday  they  were  ; 

Nor  the  whole  Same  to-Morrow  will  appear. 

Time  was,  when  we  were  fow’d,  and  jufi  began. 
From  fomc  few  fruitful  Drops,  the  Promife  of  a  Man  : 


Then  Nature’s  Hand  (fermented  as  it  was) 


Moulded  to  Shape  the  foft,  coagulated  Mafs ; 
And  when  the  little  Man  was  fully  form’d. 


The  breathlefs  Embrio  with  a  Spirit  warm’d ; 


But  when  the  Mother’s  Throws  begin  to  come. 
The  Creature,  pent  within  the  narrow  Room, 
Breaks  his  blind  Prifon,  pufbing  to  repair 


His  lliffled  Breath,  and  draw  the  living  Air; 
Call  on  the  Margin  of  the  World  he  lies, 

A  helplels  Babe,  but  by  In  Hindi:  he  cries. 
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He  next  effays  to  walk,  but  downward  prefs  ’d 
On  four  Feet  imitates  his  Brother  Beafl : 

By  flow  Degrees  he  gathers  from  the  Ground 
His  Legs,  and  to  the  rowling  Chair  is  bound; 

Then  walks  alone;  a  Horfeman  now  become. 

He  rides  a  Stick,  and  travels  round  the  Room  : 

In  time  he  vaunts  among  his  youthful  Peers, 
Strong-bon’d,  and  flrung  with  Nerves,  in  Pride  of  Years* 
He  runs  with  Mettle  his  firfl  merry  Stage,, 

Maintains  the  next,  abated  of  his  Rage, 

But  manages  his  Strength,  and  fpares  his  Age. 

Heavy  the  third,  and  {tiff,  he  finks  apace, 

And  tho’  ’tis  down-hill  all,  but  creeps  along  the  Race. 
Now  faplefs  on  the  Verge  of  Death  he  Bands, 
Contemplating  his  former  Feet,  and  Hands; 

And,  M/lo-like,  his  flacken’d  Sinews  fees. 

And  wither’d  Arms,  once  fit  to  cope  with  Hercules 
Unable  now  to  fliakc,  much  lefs  to  tear,  the  Trees. 

So  Helen  wept,  when  her  too  faithful  Glafs 
Reflected  on  her  Eyes  the  Ruins  of  her  Face: 

Wondring  what  Charms  her  Ravifhers  cou’d  fpy. 

To  force  her  twice,  or  ev’n  but  once  t’enjoy! 

Thy  Teeth,  devouring  Time,  thine,  envious  Age, 

On  Things  below  Bill  cxercife  your  Rage : 

% 

With  venom’d  Grinders  you  corrupt  your  Meat, 

And  then,  at  lingring  Meals,  the  Morfels  eat. 

Nor  thofc,  which  Elements  we  call,  abide. 

Nor  to  this  Figure,  nor  to  that,  are  ty’d  : 

For  this  eternal  World  is  laid  of  Old, 

But  four  prolifick  Principles  to  hold. 

Four  different  Bodies ;  two  to  Heav’n  afcend. 

And  other  two  down  to  the  Center  tend  : 

Fire 


i 


Book  XV 


OVID's  Metam 


A 


Fire  firA  with  Wings  expanded  mounts  on  high. 
Pure,  void  of  Weight,  and  dwells  in  upper  Sky; 
Then  Air,  becaufe  unclog’d  in  empty  Space, 

Flies  after  F ire5  and  claims  the  fecond  Place : 

But  weighty  Water,  as  her  Nature  guides. 

Lies  on  the  lap  of  Earth ;  and  Mother  Earth  fubfides 
All  Things  are  mix’d  of  thefe,  which  all  contain, 
And  into  thefe  are  all  refolv’d  again: 

Earth  rarifies  to  Dew,  expanded  more. 

The  fubtil  Dew  in  Air  begins  to  foar; 

Spreads  as  fhe  flies,  and  weary  of  her  Name 
Extenuates  {till,  and  changes  into  Flame ; 

Thus  having  by  degrees  Perfection  won, 

Reftlefs  they  loon  untwiA  the  Web  they  fpun, 

And  Fire  begins  to  lofe  her  radiant  Hue, 

Mix’d  with  grofs  Air,  and  Air  delcends  to  Dew; 
And  Dew  condenling,  does  her  Form  forego. 

And  links,  a  heavy  lump  of  Earth,  below. 

Thus  are  their  Figures  never  at  a  hand. 

But  chang’d  by  Nature’s  innovating  Hand; 

All  Things  are  alter’d,  nothing  is  deflroy’d. 

The  fliifted  Scene  for  fome  new  Show  employ’d. 

Then,  to  be  born,  is  to  begin  to  be 
Some  other  Thing  we  were  not  formerly  : 

And  what  we  call  to  Die,  is  not  t’appcar. 

Or  be  the  Thing  that  formerly  we  were. 

Thofe  very  Elements  which  we  partake, 

Alive,  when  Dead  fome  other  Bodies  make: 
Tranflated  grow,  have  Scnfe,  or  can  Difcourfe; 

But  Death  on  deathlefs  Subltance  has  no  Force. 

That  Forms  arc  chang’d  I  grant;  that  nothing  can 

Continue  in  the  Figure  it  began  : 

E  r  r  r  r  r 
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The  golden  Age,  to  Silver  was  debas’ d : 

To  Copper  that;  our  Mettal  came  at  laft. 

The  Face  of  Places,  and  their  Forms,  decay ; 

And  that  is  folid  Earth,  that  once  was  Sea : 

Seas  in  their  Turn  retreating  from  the  Shore, 

Make  folid  Land,  what  Ocean  was  before; 

And  far  from  Strands  are  Shells  of  Filhes  found, 

And  rufty  Anchors  fix’d  on  Mountain- Ground : 

And  what  were  Fields  before,  now  walh’d  and  worn 

•  ^ 

By  falling  Floods  from  high,  to  Valleys  turn. 

And  crumbling  Hill  defcend  to  level  Lands ; 

And  Lakes,  and  trembling  Bogs,  are  barren  Sands : 

And  the  parch’d  Defart  floats  in  Streams  unknown ; 
Wondring  to  drink  of  Waters  not  her  own. 

Here  Nature  living  Fountains  opes;  and  there 
Seals  up  the  Wombs  where  living  Fountains  were; 

Or  Earthquakes  flop  their  ancient  Courfe,  and  bring 
Diverted  Streams  to  feed  a  diftant  Spring. 

So  Lycu r,  fwallow’d  up,  is  feen  no  more. 

But  far  from  thence  knocks  out  another  Door. 

Thus  Erajinus  dives ;  and  blind  in  Earth 
Runs  on,  and  gropes  his  way  to  fecond  Birth, 

Starts  up  in  Argos  Meads,  and  fhakes  his  Locks 
Around  the  Fields,  and  fattens  all  the  Flocks. 

So  Myfiis  by  another  way  is  led, 

And,  grown  a  River,  now  difdains  his  Head : 

Forgets  his  humble  Birth,  his  Name  foriakes, 

And  the  proud  Title  of  Calc  us  takes. 

Large  Amenane ,  impure  with  yellow  Sands, 

Runs  rapid  often,  and  as  often  Hands, 

And  here  he  threats  the  drunken  Fields  to  drown ; 

And  there  his  Dugs  deny  to  give  their  Liquor  down. 
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Anigros  once  did  wholfome  Draughts  afford 
But  now  his  deadly  Waters  are  abhorr’d:  - 
Since,  hurt  by  Hercules ,  as  Fame  refounds. 

The  Centaurs  in  his  Current  wafli’d  their  Wounds. 
The  Streams  of  Hypanis  are  fweet  no  more. 

But  brackiff  loie  the  Tafte  they  had  before. 

Antiffa ,  Pharos ,  Tyre ,  in  Seas  were  pent. 

Once  Ifles,  but  now  increafe  the  Continent; 

While  the  Leucadian  Coaff,  main  Land  before. 

By  ruffing  Seas  is  fever’d  from  the  Shore. 

So  Z ancle  to  th’  Italian  Earth  was  ty’d. 

And  Men  once  walk’d  where  Ships  at  Anchor  ride. 
Till  Neptune  overlook’d  the  narrow  Way, 

And  in  Difdain  pour’d  in  the  conqu’ring  Sea. 

Two  Cities  that  adorn’d  th’  Ac haian  Ground, 

Burts  and  Helice ,  no  more  are  found, 

But,  whelm’d  beneath  a  Lake,  are  funk  and  drown’d 
And  Boatfmen  through  the  Chryhal  W ater  ff  ow. 
To  wond’ring  Pafiengers,  the  Walls  below. 

Near  Brazen  Hands  a  Hill,  expos’d  in  Air 
To  Winter- winds,  of  leafy  Shadows  bare: 

This  once  was  level  Ground :  But  (ftrange  to  tell) 
Th’ included  Vapours,  that  in 


Caverns  dwell 


Lab’ring  with  Cholick  Pangs,  and  dole  confin’d, 
In  vain  fought  Xffue  for  the  rumbling  Wind: 

Yet  ftill  they  heav’d  for  Vent,  and  heaving  ftill 
In  larg’d  the  Concave,  and  (hot  up  the  Hill; 

As  Breath  extends  a  Bladder,  or  the  Skins 
Of  Goats  arc  blown  t’inclofe  the  hoarded  Wines: 
The  Mountain  yet  retains  a  Mountain’s  Face, 
And  gather’d  Rubbiff  heals  the  hollow  Space. 

Of  many  Wonders,  which  I  heard  or  knew. 
Retrenching  moll,  I  will  relate  but  few 
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What?  are  not  Springs  with  Qualities  oppos’d. 
Endu’d  at  Seafons,  and  at  Seafons  loft  ? 

Thrice  in  a  Day  thine,  Ammon,  change  their  Form 


Cold  at  high  Noon 


Morn  and  Evening  warm 


Thine,  Athaman ,  will  kindle  Wdod,  if  thrown 

# 

On  the  pil’d  Earth,  and  in  the  waning  Moon. 
The  Thracians  have  a  Stream,  if  any  try 
The  T afte,  his  harden’d  Bowels  petrify;  j 
Whate’er  it  touches  it  converts  to  Stones,  ’  1 
And  makes  a  Marble  Pavement  where  it  runs. 


Crathis,  and  Sybaris  her  Sifter  Flood, 

That  Hide  through  our  Calabrian  Neighbour  Wood, 
With  Gold  and  Amber  dye  the  Ihining  Hair, 

And  thither  Y outh  refort ;  (for  who  would  not  be  Fair  ?) 

But  ftranger  Virtues  yet  in  Streams  we  find. 

Some  change  not  only  Bodies,  but  the  Mind : 

Who  has  not  heard  of  Salmacis  obfcene. 


Whofe  Waters  into  Women  foften  Men? 


Or  /Ethiopian  Lakes,  which  turn  the  Bra  in 
To  Ma dnefs,  or  in  heavy  Sleep  conftrain? 

Clytorian  Streams  the  Love  of  Wine  expel, 

(Such  is  the  Virtue  of  th’  abftemious  Well,) 
Whether  the  colder  Nymph  that  rules  the  Flood 
Extinguishes,  and  balks  the  drunken  God ; 

Or  that  Melampus  (fo  have  fbme  allur’d) 

When  the  mad  Prcctides  with  Charms  he  cur’d ; 

And  pow’rful  Herbs,  both  Charms  and  Simples  call 
Into  the  fober  Spring,  where  Hill  their  Virtues  laft. 

Unlike  Effects  Lynce/lis  will  produce ; 

Who  drinks  his  Waters,  tho’  with  moderate  Ufc, 
Reels  as  with  Wine,  and  fees  with  double  Sight: 
His  Heels  too  heavy,  and  his  Head  too  light. 
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Ladon ,  once  Pheneos ,  an  Arcadian  Stream, 

9 

(Ambiguous  in  th’  EfFedts,  as  in  the  Name) 

By  Day  is  wholfome  Bev’rage ;  but  is  thought 
By  Night  infected,  and  a  deadly  Draught. 

Thus  running  Rivers,  and  the  handing  Lake, 

Now  of  thefe  Virtues,  now  of  thofe  partake: 

Time  was  (and  all  Things  Time  and  Fate  obey) 

When  fall  Ortygia  floated  on  the  Sea ; 

Such  were  Cyanean  Hies,  when  Typbis  fleer’d 
Betwixt  their  Str eights,  and  their  Collifion  fear’d ; 
They  fwam  where  now  they  fit ;  and  firmly  join’d 
Secure  of  rooting  up,  refill  the  Wind. 

Nor  JEtna  vomiting  fulphureous  Fire 
W ill  ever  belfh ;  for  Sulphur  will  expire, 

(The  Veins  exhaufled  of  the  liquid  Store:) 

Time  was  Ihe  call  no  Flames;  in  time  will  call  no  more 
For  whether  Earth’s  an  Animal,  and  Air 
Imbibes ;  her  Lungs  with  Coolnefs  to  repair. 

And  what  fhe  fucks  remits ;  fhe  flill  requires 
Inlets  for  Air,  and  Outlets  for  her  Fires; 

When  tortur’d  with  convulfive  Fits  fhe  fhakes, 

That  Motion  choaks  the  Vent,  till  other  Vent  fhe  makes 
Or  when  the  Winds  in  hollow  Caves  are  clos’d 
And  fubtil  Spirits  find  that  Way  oppos’d. 

They  tofs  up  Flints  in  Air;  the  Flints  that  hide 
The  Seeds  of  Fire,  thus  tofs’d  in  Air,  collide. 

Kindling  the  Sulphur,  till  the  Fewel  fpent 
The  Cave  is  cool’d,  and  the  fierce  Winds  relent. 

Or  whether  Sulphur,  catching  Fire,  feeds  on 
Its  undtuous  Parts,  till  all  the  Matter  gone 
The  Flames  no  more  afcend;  for  Earth  fupplies 
The  Fat  that  feeds  them ;  and  when  Earth  denies 
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That  Food,  by  length  of  Time  con  fum’d,  the  Fire 
Famifh’d  for  want  of  Fewel  mu  ft  expire. 

A  Race  of  Men  there  are,  as  Fame  has  told, 

Who  fhiv’ring  fuffer  Hyperborean  Cold, 

Till  nine  times  bathing  in  Minerva's  Lake, 

Soft  Feathers,  to  defend  their  naked  Sides,  they  take. 
’Tis  laid,  the  Scythian  Wives  (believe  who  will) 
Transform  themfelves  to  Birds  by  Magick  Skill ; 
Smear’d  over  with  an  Oil  of  wond’rous  Might, 

That  adds  new  Pinions  to  their  airy  Flight. 

But  this  by  fure  Experiment  we  know, 

That  living  Creatures  from  Corruption  grow: 

Hide  in  a  hollow  Pit  a  llaughter’d  Steer, 

Bees  from  his  putrid  Bowels  will  appear ; 

Who  like  their  Parents  haunt  the  Fields,  and  bring 
Their  Hony-Harveft  home,  and  hope  another  Spring. 
The  Warlike-Steed  is  multiply’d,  we  find. 

To  Wafps  and  Hornets  of  the  Warrior  Kind. 

Cut  from  a  Crab  his  crooked  Claws,  and  hide 
The  reft  in  Earth,  a  Scorpion  thence  will  glide, 

And  fhoot  his  Sting,  his  Tail  in  Circles  tofs’d 
Refers  the  Limbs  his  backward  Father  loft:  * 

And  Worms,  that  ftretch  on  Leaves  their  filmy  Loom, 
Crawl  from  their  Bags,  and  Butterflies  become. 

Ev’n  Slime  begets  the  Frog’s  loquacious  Race: 

Short  of  their  Feet  at  firft,  in  little  fpace 

With  Arms  and  Legs  endu’d,  long  Leaps  they  take 

Rais’d  on  their  hinder  Part,  and  fwim  the  Lake, 


And  Waves  repel:  For  Nature  gives  their  Kind, 
To  that  Intent,  a  Length  of  Legs  behind. 

The  Cubs  of  Bears  a  living  Lump  appear. 
When  whelp’d,  and  no  determin’d  Figure  wear 
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Their  Mother  licks  ’em  into  Shape,  and  gives 
As  much  of  Form?  as  Ihe  her  felf  receives. 

The  Grubs  from  their  fexangular  Abode 
Crawl  out  unfinilh’d,  like  the  Maggot’s  Brood: 

Trunks  without  Limbs;  till  time  at  leifure  brings 

# 

The  Thighs  they  wanted,  and  their  tardy  Wings. 

The  Bird  who  draws  the  Carr  of  'Juno ,  vain 
Of  her  crown’d  Head,  and  of  her  Starry  Train; 

And  he  that  bears  th’ Artillery  of  Jove-) 

The  Brong-pounc’d  Eagle,  and  the  billing  Dove; 

A n d  all  the  feather’d  Kind,  who  cou’d  fuppofe 
(But  that  from  Sight  the  fureB  Senfe  he  knows) 

They  from  th’ included  Yolk  not  ambient  White  arole. 

There  are  who  think  the  Marrow  of  a  Man, 

Which  in  the  Spine,  while  he  was  living,  ran ; 

When  dead,  the  Pith  corrupted  will  become 
A  Snake,  and  hifs  within  the  hollow  Tomb. 

All  thefe  receive  their  Birth  from  other  Things; 

But  from  himfeif  the  Phoenix  only  Iprings: 

Self-born,  begotten  by  the  Parent  Flame 
In  which  he  burn’d.  Another  and  the  Same; 

Who  not  by  Corn  or  Herbs  his  Life  fuftains. 

But  the  Tweet  Eflc  nee  of  Amomum  drains : 


And  watches  the  rich  Gums  Arabia  bears, 

While  yet  in  tender  Dew  they  drop  their  Tears. 
He,  (his  five  Centuries  of  Life  fulfill’d) 

His  Nell  on  Oaken  Boughs  begins  to  build, 

Or  trembling  Tops  of  Palm,  and  firft  he  draws 
The  Plan  with  his  broad  Bill,  and  crooked  Claws, 
Nature’s  Artificers;  on  this  the  Pile 
is  form'd,  and  riles  round,  then  with  the  Spoil 


or  Softools  Brew’d  beneath)  his  Fun’ral  Bed  is  rear’d 


* 
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Fun’ral  and  Bridal  both ;  and  all  around 

The  Borders  with  corruptlefs  Myrrh  are  crown’d. 

On  this  incumbent ;  ’till  setherial  Flame 
Fi rfl  catches,  then  confumes  the  coflly  Frame: 
Conhimes  him  too,  as  on  the  Pile  he  lies ; 

He  liv’d  on  Odours,  and  in  Odours  dies. 

An  Infan t-Phamix  from  the  former  iprings. 

His  Father’s  Heir,  and  from  his  tender  Wings 
Shakes  off  his  Parent  Dull,  his  Method  he  purfues. 

And  the  fame  Leafe  of  Life  on  the  lame  Terms  renews. 


When  grown  to  Manhood  he  begins  his  Reign, 
And  with  FbifF  Pinions  can  his  Flight  fuflain. 

He  lightens  of  its  Load,  the  Tree  that  bore 
His  Father’s  Royal  Sepulcher  before. 

And  his  own  Cradle:  This  (with  pious  Care 
Plac’d  on  his  Back)  he  cuts  the  buxome  Air, 
Seeks  the  Sun’s  City,  and  his  {acred  Church, 

And  decently  lays  down  his  Burden  in  the  Porch. 

A  Wonder  more  amazing  wou’d  we  find? 

TL  Hyana  fhows  it,  of  a  double  Kind, 

Varying  the  Sexes  in  alternate  Years, 

In  one  begets,  and  in  another  bears. 

The  thin  Camclion  fed  with  Air,  receives 
The  Colour  of  the  Thing  to  which  he  cleaves. 

India  when  conquer’d,  on  the  conqu’ring  God 
For  planted  Vines  the  fliarp-ey’d  Lynx  bellow’d, 
Whofe  Urine,  filed  before  it  touches  Earth, 
Congeals  in  Air,  and  gives  to  Gems  their  Birth. 


Coral  foft 


white  in  Ocean’s  Bed 


Comes  harden’d  up  in  Air,  and  glows  with  Red. 

All  changing  Species  fhould  my  Song  recite; 
Before  I  ceas’d,  wou’d  change  the  Day  to  Night. 


Nations 
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Nations  and  Empires  flourifh,  and  decay. 

By  turns  command,  and  in  their  turns  obey ; 

Time  again 

Hardens  to  War  a  foft,  unwarlike  Train. 

Thus  Troy  for  ten  long  Years  her  Foes  withftood. 

And  daily  bleeding  bore  th’  Expence  of  Blood  : 

Now  for  thick  Streets  it  ftiows  an  empty  Space, 

Or  only  fill’d  with  Tombs  of  her  own  perifh’d  Race,  ( 
Her  felf  becomes  the  Sepulcher  of  what  die  was.  j 
Mycene->  Sparta ,  Thebes  of  mighty  Fame, 

Are  vaniflfd  out  of  Subftance  into  Name. 

And  Dardan  Rome  that  juft  begins  to  rife. 

On  Tiber's  Banks,  in  time  fhall  mate  the  Skies : 
Widening  her  Bounds,  and  working  on  her  ivay; 

Ev’n  now  file  meditates  Imperial  Sway : 

Y et  this  is  Change,  but  fhe  by  changing  thrives. 

Like  Moons  new-born,  and  in  her  Cradle  drives 
To  fill  her  Infant-Horns ;  an  Hour  fhall  come 
When  the  round  World  fhall  be  contain’d  in  Rome. 

For  thus  old  SaAvs  fore  tel,  and  Helenus 
Anchifes ’  drooping  Son  enliven’d  thus; 

When  Ilium  now  was  in  a  finking  State; 

And  he  was  doubtful  of  his  future  Fate : 

O  Goddcis-born,  with  thy  hard  Fortune  drive, 

Troy  never  can  be  loft,  and  thou  alive. 

Thy  Paflagc  tliou  dialt  free  through  Fire  and  Sword, 
And  Troy  in  Foreign  Lands  lhall  be  reftor’d. 

In  happier  Fields  a  riling  Town  I  fee. 

Greater  than  what  e’er  was,  or  is,  or  e’er  fhall  be: 

And  Hcav’n  yet  owes  theWorld  a  Race  deriv’d  fromThee. 
Sages  and  Chiefs,  of  other  Lineage  born, 

The  City  fhall  extend,  extended  fhall  adorn: 

T  1 1 1 1 1 


Time  foftens  hardy  People, 
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But  from  lulus  he  muft  draw  his  Breath? 

By  whom  thy  Rome  fhall  rule  the  conquer’d  Earth : 
Whom  Heav’n  will  lend  Mankind  on  Earth  to  reign. 
And  late  require  the  precious  Pledge  again. 

This  Helenus  to  great  JEneas  told? 

Which  I  retain,  e’er  fince  in  other  Mould 


My  Soul  was  c loath’d  ;  and  now  rejoyce  to  view 
My  Country  Walls  rebuilt?  and  Troy  reviv’d  anew? 
Rais’d  by  the  Fall:  Decreed  by  Lois  to  Gain; 
Enllav’d  but  to  be  free?  and  conquer’d  but  to  reign. 

’Tis  time  my  hard-mouth’d  Couriers  to  controul, 
Apt  to  run  Riot,  and  tranfgrefs  the  Goal  : 

And  therefore  I  conclude.  Whatever  lies. 

In  Earth,  or  flits  in  Air,  or  fills  the  Skies, 

All  fufler  Change ;  and  we,  that  are  of  Soul 
And  Body  mix’d,  are  Members  of  the  whole. 

Then  when  our  Sires,  or  Grandfires?  fhall  forfake 
The  Forms  of  Men,  and  brutal  Figures  take, 

Thus  hous’d?  fecurely  let  their  Spirits  reft, 

Nor  violate  thy  Father  in  the  Beaft. 

Thy  Friend,  thy  Brother,  any  of  thy  Kin, 

If  none  of  thele,  yet  there’s  a  Alan  within: 

O  fjpare  to  make  a  Thyejlcean  Meal, 


T’inclofe  his  Body,  and  his  Soul  expel. 
Ill  Cuftoms  by  degrees  to  Habits  rife 


Ill  Habits  foon  become  exalted  Vice 


What  more  Advance  can  Mortals  make  in  Sin 
So  near  Perfe&ion,  who  with  Blood  begin  ? 
Deaf  to  the  Calf  that  lyes  beneath  the  Knife? 

Looks  up,  and  from  her  Butcher  begs  her  Life  : 
Deaf  to  the  harmlefs  Kid,  that  e’re  he  dies 
Ail  Methods  to  procure  thy  Afercy  tries. 

And  imitates  in  vain  thy  Childrens  Cries. 
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Where  will  he  hop,  who  feeds  with  Houfhold  Bread, 
Then  eats  the  Poultry  which  before  he  fed  ? 

Let  plough  thy  Steers ;  that  when  they  loie  their  Breath, 
To  Nature,  not  to  thee,  they  may  impute  their  Death. 
Let  Goats  for  Food  their  loaded  Udders  lend. 

And  Sheep  from  Winter-cold  thy  Sides  defend ; 

But  neither  Sprindges,  N ets,  nor  Snares  employ, 

And  be  no  more  Ingenious  to  deftroy. 

Free  as  in  Air,  let  Birds  on  Earth  remain, 

Nor  let  infidious  Glue  their  Wings  conftrain ; 

Nor  opening  Hounds  the  trembling  Stag  affright, 

Nor  purple  Feathers  intercept  his  Flight: 

Nor  Hooks  conceal’d  in  Baits  for  Fifh  prepare. 

Nor  Lines  to  heave  ’em  twinkling  up  in  Air. 

T ake  not  away  the  Life  you  cannot  give  : 

For  all  Things  have  an  equal  Right  to  live. 

Kill  noxious  Creatures,  where  5tis  Sin  to  fave ; 

This  only  juft  Prerogative  we  have: 

But  nourilh  Life  with  vegetable  Food, 

And  fhun  the  facrilegious  Tafte  of  Blood. 

Thefe  Precepts  by  the  Samian  Sage  were  taught. 
Which  Godlike  Numa  to  the  Sabines  brought, 

And  thence  transferr’d  to  Rome ,  by  Gift  his  own: 

A  willing  People,  and  an  offer’d  Throne. 

O  happy  Monarch,  fent  by  Heav’n  to  blefs 
A  Salvage  Nation  with  foft  Arts  of  Peace, 

To  teach  Religion,  Rapine  to  reftrain, 

Give  Laws  to  Luft,  and  Sacrifice  ordain  : 

Himfelf  a  Saint,  a  Goddefs  was  his  Bride, 

And  all  the  Mufcs  o’er  his  A&s  prefide. 


f 
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The  Story  of  H 


By  Mr.  Catcott. 


Advanc’d  in  Years  he  dy’d 


common  Date 


His  Reign  concluded,  and  his  Mortal  State. 

Their  Tears  Plebeians,  and  Patricians  died, 

9 

And  pious  Matrons  wept  their  Monarch  dead. 

His  mournful  Wife,  her  Sorrows  to  bewail. 
Withdrew  from  Rome,  and.  fought  th’  Arician  V ale. 
Hid  in  thick  Woods,  die  made  incedant  Moans, 
Difturbing  Cynthia's  facred  Rites  with  Groans. 

How  oft  the  Nymphs,  who  rul’d  the  Wood  and  Lake 
Reprov’d  her  Tears,  and  Words  of  Comfort  fpake! 
How  oft  (in  vain)  the  Son  of  Thefeus  faid. 

Thy  ftormy  Sorrows  be  with  Patience  laid; 

Nor  are  thy  Fortunes  to  be  wept  alone, 

Weigh  others  Woes,  and  learn  to  bear  thine  own. 

CD  * 

Be  mine  an  Indian ce  to  adfwage  thy  Grief: 


yet  mine  may  bring  Relief 


Would  mine  were  none !— - 

You’ve  heard,  perhaps,  in  Converfation  told 
What  once  befel  Hippolytm  of  old; 

To  Death  by  Thefeus ’  cade  Faith  betray’d. 

And  caught  in  Snares  his  wicked  Step-dame  1  ai « 
The  wondrous  Tale  your  Credit  fcarce  may  clai 
Yet  (ftrangc  to  fay)  in  me  behold  the  fame. 
Whom  ludfid  Phaedra  oft  had  prcfs’d  in  vain, 
With  impious  Joys,  my  Father’s  Bed  to  drain ; 
’Till  feiz’d  with  Fear,  or  by  Revenge  infpir’d. 
She  charg’d  on  me  the  Crimes  her  felf  delir’d. 
Expel  I'd  by  The  feus,  from  his  Home  I  fled 
With  Heaps  of  Curfcs  on  my  guiltlcfs  Plead. 


) 


Forlorn, 
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Forlorn,  I  fought  Pit  the  an  Tree zen's  Land, 

And  drove  my  Chariot  o’er  Corinthus ’  Strand; 
When  from  the  Surface  of  the  level  Main 
A  Billow  riling,  heav* d  above  the  Plain ; 

Rolling,  and  gath’ring,  ’till  fo  high  it  fwell’d, 

A  Mountain’s  Height  th’  enormous  Mals  excel! d 


Then  bellowing,  burfi;  when  from  the  Summit  cleav’d 
A  homed  Bull  his  ample  Chef:  upheav’d. 

His  Mouth,  and  Noftrils,  Storms  of  briny  Rain 


3 


Expiring,  blew. 
I  Hood  unmov’d 


Dread  Horror  feiz’d  my  Tr 
My  Father’s  cruel  Doom 


I  c 


Claim’d  all  my  Soul,  nor  Fear  could  find  a  Room. 
Amaz’d,  awhile  my  trembling  Courfers  Rood 
With  prick’ d-up  Ears,  contemplating  the  Flood; 
Then  karting  fudden,  from  the  dreadful  View, 

At  once,  like  Lightning,  from  the  Seas  they  flew. 
And  o’er  the  craggy  Rocks  the  rattling  Chariot  drew 
In  vain  to  flop  the  hot-mouth’ d  Steeds  I  try’d. 

And  bending  backward,  all  my  Strength  apply’d ; 
The  frothy  Foam  in  driving  Flakes  diflams 
The  Bits,  and  Bridles,  and  bedews  the  Reins. 

But  tho’,  as  yet  untam’d  they  run,  at  length 
Their  heady  Rage  had  tir’d  beneath  my  Strength, 
When  in  the  Spokes,  a  Stump  intangling,  tore 
The  fliatter’d  Wheel,  and  from  its  Axle  bore. 


The  Shock  impetuous  toil  me  from  the  Seat, 

Caught  in  the  Reins  beneath  my  Horfc’s  Feet. 

My  reeking  Guts  drag’d  out  alive,  around 
The  jagged  Stump,  my  trembling  Nerves  were  wound 
Then  flrctch’d  the  well-knit  Limbs,  in  Pieces  hal’d. 
Part  fiuck  behind,  and  part  the  Chariot  trail’d; 


IJ  u  u  u  u  u 
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>Till,  midft  my  cracking  Joints*  and  breaking  Bones 
I  breath’d  away  my  weary’ d  Soul  in  Groans. 

No  Part  diftinguifh’d  from  the  Reft  was  founds 
But  all  my  Parts  an  univerfal  Wound. 

Now  fay,  felf- tortur’d  Nymph,  can  you  compare 


Our  Griefs  as  equal 


in  J  uftice  dare 


I  faw  beftdes  the  darkfome  Realms  of  Woe, 

And  bath’d  my  Wounds  in  fmoking  Streams  below 
There  I  had  ftaid,  nor  fecond  Life  injoy’d. 

But  Plan’s  Son  his  wondrous  Art  imploy’d. 

To  Light  reftor’d,  by  medicinal  Skill, 

In  Spight  of  Fate,  and  rigid  Pluto  s  Will? 

Th’  invidious  Object  to  preferve  from  View, 

A  mifty  Cloud  around  me  Cynthia  threw ; 

And  left  my  Sight  fliould  ftir  my  F oes  to  Rage, 

She  ftamp’d  my  Vifage  with  the  Marks  of  Age. 

My  former  Hue  was  chang’d,  and  for  it  Hi  own 
A  Set  of  Features,  and  a  Face  unknown. 

Awhile  the  Goddefs  flood  in  doubt,  or  Crete » 

Or  Delos  Jfle,  to  chufe  for  my  Retreat. 

Delos,  and  Crete  refus’d,  this  Wood  flie  chofe, 

Bad  me  my  former  lucldefs  Name  dcpoie. 

Which  kept  alive  the  Mem’ry  of  my  Woes 


Then  faid,  Immortal  Life  be 


and 


Hippolytns  once  call’d,  be  Virbius  now. 

Here  then  a  God,  but  of  th’  inferior  Race, 

I  fcrve  my  Goddefs,  and  attend  her  Chace. 

E  o  e  R  i  A  transform  d  to  a  Fountain „ 

But  others  W oes  were  ufelefs  to  appeale 
Eger  ids  Grief,  or  fet  her  Mind  at  eafe. 
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Beneath  the  Hill,  all  comfortlefs  {he  laid, 

The  dropping  Tears  her  Eyes  inceflant  fhed, 

’Till  pitying  Phoebe  eas’d  her  pious  Woe, 

Thaw’d  to  a  Spring,  whofe  Streams  for  ever  flow. 

The  Nymphs,  and  Virbius ,  like  Amazement  fill’d. 

As  feiz’d  the  Swains,  who  Tyrrhene  Furrows  till’d; 
When  heaving  up,  a  Clod  was  feen  to  roll. 

Untouch’d,  felf-mov’d,  and  big  with  human  Soul. 

The  Ipreading  Mals  its  former  Shape  depos’d. 

Began  to  fhoot,  and  Arms  and  Legs  difclos’d, 

’Till  form’d  a  perfedl  Man,  the  living  Mold 

& 

Op’d  its  new  Mouth,  and  future  Truths  foretold; 

And  Pages  nam’d  by  Natives  of  the  Place, 

Taught  Arts  prophetic  to  the  Tufcan  Race. 

Or  fuch  as  once  by  Romulus  was  fhown, 

Who  faw  his  Lance  with  Ipr outing  Leaves  o’er-grown. 
When  fix’d  in  Earth  the  Point  began  to  fhoot. 

And 

While  ipread  aloft  the  branching  Arms  difplay’d. 

O’er  wond’ring  Crowds,  an  unexpedted  Shade. 


sowing  downward  turn’d  a  fibrous  Root 


The  Story  o/Cippus, 

By  Sir  Samuel  Garth,  M .  2). 

Or  as  when  Gppus  in  the  Current  view’d 
The  f hooting  Horns  that  on  his  Forehead  flood. 
His  Temples  firft  he  feels,  and  with  Surprize 
His  Touch  confirms  th’  Aflurance  of  his  Eyes. 
Strait  to  the  Skies  his  horned  front  he  rears. 
And  to  the  Gods  diredts  thefe  pious  Pray’rs. 

If  this  Portent  be  profp’rous,  O  decree 
To  Rome  th’  Event ;  if  other  wife,  tome. 

An  Altar  then  of  Turf  he  haftes  to  raile, 

Rich  Gums  in  fragrant  Exhalations  blaze; 
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T  h  e  panting  Entrails  crackle  as  they  fry, 

And  boding  Fumes  pronounce  a  Myftery. 

Soon  as  the  Augur  law  the  Holy  Fire, 

And  Vidtims  with  prefaging  Signs  expire. 

To  Cippus  then  he  turns  his  Eyes  with  Ipeed, 

And  views  the  horny  Honours  of  his  Head  ; 

Then  cry’d.  Hail  Conqueror !  thy  Call  obey, 

Thofe  Omens  I  behold  prefage  thy  Sway. 

Rome  waits  thy  Nod,  unwilling  to  be  Free, 

And  owns  thy  Sov’reign  Pow’r  as  Fate’s  Decree. 

He  laid - and  Cippus ,  farting  at  th’  Event, 

Spoke  in  thefe  Words  his  pious  Dilcontent. 

Far  hence ,  ye  Gods,  this  Execration  lend  ; 

And  the  great  Race  of  Romulus  defend. 

Better  that  I  in  Exile  live  abhorr’d. 

Then  e’er  the  Capitol  fliou’d  fyle  me  Lord. 

This  Ipoke,  he  hides  with  Leaves  his  Omen’d  Head 
Then  prays,  the  Senate  next  convenes,  and  faid. 

If  Augurs  can  forefee,  a  Wretch  is  come, 

Delign’d  by  Definy  the  Bane  of  Rome . 


Two  Horns  (moll  f range  to  tell)  his  Temples  crown; 
If  e’er  he  pals  the  Wal  ls,  and  gain  the  Town, 

9 

Your  Laws  are  forfeit,  that  ill-fated  Hour; 

And  Liberty  mult  yield  to  lawlcfs  Pow’r. 


Your  Gates 


^  * 


but  this  Ax 


Seiz’d  the  Ufurper,  and  with-held  the  Harm. 
Halle,  find  the  Monfcr  out,  and  let  him  be 
Condemn’d  to  all  the  Senate  can  decree ; 

Or  ty’d  in  Chains,  or  into  Exile  thrown ; 

Or  by  the  Tyrant’s  Death  prevent  your  own. 

The  Crowd  inch  Murmurs  utter  as  they  Hand, 
As  fwelling  Surges  breaking  on  the  Strand: 


Or 
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Or  as  when  gath  ring  Gales  fweep  o’er  the  Grove? 

And  their  tall  Heads  the  bending  Cedars  move., 

# 

Each  with  Confufion  gaz’d,  and  then  began 
To  feel  his  Fellow’s  Brows,  and  find  the  Man: 

(Jppus  then  diakes  his  Garland  off,  and  cries 
The  Wretch  you  want  I  offer  to  your  Eyes. 

The  Anxious  Throng  look’d  down,  and  lad  in  Thought 
AH  wifh’d  they  had  not  found  the  Sign  they  fought : 

In  hade  with  Laurel  Wreaths  his  Head  they  bind; 

Such  Honour  to  fiich  Virtue  was  aflisn’d. 

o 

Then  thus  the  Senate. — Hear,  O  Cippur ,  hear; 

So  Godlike  is  thy  Tutelary  Care, 

That  fince  in  Rome  thy  felf  forbids  thy  Stay, 

For  thy  Abode  thofe  Acres  we  convey  j 

The  Plough- lliare  can  furround,  the  Labour  of  a  Day.  - 
In  Dcathlefs  Records  thou  lhalt  Land  inroll’d, 

And  Rome's  rich  Pods  diall  diine  with.  Homs  of  Gold, 


The  Occafon  of  JE sculapius  being  brought  to  R o m 


By  M 


W  ELSTED. 


Melodious  Maids  of  Pindusy  who  in  fpire 
The  flowing  Strains,  and  tune  the  vocal  Lyre; 
Tradition’s  Secrets  are  unlocked  to  you, 

Old  Talcs  revive,  and  Ages  pad  renew; 

You,  who  can  hidden  Caufes  bed  expound, 

Say,  whence  the  Iile,  which  Tiber  flows  around. 
Its  Altars  with  a  heav’nly  Stranger  graced. 

And  in  our  Shrines  the  God  of  Phyfic  placed. 

A  wading  Plague  infeblcd  Lati urn's  Skies; 

Pale  bloodied  Looks  were  Icon  with  ghaffly  Eyes; 
The  dire  Difcafc’s  Marks  each  Vi  (age  wore, 

And  the  pure  Blood  was  changed  to  putrid  Gore: 

X  x  x:  x  x  x: 
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In  vain  were  human  Remedies  apply’d ; 

In  vain  the  Power  of  healing  Herbs  was  try’d : 

Weary’d  with  Death?  they  feek  Celehial  Aid, 

% 

And  vifit  Phoebus  in  his  Delphic  Shade ; 

In  the  World’s  Centre  {acred  Delphos  {lands? 

And  gives  its  Oracles  to  diftant  Lands : 

Here  they  implore  the  God,  with  fervent  Vows 
His  falutary  Power  to  interpofe, 

And  end  a  great  afHidled  City’s  Woes. 

The  holy  Temple  fudden  Tremors  proved ; 

T  he  Laurel-grove  and  all  its  Quivers  moved ; 


In  hollow  Sounds  the  Priehels?  thus?  began. 
And  thro’  each  Boibm  thrilling  Horrors  ran. 

‘  Th’  Abidance?  Roman-,  which  you  here  impl 
s  Seek  from  another?  and  a  nearer  Shore ; 
s  Relief  muft  be  implored?  and  Succour  won; 
s  Not  from  Apollo, ,  but  Apollo's  Son ; 


My  Son,  to  Latium 


{hall  bring  Redr  els 


-  Go,  with  good  Omens,  and  expedfc  Succefs. 

When  thefe  clear  Oracles  the  Senate  knew : 

The  facred  Tripod’s  Counfels  they  purfue? 

Depute  a  Pious  and  a  chofen  Band, 

Who  fail  to  Epidauruf  neighb’ring  Land  : 

efore  the  Grecian  Elders  when  they  hood? 

They  pray  ’em  to  behow  the  healing  God: 

£  Ordain’d  was  he  to  five  Aufonia’s  State ; 

So  promifed  Delphos ,  and  unerring  Fate. 
Opinions  various  their  Debates  enlarge : 

Some  plead  to  yield  to  Rome  the  ficred  Charge 

s?  tenacious  of  their  Country’s  Wealth? 
Rcfufb  to  grant  the  Power?  who  guards  its  Health 


Othci 


While  dubious  they  remain’d 


wahing  Light 


Withdrew  before  the  growing  Shades  of  Night 
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Thick  Darknefs  now  obfcur’d  the  dusky  Skies: 
Now,  Roman ,  clofed  in  Sleep  were  mortal  Eye? 
When  Health’s  aufpicious  God  appears  to  Thee 
And  thy  glad  Dreams  his  F orm  celeEial  fee : 


In  his  left  Hand 


taff  preferr’d 


His  Right  is  feen  to  broke  his  decent  Beard. 
f  Difmils,  faid  he,  with  Mildnefs  all  divine, 
c  Difmifs  your  Fears ;  I  come,  and  leave  my  Shrine ; 
s  This  Serpent  view,  that  with  ambitious  Play 
c  My  Staff  encircles,  mark  him  every  way ; 

*  His  Form,  tho’  larger,  nobler,  I’ll  affume, 
e  And  changed,  as  Gods  ffould  be,  bring  Aid  to  Rome. 
Here  fled  the  Vifion,  and  the  Villon’s  flight 

o 

Was  follow’d  by  the  chearful  Dawn  of  Light. 

Now  was  the  Morn  with  bluffing  Streaks  o’er-fpread 
'And  all  the  flarry  Fires  of  Heav’n  were  fled ; 

The  Chiefs  perplex’d,  and  fill’d  with  doubtful  Care, 

To  their  Protestor’s  fumptuous  Roofs  repair, 

By  genuin  Signs  implore  him  to  exprefs, 


What  Seats  he  deigns  to  chufe 


Land 


Scarce  their  afcending  Prayers  had  reach’d  the  Sky ; 

Lo,  the  Serpentine  God,  eredfced  high ! 

Forerunning  Hillings  his  Approach  confeff; 

Bright  Ihone  his  Golden  Scales,  and  wav’d  his  lofty  Crefl 
The  trembling  Altar  his  Appearance  fpoke ; 

The  Marble  Floor,  and  glittering  Cicling  Ihook; 

The  Doors  were  rock’d ;  the  Statue  feem’d  to  nod ; 
And  all  the  Fabric  own’d  the  prefent  God: 

His  radiant  Clieil  he  taught  aloft  to  rile, 

And  round  the  Temple  call  his  flaming  Eyes : 

Struck  was  th’afioni  fil’d  Crowd;  the  holy  PrielL 
His  Temples  with  white  Bands  of  Ribbon  dr  ell. 

With  reverent  Awe  the  Power  divine  confcfl: 


The  God,  the  God,  he  cries!  all  Tongues  be  dill! 

Each  confcious  Bread  devouted  Ardour  fill! 

O  Beauteous  !  O  Divine!  affid  our  Cares, 

And  be  propitious  to  thy  Votaries  Prayers ! 

All  with  confenting  Hearts,  and  pious  Fear* 

The  Words  repeat,  the  Deity  revere: 

The  Romans  in  their  holy  Worfhip  join’d, 

With  filent  Awe,  and  Purity  of  Mind : 

Gracious  to  them,  his  Cred  is  fee n  to  no d. 

And,  as  an  Earned  of  his  Care,  the  God, 

Thrice  hiding,  vibrates  thrice  his  forked  Tongue; 

And  now  the  fmooth  Defcent  he  glides  along: 

Still  on  the  antient  Seats  he  bends  his  Eyes, 

In  which  his  Statue  breaths,  his  Altars  rife ; 

His  long-lov’d  Shrine  with  kind  Concern  he  leaves^ 

And  to  forlake  th’accudom’d  Manfion  grieves: 

At  length,  his  fweeping  Bulk  in  State  is  bom 

Thro’  the  thronged  Streets,  which  fcatter’d  Flowers  adorn; 

Thro’  many  a  Fold  he  winds  his  mazy  Courfc, 

And  gains  the  Port  and  Moles,  which  break  the  Ocean’s  force 
’Twas  here  he  made  a  Stand,  and  having  view'd 
The  pious  Train,  who  h is  lad  Steps  purfu’d. 

Seem'd  to  difmils  their  Zeal  with  gracious  Eyes, 

While  Gleams  of  Pleafure  in  his  Afpecf  rife. 

And  now  the  Latian  Vedcl  he  afeends; 

* 

Beneath  the  weighty  God  the  Vedei  bends: 

The  Latins  on  the  Strand  great  ‘Jove  appeafe5 

elding  Seas : 

The  high-rcar’d  Serpent  from  the  Stern  difplays 
His  gorgeous  Form,  and  the  blue  Deep  furveys ; 

The  Ship  is  wafted  on  with  gentle  Gales, 

And  o’er  the  calm  Ionian  fmoothly  fails  ; 


Their  Cables  loofe,  and  plough  the  yi 
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On  the  fixth  Morn  th 'Italian  Coaft  they  gain, 

And  touch  Lacini<e->  graced  with  Juno’s  Fane; 

Now  fair  Calabria  to  the  Sight  is  loft. 

And  all  the  Cities  on  her  fruitful  Coaft; 

They  pafs  at  length  the  rough  Sicilian  Shore, 

The  Brutian  Soil,  rich  with  metallic  Ore, 

The  famous  Ifles,  where  JEolus  was  King, 

And  Paeftus  blooming  with  eternal  Spring : 

Minerva’s  Cape  they  leave,  and  Capreds  Ille, 
Campania-,  on  whofe  Hills  the  Vineyards  ftnile? 

The  City,  which  Alcides’  Spoils  adorn, 

Naples ,  for  foft  Delight  and  Pleafure  born. 

Fair  Stabiee ,  with  Cumean  Sybil’s  Seats, 

And  Baids  tepid  Baths,  and  green  Retreats: 

Linternum  next  they  reach,  where  balmy  Gums 
Diftil  from  maftic  Trees,  and  fpread  Perfumes : 

Caleta-)  from  the  Nurfe  fo  nam’d,  for  whom 
With  pious  Care  JEneas  rais’d  a  Tomb, 

Nulturne,  whole  Whirlpools  fuck  the  numerous  Sands* 
And  Trachas-,  and  Minturnd s  marftiy  Lands, 

And  For  mid  s  Coaft  is  left,  and  Circe's  Plain , 

Which  yet  remembers  her  enchanting  Reign ; 

To  Antiurn, ,  laft,  his  Courfe  the  Pilot  guides; 

Here,  while  the  anchor’d  V eftel  lafely  rides, 


(For  now  the  ruffled  Deep  portends  a  Storm) 
The  fpiry  God  unfolds  his  fpheric  Form, 
Thro1  large  Indentings  draws  his  lubric  Train, 
And  fecks  the  Refuge  of  Apollo  s  Fane; 

The  Fane  is  lituate  on  the  yellow  Shore: 
When  the  Sea  fmil’d,  and  the  Winds  raged  nc 


more. 


He  leaves  his  Father’s  hofpitable  Lands, 

And  furrows,  with  his  rattling  Scales,  the  Sands 


542 


OVID's  Metamorphoses. 


Book  XV. 


Along  the  Coaff ;  at  length  the  Ship  regains. 

And  fails  to  Tibur  and  Lavinum  s  Plains. 

Here  mingling  Crowds  to  meet  their  Patron  came, 
Ev’n  the  chaff  Guardians  of  the  Vejial  Flame, 

From  every  Part  tumultuous  they  repair, 

And  joyful  Acclamations  rend  the  Air: 

Along  the  flowry  Banks*  on  either  Side, 

Where  the  tall  Ship  floats  on  the  fwelling  Tide, 

Dilpos’d  in  decent  Order  Altars  rife; 

And  crackling  Incenfe,  as  it  mounts  the  Skies, 

The  Air  with  Sweets  refreflies;  while  the  Knife, 

Warm  with  the  Victim’s  Blood, let’s  out  the  ffreaming  Life 
The  World’s  great  Miffrefs,  Rome ,  receives  him  now; 
On  the  Maff’s  Top  reclin’d  he  waves  his  Brow, 

And  from  that  Height  furveys  the  great  Abodes, 

And  Manflons  worthy  of  refiding  Gods. 

The  Land,  a  narrow  Neck,  it  Jfelf  extends. 

Round  which  his  Courfe  the  Stream  divided  bends ; 
The  Stream’s  two  Arms,  on  either  fide,  are  feen, 

9 

Stretch’d  out  in  equal  length ;  the  Land  between. 

The  Ifle,  fo  called,  from  hence  derives  its  Name; 

’Twas  here  the  falutary  Serpent  came; 

Nor  fooner  has  he  left  the  Latian  Pine, 

But  he  afllimes  again  his  Form  divine. 

And  now  no  more  the  drooping  City  mourns, 

Joy  is  again  is  reffor’d,  and  Health  returns. 


The  De'ijication  ^Julius  Caesar 

But  TRfcuJapius  was  a  foreign  Power: 

In  bis  own  City  Ccefar  we  adore ; 

4 

Him  Arms  and  Arts  alike  rcnown’d  beheld. 
In  Peace  confpicuons,  dreadful  in  the  Field ; 
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His  rapid  Conquers,  and  Iwift-finiflfd  Wars? 
The  Hero  juftly  fix’d  among  the  Stars ; 


Yet  is  his  Progeny  his  greateft  Fame  : 


The  Son  immortal  makes  the  Father’s  Name. 

The  Sea-girt  Britons,  by  his  Courage  tam’d, 

For  their  high  rocky  Cliffs,  and  Fiercenefs  fam’d; 
His  dreadful  Navies,  which  victorious  rode 
O’er  Nile's  affrighted  Waves  and  ieven-fourced  Flood 
Numidia ,  and  the  fpacious  Realms  regain’d, 


Where  Cyniphis  or  flows 


Juba  reign’d 


The  Powers  of  titled  Mithridates  broke. 

And  Pontus  added  to  the  Roman  Y oke ; 

Triumphal  Shows  decreed,  for  Conquefts  won. 

For  Conquefls,  which  the  Triumphs  ftill  out-flione 
Thefe  are  great  Deeds ;  yet  lefs,  than  to  have  giv’n 
The  W orld  a  Lord,  in  whom,  propitious  Heav’n, 
When  you  decreed  the  Sovereign  Rule  to  places 
You  bleflr  with  lavifli  Bounty  human  Race. 

N ow  left  fo  great  a  Prince  might  feem  to  rife 

Of  mortal  Stem,  his  Sire  muft  reach  the  Skies ; 

The  beauteous  Goddefs,  that  JEneas  bore ; 

Forefaw  it,  and  forefeeing  did  deplore ; 

For  well  flie  knew,  her  Hero’s  Fate  was  nigh. 
Devoted  by  confpiring  Arms  to  die. 

Trembling  and  pale,  to  every  God,  flie  cry’d. 
Behold,  what  deep  and  fubtle  Arts  are  try’d. 

To  end  the  laft,  the  only  Branch  that  Iprings 
From  my  lulus ,  and  the  Dardan  Kings! 

How  bent  they  are !  how  defperate  to  deftroy 
All  that  is  left  me  of  unhappy  Troy  l 
Am  I  alone  by  Fate  ordain’d  to  know 
Uninterrupted  Care,  and  endlefs  Woe? 
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1ST  ow  from  Tydides'  Spear  I  feel  the  W  ound : 

Now  II rum's  Towers  the  hoif ile  Flames  Unround: 

0 

Troy  laid  in  Dull,  my  exil’d  Son  I  mourn, 

Thro’  angry  Seas,  and  raging  Billows  born; 

O’er  the  wide  Deep  his  wandring  Courfe  he  bends. 
Now  to  the  fullen  Shades  of  Styx  delcends. 

With  Turnus  driv’n  at  lalt  fierce  Wars  to  wage. 

Or  rather  with  unpitying  "Juno's  Rage. 

But  why  record  I  now  my  antient  Woes  ? 

Senle  of  pall  Ills  in  prelent  Fears  I  lole; 

On  me  their  Points  the  impious  Daggers  throw; 
Forbid  it,  Gods,  repel  the 'direful  Blow: 

If  by  curs’d  Weapons  Numa's  Priell  expires. 

No  longer  lliall  ye  burn,  ye  veltal  Fires. 

While  fuch  Complainings  Cypria's  Grief  difclofe; 
In  each  celelt ial  Breaft  Companion  role : 

Not  Gods  can  alter  Fate’s  refilllefs  Will; 

Yet  they  foretold  by  Signs  th’  approaching  Ill. 
Dreadful  were  heard,  among  the  Clouds,  Alarms 
Of  ecchoing  Trumpets,  and  of  clafhing  Arms ; 

The  Sun’s  pale  Image  gave  fo  faint  a  Light, 

That  the  fad  Earth  was  almoif  veil’d  in  Night: 

The  TE  tier's  Face  with  fiery  Meteors  glow’d; 

With  Storms  of  Hail  were  mingled  Drops  of  Blood 
A  dusky  Hue  the  Morning  Star  o’crlpread, 

And  the  Moon’s  Orb  was  ftain’d  with  Spots  of  Red: 
In  every  place  portentous  Shrieks  were  heard. 

The  fatal  Warnings  of  th’ infernal  Bird; 

In  every  Place  the  Marble  melts  to  Tears; 

While  in  the  Groves,  rever’d  thro’  length  of  Years, 
Boding  and  awful  Sounds  the  Ear  invade; 

%  M 

And  lolcmn  Mulic  warbles  thro’  the  Shade ; 
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No  Victim  can  attone  the  impious  Age, 

No  Sacrifice  the  wrathful  Gods  afliiage; 

Dire  Wars  and  civil  Fury  threat  the  State; 

9 

And  every  Omen  points  out  Ca far's  Fate: 

Around  each  hallow’d  Shrine,  and  facred  Dome? 
Night-howling  Dogs  difturb  the  peaceful  Gloom  ; 
Their  filent  Seats  the  wandring  Shades  forfake, 

And  fearful  Tremblings  the  rock’d  City  (hake. 

Yet  could  not,  by  thele  Prodigies,  be  broke 
The  plotted  Charm,  or  Paid  the  fatal  Stroke; 

Their  Swords  th’  Aflaflins  in  the  Temple  draw; 

Their  murthering  Hands  nor  Gods  nor  Temples  awe 
This  facred  Place  their  bloody  W eapons  fiain, 

And  Virtue  falls  before  the  Altar  llain. 

’Twas  now  fair  Cypria,  with  her  Woes  oppreft, 

In  raging  Anguifh  finote  her  heav’nly  Breaft ; 

Wild  with  diftradfcing  Fears,  the  Goddefs  try’d 
Her  Hero  in  th’  etherial  Cloud  to  hide, 


The  Cloud,  which  youthful  Paris  did  conceal, 
When  Menelaiis  urged  the  threatning  Steel ; 
The  Cloud,  which  once  deceiv’d  Tyrlides ’  Sight, 
And  lav’d  JEneas  in  th’ unequal  Fight. 


When  Jo've 


In  vain,  fair  Daughter,  you  allay 


To  o’er-rule  Deltiny’s  unconquer’d  Sway: 

Your  Doubts  to  banifli,  enter  Fate's  Abode; 

A  Privilege  to  heav’nly  Powers  allow’d; 

There  lhall  you  fee  the  Records  grav’d,  in  length, 
On  Ir’n  and  folid  Brafs,  with  mighty  Strength; 
Which  ITcav’n’s  and  Earth’s  Conculfion  lhall  cndui 


Maugre  all  Shocks,  eternal  and  fecure  : 

There,  on  perennial  Adamant  defign’d. 

The  various  Fortunes  of  your  Race  you’ll  find: 


Zzzzzz 
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Well  I  have  mark’d  ’em?  and  will  now  relate 
To  thee  the  fettled  Laws  of  future  Fate. 

He,  Goddefs,  for  whole  Death  the  Fates  you  blame: 
Has  finifh’d  his  determin’d  Courfe  with  Fame: 

To  thee  ’tis  giv’n,  at  length,  that  he  lhall  lliine 
Among  the  Gods,  and  grace  the  worlhip’d  Shrine: 
His  Son  to  all  his  Greatnefs  lhall  be  Heir, 

And  worthily  fucceed  to  Empire’s  Care  : 

Our  felf  will  lead  his  Wars,  refolv’d  to  aid 
The  brave  Avenger  of  his  Father’s  Shade: 

To  him  its  Freedom  Mutina  lhall  owe. 

And  Decius  his  aulpicious  Conduct  know: 

His  dreadful  Powers  lhall  lhake  Pharf alias  Plain, 
And  drench  in  Gore  Philippi's  Fields  again : 

A  mighty  Leader,  in  Sicilia  s  Flood, 

Great  Pompeys  warlike  Son,  lhall  be  fubdu’d : 
/Egypt's  foft  Queen,  adorn’d  with  fatal  Charms, 

Shall  mourn  her  Soldier’s  unfuccefsful  Arms ; 

Too  late  lhall  find,  her  fwelling  Hopes  were  vain. 
And  know,  that  Rome  o’er  Memphis  Rill  mu R  reign  : 
What  name  I  Afric  or  Niles  hidden  Head? 

Far  as  both  Oceans  roll,  his  Power  lhall  fpread: 

All  the  known  Earth  to  him  lhall  Homage  pay, 

And  the  Seas  own  his  univerfal .  Sway : 

When  cruel  War  no  more  dilfurbs  Mankind; 

To  civil  Studies  lhali  he  bend  his  Mind, 

With  equal  JuRice  guardian  Laws  ordain, 

And  by  his  great  Example  Vice  ref  rain  : 

W here  will  his  Bounty  or  his  Goodnels  end  ? 
lo  Times  unborn  his  gen’rous  Views  extend; 

1  he  V  irtucs  of  his  Heir  our  Praife  engage, 

And  promilc  BlclEngs  to  the  coming  Age : 
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Late  fliall  he  in  his  Kindred  Orbs  be  placed, 

With  Pylian  Years  and  crowded  Honours  graced. 
Mean  time,  your  Hero’s  fleeting  Spirit  bear, 

Frcfli  from  his  Wounds,  and  change  it  to  a  Star: 

So  fliall  great  ‘Julius  Rites  divine  affume, 

And  from  the  Skies  eternal  fmile  on  Rome. 

This  Ipoke ;  the  Goddefs  to  the  Senate  flew ; 
Where,  her  fair  Form  conceal’d  from  mortal  View, 
Her  Cafar’s  heav’nly  Part  fhe  made  her  Care, 

Nor  left  the  recent  Soul  to  wafle  to  Air; 

But  bore  it  upwards  to  its  native  Skies: 

Glowing  with  new-born  Fires  fhe  law  it  rife : 

O  J 

Forth  Springing  from  her  Bofom  up  it  flew. 

And  kindling,  as  it  Soar’d,  a  Comet  grew; 

Above  the  Lunar  Sphere  it  took  its  Flight, 


And  fliot  behind  it  a  long  T rail  of  Light 


The  Reign  of  Augustus,  in  •- which  Ovid  four  if i  cl. 


Thus  rais’d,  his  glorious  OfF-ipring  Julius  view’d 
Beneficently  Great,  and  Scattering  Good, 

Deeds,  that  his  own  furpafs’d,  with  Joy  beheld, 
And  his  large  Heart  dilates  to  be  excelfd. 

O 

What  tho’  this  Prince  refufes  to  receive 

The  Preference,  which  his  jufler  Subjects  give; 

Fame  uncon  trol  l’d,  that  no  Reftraint  obeys, 

♦ 

The  Homage,  fhunn’d  by  modeft  Virtue,  pays, 


And  proves  dilloyal  only  in  his  Praifc. 

Tho’  great  his  Sire,  him  greater  we  proclaim : 

So  Aire  ns  yields  to  Agamemnon's  Fame; 

Achilles  lo  iuperior  Honours  won. 

And  Pclcus  muff,  Submit  to  P clcus'  Son; 

Examples  yet  more  Noble  to  difclolc, 

So  Saturn  was  cclipfed,  when  Jove  to  Empire  ro  'e 
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'Jove  rules  the  Heav’ri’s;  the  Earth  Auguftus  fways ; 

Each  claims  a  Monarch’s  and  a  Father’s  Praife. 

Celeftials,  who  for  Rome  your  Cares  employ ; 

Ye  Gods,  who  guarded  the  Remains  of  Troy\ 

Ye  native  Gods,  here  born  and  fix’d  by  Fate; 

Quirinus ,  F bunder  of  the  Roman  State ; 

O  Parent  Mars^  from  whom  Quirinus  Iprung ; 

Chafte  JAeJla-,  Cafars  houfhold  Gods  among. 

Mod  facred  held ;  domeftic  Phoebus ,  thou, 

To  whom  with  Vefia  chafie  alike  we  bow; 

Great  Guardian  of  the  high  Tarpeian  Rock  ; 

And  all  ye  Powers,  whom  Poets  may  invoke; 

O  grant,  that  Day  may  claim  our  Sorrows  late. 

When  loved  Auguflus  Ihall  fubmit  to  Fate, 

Vifit  thofe  Seats,  where  Gods  and  Heroes  dwell, 

0 

And  leave,  in  Tears,  the  World  he  rul’d  fo  well! 

The  Poet  concludes. 

The  Work  is  finilh’d,  which  nor  dreads  the  Rage 
Of  Tempefts,  Fire,  or  War,  or  wafting  Age: 

Come,  foon  or  late,  Death’s  undetermin’d  Day, 

This  mortal  Being  only  can  decay ; 

My  nobler  Part,  my  Fame,  Ihall  reach  the  Skies, 

And  to  late  Times  with  blooming  Honours  rile  : 
Whate’er  th’  unbounded  Roman  Power  obeys. 

All  Climes  and  Nations  Ihall  record  my  Praiic: 

If  ’tis  allow’d  to  Poets  to  divine. 

One  half  of  round  Eternity  is  mine. 

i 
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